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PRELIMINARY NOTICE. 





EHH ‘Lives of the most eminent English Poets’ has long been 
i] recognised as the greatest written work of Samucl Johnson ; and 
the silent verdict of tne ctowa has becn more than confirmed by 
the published opinions ot the qualified few. Tord Byron de- 
scribed it as the ‘finest critical work extant,’’ and declared that he never 
read it without instruction and delight: Sir Walter Scott affirmed that it 
displayed qualifications which have seldom been concentrated to the same 
degree in any literary undertaking; and Lord Macaulay pronounces the 
narrative to be as ‘entertaining as any fairy tale,” while the ‘‘remarks on 
human nature are eminently shrewd and profound.” 

This great work, like many other great works, owed its origin to the spur 
of competition. By long prescription, unsupported apparently by any legal 
right, the ‘ Trade” of London had been permitted to assume an exclusive 
and peipetual property in every literary production of importance, and had 
come to regard any one as an unprincipled intruder who presumed to interfere 
with their monopolies. When, therefore, to meet a crying want, a collection 
of the works of the English Roets was printed by an enterprising individual 
in Edinburgh, the London booksellers were scandalized at what one of their 
body called this ‘‘ invasion of their property ; but, finding they had no legal 
redress, they very sensibly determined to protect themselves by printing a 
more elegant and extensive collection on their own account. To give 
this edition still further advantages over its rival, they resolved to apply 
to Johnson to furnish a slight biographical and critical notice of each 
individual whose works were included in their list; and thrce of their 
number, Tom Davies and Strahan and Cadell, were deputed to Bolt Court, 
to solicit his consent to the arrangement. ‘The day chosen was Saturday, 
the 29th of March, 1777, which, being [taster ve, must have been regarded 
by Johnson as singularly unfitted for business conversation, and he has him- 
self recorded the circumstance half apologetically. ‘‘I treated with book- 
sellers on a bargain, but the time was not long.” We will not accuse these 
booksellers of selecting a day on which Davies at least must have known 
that Johnson was sure to place a low value on his talents, but in all proba- 
bility it weighed with him in fixing the humble price of two hundred pounds 
for what he was to perform. It is true that, as he himself described it in a 
letter to Boswell, his engagement was only ‘‘to write little lives and little 
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prefaces to a little edition of the English Poets,” but still in an age in which 
four thousand five hundred pounds was given for a single work of Robert- 
son’s, by one member of this deputation, and in which Strahan and Cadell 
had united to pay Hawkesworth six thousand pounds for the heavy compi- 
lation called Cook's Voyages, the forty ‘‘ first booksellers in London” ought 
to have been ashamed of permitting him to rob himself to such an extent 
for their benefit. Malone, who knew the trade and the town well, asserts 
that they would gladly have closed with him if he had asked seven times as 
much. Even when the work grew under his hands into a series of important 
biographies, they contented themselves with adding another two hundred 
pounds to the stipulated price. But ill-remunerated as he was, he readily — 
undertook (to borrow the words of a great writer) ‘‘a task for which he was 
pre-eminently qualified. His knowledge of the literary history of England 
since the Restoration was unrivalled. That knowledge he had derived 
partly from books, and partly from sources which had long been closed ; 
from old Grub Street traditions; from the talk of forgotten poetasters and 
pamphleteers who had long been lying in parish vaults ; from the recollec- 
tions of such men as Gilbert Walmsley, who had conversed with the wits of 
Button’s; Cibber, who had mutilated the plays of two generations of 
dramatists; Orrery, who had been admitted to the society of Swift; and 
Savage, who had rendered services of no very honourable kind to Pope.” 

Johnson himself tells us that he completed the work some time in March, 
1781, and that he wrote it in his ‘‘ usual way, unwilling to work, and work- 
ing with vigour and haste.”” He did not take the trouble to abridge the 
Life of Savage, which he had published thirty-seven years before, and the 
story of that profligate’s career fills a space altogether disproportionate to 
his merits. He escaped from writing a life of Young, by adopting the dull 
and pompous account which was written for him by that Sir Herbert Croft, 
who afterwards behaved so basely to the family of Chatterton ; and he pro- 
posed to follow the same course with the life of Gray, which was to have 
been supplied by the Rev. Mr. Temple, the friend of Boswell. It is to be 
regretted in this last case, that the intention was not carried out, for the 
sketch of Gray as it stands reflects little credit on Johnson. It is decidedly 
the worst ‘‘ Life’ in the series, and quite unworthy of the volumes which 
contain the noble memoirs of Cowley, Dryden, and Pope. 

The Preface to Shakspeare, as being almost a portion of the series of 
poetical criticisms, is now for the first time included in the present edition ; 
and ‘that masterpiece of reasoning and satirical pleasantry” the Review 
of Soame Jenyns having become less accessible than the ‘‘ very best thing he 
ever wrote” ought to be, is also added. 
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SAMUEL JOHNSON. 


(From Sir Walter Scott's \' Lives of the Novelists.”) 







IN F all the men distinguished in this or any other age, Dr. Johnson 

3) has left upon posterity the strongest and most vivid impression, 
A\ so far as person, manners, disposition, and conversation are 
Ye) concerned. We do but name him, or open a book which he has 
~™ written, and the sound and action recall to the imagination at 
once his form, his merits, his peculiarities, nay, the very uncouthness of his 
gestures, and the deep impressive tone of his voice. We learn not only 
what he said, but form an idea how he said it ; and have, at the same time, 
a shrewd guess of the secret motive why he did so, and whether he spoke in 
sport or in anger, in the desire of conviction, or for the love of debate. It 
was said of a noted wag, that his bon-mots did not give full satisfaction 
when published because he could not print his face. But with respect to 
Dr. Johnson, this has been in some degree accomplished ; and, although 
the greater part of the present generation never saw him, yet he is, in our 
mind’s eye, a personification as lively as that of Siddons in Ledy Macbeth, or 
Kemble in Cardinal Wolsey.) 

All this, as the world well knows, arises from Johnson having found in 
James Boswell such a biographer, as no man but himself ever had, or ever 
deserved to have. The performance, which chiefly resembles it in structure, 
is the life of the philosopher Demophon in Lucian; but that slight sketch 
is far inferior in detail and in vivacity to Boswell's ‘' Lifeof Johnson,” which, 
considering the eminent persons to whom it relates, the quantity of miscel- 
laneous information and entertaining gossip which it brings together, may 
be termed, without exception, the best parlour-window book that ever was 
written.2, Accordingly, such has been the reputation which it has enjoyed, 
that it renders useless even the form of an abridgement, which is the less 
necessary in this work, as the great Lexicographer only stands connected 
with the department of fictitious narrative by the brief tale of ‘‘ Rasselas.”’ 

A few dates and facts may be shortly recalled, for the sake of uniformit 
of plan, after which we will venture to offer a few remarks upon ‘‘ Rasselas,”’ 
and the character of its great author. 

SAMUEL JOHNSON was born and educated in Lichfield, where his 
father was a country bookseller of some eminence,’ since he belonged to its 
magistracy. He was born 18th September, 1709. His school-days were 
spent in his native city, and his education completed at Pembroke College, 
Oxford. Of gigantic strength of body, and mighty powers of mind, he was 
afflicted with that nameless disease on the spirits, which often rendered the 
latter useless ; and externally deformed by a scrofulous complaint, the scars 
of which disfigured his otherwise strong and sensible countenance. 

The indigence of his parents compelled him to leave College upon his — 
father’s death in 1731, when he gathered in a succession of eleven pounds 
sterling. In poverty, however, his learning and his probity secured him 
respect. He was received in the best society of his native place. His first 
literary attempt, the translation of ‘‘ Father Lobo’s Voyage vo Abyssinia,” 
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appeared during this period, and probably led him, at a later period, to 
lay in that remote kingdom the scene of his philosophical tale, which fol- 
lows this essay. About the same time, he married a wife considerably older 
than himself,® and attempted to set up a school in the neighbourhood of 
Lichfield.6 The project proved unsuccessful ; and in 1737 he set out to try 
to mend his fortunes in London, attended by David Garrick, Johnson had 
with him in manuscript his tragedy of ‘‘ Irene,” and meant to commence 
dramatic author ; Garrick was to be bred to the law—Fate had different 
designs for both. 

There is little doubt that upon his outset in London, Johnson felt in full 
force the ills which assail the unprotected scholar, whose parts are yet un- 
known to the public, and who must write at once for bread and for dis- 
tinction. His splendid imitation of Juvenal, ‘‘London,”’ a satire,? was the 
first of his works which drew the attention of the public; yet, neither its 
celebrity, nor that of its more brilliant successor, the ‘' Vanity of Human 
Wishes,’’S the deep and pathetic morality of which has often extracted tears 
from those whose eyes wander dry over pages professedly sentimental, could 
save the poet from the irksome drudgery of a writer of all work. His 
tragedy of ‘‘Irene’’ was unfortunate on the stage, and his valuable hours 
were consumed in obscure labour. He was fortunate, however, in a strong 
and virtuous power of thinking, which prevented his plunging into those 
excesses in which neglected genius, in catching at momentary gratifica- 
tion, is so apt to lose character and respectability. While his friend 
Savage was wasting considerable powers in temporary gratification, John- 
son was advancing slowly but surely into a higher class of society. The 
powers of his pen were supported by those of his conversation ; he lost no 
friend by misconduct, no respect by a closer approach to intimacy, and 
each new friend whom he made continued still his admirer. 

The booksellers, also, were sensible of his value as a litefary labourer, 
and employed him in that laborious and gigantic task, a Dictionary of the 
Language.’ How it is executed is well known, and sufficiently surprising, 
considering that the learned author was a stranger to the Northern 
languages, on which English is radically grounded, and that the discoveries 
in grammar, since made by Horne Tooke, were then unknown. In the 
meantime, the publication of the ‘‘ Rambler,” though not very successful 
during its progress, stamped the character of the author as one of the first 
moral writers of the age, and as eminently qualified to write, and even to 
improve, the English language. 

In 1752, Johnson was deprived of his wife, a loss which he appears to 
have felt most deeply.!0 After her death, society, the best of which was 
now open to a man who brought such stores to increase its pleasures, 
seems to have been his principal enjoyment, and his great resource when 
assailed by that malady of mind which embittered his solitary moments. 

The ‘‘ Idler,” scarcely so popular as the ‘‘Rambler,” followed in 1758. 
In 1759, ‘‘ Rasselas” was hastily composed, in order to pay the expenses of 
his mother's funeral, and some small debts which she had contracted. This 
beautiful tale was written in one week, and sent in portions to the printer. 1! 

ohnson told Sir Joshua Reynolds that he never afterwards read it over! 
The publishers paid the author a hundred pounds, with twenty-four more, 
when the work came toa second edition. 

The mode in which ‘‘ Rasselas’’ was composed, and the purposes 
for which it was written, show that the author's situation was still 
embarrassed. But his circumstances became more easy in 1762, when a 
pension of £300 placed him beyond the drudgery of labouring for 
mere subsistence,'* It was distinctly explained that this grant was made on 
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public grounds alone, and intended as homage to Johnson’s services for 

literature. But two political pamphlets, ‘‘The False Alarm,” and that 

upon the ‘‘Falkland Islands,” afterwards showed that the author was 
rateful. 

: In 1765, pushed forward by the satire of Churchill, Johnson published 

or subscription Shakspeare, for which proposals had been long in circu- 
ation. 

The author's celebrated ‘‘Journey to the Hebrides” was published in 
1775. Whatever might be his prejudices against Scotland, its natives must 
concede, that his remarks concerning the poverty and barrenness of the 
country tended to produce those subsequent exertions which have done 
much to remedy the causes of reproach. The Scots were angry because 
pornon was Rot enraptured with their scenery, which, from a defect of 

odily organs, he could not appreciate, or even see, and they appear to 
have set rather too high a rate on the hospitality paid to a stranger, when 
they contended it should shut the mouth of a literary traveller upon 
all subjects but those of panegyric. Dr. Johnson took a better way 
of repaying the civilities he received, by exercising kindness and hospi- 
tality in London to all such friends as he had received attention from in 
Scotland .!8 

His pamphlet, entitled ‘‘Taxation no Tyranny,” which drew upon him 
much wrath from those who supported the American cause, is written ina 
strain of high Toryism, and tended to promote an event, pregnant with 
ae good and evil, the separation of the mother country from the American 
colonies. 

In 1777, he wasengaged in one ofhis most pleasing, as well as most popular 
works, ‘‘ The Lives of the British Poets,” which he executed with a degree 
of critical force and talent which has seldom been concentrated. 

Johinson’s laborious and distinguished career terminated in 1784, when 
virtue was deprived of a steady supporter, society of a brilliant ornament, 
and literature of a successful cultivator. The latter part of his life was 
honoured with general applause, for none was more fortunate in obtaining 
and preserving the friendship of the wise and the worthy. Thus loved and 
venerated, Johnson might have been pronounced happy. But Heaven, in 
whose eyes strength is weakness, permitted his faculties to be clouded occa- 
sionally with that morbid affection of the spirits, which disgraced his talents 
by prejudices, and his manners by rudeness. 

When we consider the rank which Dr. Johnson held, not only in litera- 
ture but in society, we cannot help figuring him to ourselves as the benevo- 
lent giant of some fairy tale, whose kindness and courtesies are still mingled 
with a part of the rugged ferocity imputed to the fabulous sons of Anak; or 
rather, perhaps, like a Roman Dictator, fetched from his farm, whose 
wisdom and heroism still relished of his rustic occupation. And there were 
times when, with all Johnson's wisdom, and all his wit, this rudeness of dis« 
position, and the sacrifices and submissions which he unsparingly exacted, 
were So great, that even his kind and devoted admirer, Mrs. Thrale, seems 
at length to have thought that the honour of being Johnson's hostess was 
almost counterbalanced by the tax which he exacted on her time and 
patience. 

The cause of those deficiencies {n temper and manners was no ignorance 
of what was fit to be done in society, or how far each individual ought to 
suppress his own wishes in favour of those with whom he associates ; for, 
theoretically, no man understood the rules of good-breeding better than 
Dr. Johnson, or could act more exactly in conformity with them, when the 
high rank of those with whom he was in company for the time required 
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that he should put the necessary constraint upon himself. But during the 
greater part of his life he had been in a great measure a stranger to the 
higher society in which such restraint is necessary; and it may be fairly 
presumed that the indulgence of a variety of little selfish peculiarities, 
which it is the object of good-breeding to suppress, became thus familiar to 
him. The consciousness of his own mental superiority in most companies 
which he frequented, contributed to his dogmatism ; and when he had 
attained his eminence as a dictator in literature, like other potentates, he 
was not averse to a display of his authority : resembling in this particular 
Swift, and one or two other men of genius, who have had the bad taste to 
imagine that their talents elevated them above observance of the common 
rules of society. It must be also remarked, that in Johnson’s time, the 
literary society of London was much more confined than at present, and 
that he sat the Jupiter of a little circle, sometimes indeed nodding approba- 
tion, but always prompt, on the slightest contradiction, to launch the 
thunders of rebuke and sarcasm. He was, ina word, despotic, and des- 
potism will occasionally lead the best dispositions into unbecoming abuse 
of power. It is not likely that any one will again enjoy, or have an oppor- 
tunity of abusing, the singular degree of submission which was rendered to 
ohnson by all around him. The unreserved communications of friends, 
rather than the spleen of enemies, have occasioned his character being 
exposed in all its shadows, as well as its lights. But those, when summed 
and counted, amount only to a few narrow-minded prejudices concerning 
country and party, from which few ardent tempers remain entirely free, an 
over-zeal in politics, which is an ordinary attribute of the British character, 
and some violences and solecisms in manners, which left his talents, morals, 
and benevolence, alike unimpeachable. 

Of ‘‘ Rasselas,”’ translated into so many languages, and so widely circu- 
lated through the literary world, the merits have been long justly appre- 
ciated. It was composed in solitude and sorrow ; and the melancholy cast 
of feeling which it exhibits sufficiently evinces the temper of the author's 
mind. ‘The resemblance, in some respects, betwixt the tenor of the moral 
and that of ‘‘ Candide,” is striking, and Johnson himself admitted that 
if the authors could possibly have seen each other’s manuscript, they 
could not have escaped the charge of plagiarism. But they resemble each 
other like a wholesome and a poisonous fruit. The object of the witty 
Frenchman is to induce a distrust of the wisdom of the great Governor of 
the Universe, by presuming to arraign him of incapacity before the creatures 
of his will. Johnson uses arguments drawn from the same premises, with 
the benevolent view of encouraging men to look to another and a better 
world for the satisfaction of wishes which in this seem only to be awakened 
in order to be disappointed. The one is a fiend—a merry devil, we grant— 
who scoffs at and derides human miseries; the other, a friendly though 
grave philosopher, who shows us the nothingness of earthly hopes, to teach 
us that our affections ought to be placed higher, 

The work can scarce be termed a narrative, being in a great measure void 
of incident ; it is rather a set of moral dialogues on the various vicissitudes 
of human life, its follies, its fears, its hopes, its wishes, and the disappoint- 
ment in which all terminate. The style is in Johnson's best manner ; 
enriched and rendered sonorous by the triads and quaternions which he so 
much loved, and balanced with an art which perhaps he derived from the 
learned Sir Thomas Browne. The reader may sometimes complain, with 
Boswell, that the unalleviated picture of human helplessness and misery 
leaves sadness upon the mind after perusal. But the moral is to be found 
in the conclusion of the ‘‘ Vanity of Human Wishes,” a poem which treats 
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of the same melancholy subject, and closes with this sublime Strain of 
moralily : 
* Pour forth thy fervours for a healthy mind, 

Obedient passions, and a will resign’d; 

For Love, which scarce collective man can fill; 

For Patience, sovereign o’er transmuted ill; 

For Faith, that, panting for a happier seat, 

Counts death kind nature’s signal of retreat: 

These goods for man the laws of Heaven ordain; 

These goods He grants, who grants the power to gains: 

With these celestial Wisdom calms the mind, 

And makes the happiness she cannot find.” 


1 ¢¢ What a singular destiny has been that of this remarkable man! To beregarded 
in his own age as a Classic, and in ours as a companion. To receive from his contem- 
poraries that full homage which men of genius have in general received only from 
posterity. To be more intimately known to posterity than other men are known to 
their contemporaries.” —Macaulay. 

2 Carlyle says of Boswell’s Life, “In worth as a book, we rate it beyond any other 
product of the eighteenth century.” And Macaulay writes, “It is assuredly a great, 
a very great work. Homer is not more decidedly the first of heroic poets, Shakspeare 
is not more decidedly the first of dramatists, Demosthenes is not more decidedly the 
first of orators, than Boswell is the first of biographers. He has no second. He has 
distanced all his competitors so decidedly that it is not worth while to place them. 
Eclipse is first, and the rest nowhere.” And yet how very few there are who acknow- 
ledge the immense debt of gratitude we owe to James Boswell. ; 

* Speaking of Birmingham, circa 1700: “The place whence two generations later 
the magnificent editions of Baskerville went forth to astonish all the librarians of 
Europe, did not contain a singular regular shop where a Bible or an almanack could 
be bought. On market days a bookseller named Michael Johnson, father of the great 
Samuel Johnson, came over from Lichfield and opened a stall during a few hours.”— 
History of England, chap. ili. 

4 “ Ho lay in bed with the book, which was a quarto, before him, and dictated while 
Hector wrote. Mr. Hector carried the sheets to the press, and corrected almost all the 
proofs, very few of which were ever seen by Johnson. In this manner the book was com- 
pleted, and was published in 1735, with ‘London’ on the title-page, though it was 
printed in Birmingham, For this work he had from Mr. Warren only the sum of five 
guineas.’’— Boswell, p. 21. 

5 At the time of the marriage Johnson was twenty-six, and his wife forty-six. 

6 'lhe advertisement will be found in the “Gentleman’s Magazine,” for June, 1736, 


. 360. 
P A? EpiaL, near Litchfield in Stafford- 
shtre, Young Gentlemen are Boarded, 
and Taught the Latin and Greek Languages, 
by SAMUEL JOHNSON. 


7 The “London” was published anonymously, and Pope was so much strack by it, 
that he at once made inquiries about the author. Not pens successful, he said, 
* he will be soon deterré,” and afterwards did his best to serve him. 

8 Of this noble work, Byron says in his Journal, “ Read Johnson’s ‘ Vanity of Human 
Wishes’—all the examples and mode of giving them sublime..... Tis a grand 

oem—and so true /—true as the 10th of Juvenal himself.” Sir Walter Scott had an 

ntense admiration for both these poems, and indeed told James Ballantyne that he had 
more pleasure in reading them than any other poetical compositions. He winds up 
his great romance of Jvanhoe with an extract; and Lockhart tells us that the last 
line of MS. he sent to the pen was @ quotation from the same source. Ballantyne 
adds, that “he never saw his countenance more indicative of high admiration than 
when reciting aloud from those productions,” 

9 “Johnson's ‘ Dictionary,’” says Macaulay, “was hailed with an enthusiasm such 
as no similar work has ever excited. It was indeed the first dictionary that could be 
read with pleasure. The definitions show so much acuteness of thought and command 
of language, and the passages quoted from poets, divines, and pononcphers: are 80 
skilfully selected, that a leisure hour may always be very agreeably spent in turning 
over the pages,” 
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w “Their wedded life,” Carlyle says, “as is the common lot, was made op of drizzle 
and dry weather; but innocence and worth dwelt in it;.and, when death had ended 
it, acertain sacredness. Johnson’s deathless affection for his Tetty was always venee 
rable and noble.” So, too, Macaulay: “ All his affection had been concentrated on 
her. He had neither brother nor sister, neither son nor daughter. To him she was 
beautiful as the Gunnings, and witty as Lady Mary.” His allusions to his loss in 
ox eo to the “Dictionary” and the letter to Lord Chesterfield are singularly 
ecting. 

11 So completely has Johnson identified himself with Abyssinia, that when the 
Prime Minister of England called upon Parliament for a vote of thanks to Sir Robert 
Napier, he spoke of his having “planted the standard of St. George upon the moun- 
tains of Rasselas.” 

12 “Tn his fifty-third year he is beneficed by the royal bounty with a pension of 
three hundred pounds. Loud clamour is always more or less insane; but probably 
the insanest of all loud clamours in the eighteenth century was this that was raised 
about Johnson’s Pension ..... The whole sum that Johnson, during the remain- 
ing twenty-two years of his life, drew from the public funds of England, would 
have supported some Supreme Priest for about half as many weeks; it amounts 
very nearly to the revenue of our poorest Church-Overseer for one twelvemonth,”— 
Cariyls® evitew of Croker’s Boswell. ; 

Johnson in some measure brought this on himself by having defined pension ir 
his dictionary as “‘ An allowance made to any one without an equivalent; in England it 
is geucrally understood to mean pay given to a State hireling for treason to his 
country.” 

13 Johnson has left his mark upon the Hebrides. When Sir Robert Peel was in- 
stalled as Lord Rector of the Glasgow University, the most striking part of his 
pl Rare was that in which he spoke of his visit to Iona, and quoted Johnson’s enthu- 
siastic description. Even Sir Walter Scott, all Scotsman as he was, admitted him to 
be the presiding genius loct. In 1829 he wrote, “ About fourteen years since I landed 
in Skye with a party of friends, and had the curiosity to ask what was the first idea 
on every one’s mind at eeu All answered, separately, that it was the Latin ode 
an me Johnson calls upon the litfora Skie to resound the name of his Zhr.iléa 
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COWLEY. 


HE Life of Cowley, notwithstanding the penury of English 
biography, has been written by Dr. Sprat, an author whose preg- 
nancy of imagination and elegance of language have deservedly 
set him high in the ranks of literature ; but his zeal of friendship, 

ia or ambition of eloquence, has produced a funeral oration rather 
than a history: he has given the character, not the life, of Cowley ; for he 
writes with so little detail, that scarcely anything is distinctly known, but all 
is shown confused and enlarged through the mist of panegyric. 
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ABRAHAM COWLEY was born in the year one thousand six hundred and 
eighteen. His father was a grocer, whose condition Dr. Sprat conceals 
under the general appellation of a citizen ; and, what would probably not 
have been less carefully suppressed, the omission of his name in the register 
of St. Dunstan’s parish gives reason to suspect that his father was a sectary. 
Whoever he was, he died before the birth of his son, and consequently left 
him to the care of his mother; whom Wood represents as struggling ear- 
nestly to procure him a literary education, and who, as she lived to the 
age of eighty, had her solicitude rewarded by seeing her son eminent, and, I 
hope, by seeing him fortunate, and partaking his prosperity. We know at 
least, from Sprat’s account, that he always acknowledged her care, and justly 
paid the dues of filial gratitude. 

In the window of his mother’s apartment lay Spenser's ‘‘ Fairy Queen,” in 
which he very early took delight to read, till by feeling the charms of verse, 
he became, as he relates, irrecoverably a poet. Such are the accidents which, 
sometimes remembered, and perhaps sometimes forgotten, produce that par- 
ticular designation of mind, and propensity for some certain science or em- | 
ployment, which is commonly called Genius, The true Genius is a mind of 
large general powers, accidentally determined to some particular direction. 
Sir Joshua Reynolds, the great painter of the present age, had the first fond- 
ness for his art excited by the perusal of Richardson’s treatise. 

By his mother’s solicitation he was admitted into Westminster school, 
where he was soon distinguished. He was wont, says Sprat, to relate, 
‘that he had this defect in his memory at that time, that his teachers never 
could bring it to retain the ordinary rules of grammar.” 

This is an instance of the natural desire of man to propagate a wonder, 
It is surely very difficult to tell anything as it was heard, when Sprat 
could not iefrain from amplifying a commodious incident, though the 
book to which he prefixed his narrative contained its confutation. A 
memory admitting some things, and rejecting others, an intellectual 
digestion that concocted the pulp of learning, but refused the husks, 
had the appearance of an instinctive elegance, of a particular provision 
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made by nature for literary politeness. But in the author’s own honest 
relation, the marvel vanishes: he was, he says, such ‘‘an enemy to 
all constraint, that his master never could prevail on him to learn 
the rules without book.” He does not tell that he could not learn 
the rules; but that, being able to perform his exercises without them, 
and being an ‘‘enemy to constraint,” he spared himself the labour. 

Among the English poets, Cowley, Milton, and Pope, might be said ‘‘to 
lisp in numbers ;” and have given such early proofs, not only of powers 
of language, but of comprehension of things, as to more tardy minds seems 
scarcely credible. But of the learned puerilitics of Cowley there is no 
doubt, since a volume of his poems was not only written, but printed in his 
thirteenth year ;* containing, with other poetical compositions, ‘‘ The tragical 
History of Pyramus and ‘Thisbe,”’ written when he was ten years old; and 
‘Constantia and Philetus,” written two years after. 

While he was yet at school he produced a comedy called ‘‘ Love’s Riddle,” 
though it was not published till he had been some time at Cambridge. This 
comedy is of the pastoral kind, which requires no acquaintance with the living 
world, and therefore the time at which it was composed adds little to the 
wonders of Cowlcy’s minority. 

In 1636 he was removed to Cambridge,f where he continued his studies 
with great intenseness; for he is said to have written, while he was yet 
a young student, the greater part of his ‘‘ Davideis ;’’ a work of which 
the materials could not have been collected without the study of many 
years, but by a mind of the greatest vigour and activity. 

Two years after his settlement at Cambridge, he published ‘‘ Love's 
Riddle,” with a poetical dedication to Sir Kenelm Digby ; of whose acquaint- 
ance all his contemporaries seem to have been ambitious; and ‘‘ Nau- 
fragium Joculare,’’ a comedy written in Latin, but without due attention 
to the ancient models; for it is not loose verse, but mere prose. It was 
printed, with a dedication in verse to Dr. Comber, master of the college ; 
but having neither the facility of a popular, nor the accuracy of a learned 
work, it seems to be now universally neglected. 

At the beginning of the civil war, as the prince passed through Cambridge 
in his way to York, he was entertained with the representation of ‘‘ The 
Guardian,’’ a comedy which Cowley says was neither written nor acted, 
but rough-drawn by him, and repeated by the scholars. That this comedy 
was printed during his absence from his country, he appears to have con- 
sidered as injurious to his reputation ; though, during the suppression of the 
theatres, it was sometimes privately acted with sufficient approbation. 

In 1643, being now master of arts, he was, by the prevalence of the par- 
liament, ejected from Cambridge, and sheltered himself at St. John's College 
in Oxford ; where, as is said by Wood, he published a satire, called ‘‘ the 
Puritan and Papist,’’ which was only inserted in the last collection of his 
works ;¢ and so distinguished himself by the warmth of his loyalty, and the 
elegance of his conversation, that he gained the kindness and confidence of 
those who attended the king, and amongst others of Lord Falkland, whose 
notice cast a lustre on all to whom it was extended. 


* This volume was not published before 1633, when Cowley was fifteen years old. 
Dr. Johnson, as well as former biographers, seems to have been misled by the por- 
trait of Cowley being by mistake marked with the age of thirteen years. 

+ He was a candidate this year at Westminster school for election to Trinity Col- 
lege, but proved unsuccessful. 

t In the first edition of this life, Dr. Johnson wrote, ‘which was never insertcd in 
any collection of his works ; but he altered the expression when the lives were col- 
lected into volumes, The satire was added to Cowley’s works by the desire of Johnson, 
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About the time when Oxford was surrendered to the parliament, he 
followed the queen to Paris, where he became secretary to the Lord Jermyn, 
_ afterwards Earl of St. Albans, and was employed in such correspondence as 
the royal cause required, and particularly in ciphering and deciphering the 
letters that passed between the king and queen; an employment of the 
highest confidence and honour. So wide was his province of intelligence, 
that, for several years, it filled all his days, and two or three nights in the week. 

In the year 1647, his ‘' Mistress’’ was published ; for he imagined, as he 
declared in his preface to a subsequent edition, that ‘‘ poets are scarcely 
thought freemen of their company, without paying some duties, or obliging 
themselves to be true to love.” 

This obligation to amorous ditties owes, I believe, its original to the fame 
of Petrarch, who, in an age rude and uncultivated, by his tuneful homage to 
his Laura, refined the manners of the lettered world, and filled Europe with 
love and poetry. But the basis of all excellence is truth: he that professes 
love ought to feel its power. Petrarch was a real lover, and Laura doubtless 
deserved his tenderness. Of Cowley, we are told by Barnes,* who had means 
enough of information, that, whatever he may talk of his own inflammability, 
and the variety of characters by which his heart was divided, he in reality 
was in love but once, and then never had resolution to tell his passion. 

This consideration cannot but abate in some measure the reader’s esteem 
for the works and the author. To love excellence is natural; it is natural 
likewise for the lover to solicit reciprocal regard by an elaborate display of 
his own qualifications. The desire of pleasing has in different men produced 
actions of heroism, and effusions of wit ; but it seems as reasonable to appear 
the champion as the poet of an airy ‘‘nothing,” and to quarrel as to write 
for what Cowley might have learned from his master Pindar to call ‘‘ the 
dream of a shadow.” 

It is surely not difficult, in the solitude of a college, or in the bustle of the 
world, to find useful studies and serious employment. No man needs to be 
so burthened with life as to squander it in voluntary dreams of fictitious 
occurrences. ‘The man that sits down to suppose himself charged with 
treason or peculation, and heats his mind to an elaborate purgation of his 
character from crimes which he was never within the possibility of com- 
mitting, differs only by the infrequency of his folly from him who praises 
beauty which he never saw; complains of jealousy which he never felt ; 
supposes himself sometimes invited, and sometimes forsaken ; fatigues his 
fancy, and ransacks his memory, for images which may exhibit the gaiety of 
hope, or the gloominess of despair; and dresses his imaginary Chloris or 

Phyllis sometimes in flowers fading as her beauty, and sometimes in gems 
lasting as her virtues. 

At Paris, as secretary to Lord Jermyn, he was engaged in transacting 
things of real importance with real men and real women, and at that time 
did not much employ his thoughts upon phantoms of gallantry. Some of 
his letters to Mr. Bennet, afterwards Earl of Arlington, from April to 
December, in 1630, are preserved in ‘‘ Miscellanea Aulica,” a collection of 
papers published by Brown, These letters, being written like those of other 
men whose minds are more on things than words, contribute no otherwise 
to his reputation, than as they show him to have been above the affectation 
of unseasonable elegance, and to have known that the business of a states- 
man can be little forwarded by flowers of rhetoric. 

One passage, however, seems not unworthy of some notice. Speaking of 
the Scotch treaty then in agitation : 


* Barnesii Anacreontem. 
B2 
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‘The Seotch treaty,” says he, ‘‘is the only thing now in which we are 
vitally concerned ; I am one of the last hopers, and yet cannot now abstain 
from believing that an agreement will be made; all people upon the place 
incline to that opinion. The Scotch will moderate something of the rigour 
of their demands ; the mutual necessity of an accord is visible ; the king is 
persuaded ofit. And to tell you the truth (which I take to be an argument 
above all the rest), Virgil has told me something to that purpose.” 

This expression, from a secretary of the present time, would be considered 
as merely ludicrous, or at most as an ostentatious display of scholarship ; 
but the manners of that time were so tinged with superstition, that I cannot 
hut suspect Cowley of having consulted on this great occasion the Virgilian 
lots,* and to have given some credit to the answer of his oracle. 


* Consulting the Virgilian Lots, Sortes Virgiliant, is a mothod of divination by 
the opening of Virgil, and applying to the circumstances of the peruser the first pas- 
sage in either of the two pages that he accidentally fixes his eye on. It is said, that 
King Charles I, and Lord Falkiand, being in the Bodleian library, made this experi- 
ment of their future fortuncs, and met with passages equally ominous toeach. That 
of the king was the following: 

At bello audacis populi vexatus et armis, 
Finibus extorris, complexu avulsus Tuli, 
Auxilium implorct, videatque indigna suorum 
Funera, nec, cum se sub leges paces iniquee 
Tradiderit, regno aut optata luce fruatur : 
Sed cadat ante diem, mediaque inhumatus arena. 
ZEncid, book iv. line 618, 


Yet let a race untamed, and haughty foes, 

His peaceful entrance with dire arms oppose, 

i aad with numbers in th’ unequal field, 

His men discouraged and himself expell’d; 

Let him for succour sue from place to place, 

Torn from his subjects’ and his son’s embrace. 

First let him see his friends in battle slain, 

And their untimely fate lament in vain: 

And when, at Jength, the cruel war shall cease, 

On hard conditions may he buy his peace ; 

Nor let him then enjoy supreme command, 

But fall untimely by some hostile hand, 

And lie unburied on the barren sand.—DrypEw, 
Lord FatKLanpD’s: 

Non hee, O Palla, dederas promissa parenti, 

Cautius ut sxvo velles te credere Marti. 

Haud ignarus eram, quantum nova gloria in armis, 

Et proodulce decus primo certamine posset. 

Primitise juvenis misers, bellique propinqui 

Dura rudimenta, et nulli exaudita Deorum, 

Vota precesque mew !|—Aneid, book xi, line 125, 


O Pallas, thon hast fail’d thy plighted word, 

To fight with caution, not to tempt the swords 

I warn’d thee, but in vain, for well I knew 

What perils youthful ardour would pursue; 

That boiling blood would carry thee too far, 

Young as thou wert to dangers, raw to war. 

O curst essay of arms, disastrous doom, 

Prelude of bloody fields and fights to come! 

Hard elements of unauspicious war, 

Vain vows to Heaven, and unavailing care !|—DryDEN, 


Hoffman, in his Lexicon, gives a very satisfactory account of this practice of seekin 
fates in books; and says, that it was used by the Pagans, the Jewish Rabbins, an 
even the early Christians; the latter taking the New Testament for their oracle, 
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Some years afterwards, ‘' lusiness,’’ says Sprat, ‘‘ passed of course into 
other hands ;” and Cowley, being no longer useful at Paris, was in 1656 sent 
back into England, that, ‘‘ under pretence of privacy and retirement, he 
might take occasion of giving notice of the posture of things in this nation.” 

Soon after his return to London, he was seized by some messengers of the 
usurping powers, who were sent out in quest of another man; and being 
examined, was put into confinement, from which he was not dismissed 
without the security of a thousand pounds given by Dr. Scarborough. 

This year he published his poems, with a preface, in which he seems to 
have inserted something suppressed in subsequent editions, which was inter- 
preted to denote some relaxation of his loyalty. In this preface he declares, 
that ‘‘his desire had been for some days past, and did still very vehemently 
continue, to retire himself to some of the American plantations, and to for- 
sake this world for ever.” 

From the obloquy which the appearance of submission to the usurpers 
brought upon him, his biographer has been very diligent to clear him, and 
indeed it does not scem to have lessened his reputation. His wish for re- 
tirement we can easily believe to be undissembled ; a man harassed in one 
kingdom, and persecuted in another, who, after a course of business that 
employed all his days and half his nights, in ciphering and deciphering, 
comes to his own country and steps into a prison, will be willing enough to 
retire to some place of quiet and of safety. Yet let neither our reverence for 
a genius, nor our pity for a sufferer, dispose us to forget, that, if his activity 
was virtue, his retreat was cowardice. 

He then took upon him the character of physician, still, according to 
Sprat, with intention ‘‘to disscmble the main design of his coming over ;” 
and, as Mr. Wood relates, ‘‘complying with the men then in power (which 
was much taken notice of by the royal party), he obtained an order to be 
created doctor of physic ; which being done to his mind (whereby he gained 
the ill-will of some of his friends), he went into France again, having made 
a copy of verses on Oliver's death.”’ 

This is no favourable representation ; yet even in this not much wrong can 
be discovered. How far he complied with the men in power, is to be 
inquired before he can be blamed. It is not said that he told them any 
secrets, or assisted them by intelligence or any other act. If he only pro- 
mised to be quiet, that they in whose hands he was might free him from 
confinement, he did what no Jaw of society prohibits. 

The man whose miscarriage in a just cause has put him in the power of 
his enemy, may, without any breach of his integrity, regain his liberty, or 
preserve his life, by a promise of neutrality : for the stipulation gives the 
enemy nothing which he had not before. ‘The neutrality of a captive may 
be always secured by his imprisonment or death. He that is at the disposal 
of another may not promise to aid him in any injurious act, because no 
power can compel active obedience. He may engage to do nothing, but not 
to do ill. 

There is reason to think that Cowley promised little. It does not appear 
that his compliance gained him confidence enough to be trusted without 
security, for the bond of his bail was never cancelled ; nor that it made him 
think himself secure, for, at that dissolution of government which followed 
the death of Oliver, he returned into France, where he resumed his former 
station, and stayed till the restoration. 

‘* He continued,” says his biographer, ‘* under these bonds till the general 
deliverance ;” it is therefore to be supposed, that he did not go to France, 
and act again for the king, without the consent of his bondsman : that he did 
not show his loyalty at the hazard of his friend, but by his friend's permission. 
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Of the verses on Oliver's death, in which Wood's narrative seems to imply 
something encomiastic, there has been no appearance. ‘There is a discourse 
concerning his government, indeed, with verses intermixed, but such as cer- 
tainly gained its author no friends among the abettors of usurpation. 

A doctor of physic, however, he was made at Oxford in December, 1687 ; 
and in the commencement of the Royal Society, of which an account has 
been published by Dr. Birch, he appears busy among the experimental 
philosophers with the title of Doctor Cowley. 

There is no reason for supposing that he ever attempted practice: but his 
preparatory studies have contributed something to the honour of his country. 
Considering botany as necessary to a physician, he retired into Kent to 
gather plants; and as the predominance of a favourite study affects all 
subordinate operations of the intellect, botany in the mind of Cowley turned 
into poetry. He composed, in Latin, several books on plants, of which the 

first and second display the qualities of herbs, in elegiac verse ; the third and 
fourth, the beauties of flowers, in various measures ; and the fifth and sixth, 
the use of trees, in heroic numbers. 

At the same time were produced, from the same university, the two great 
poets, Cowley and Milton, of dissimilar genius, of opposite principles, but 
concurring in the cultivation of Latin poctry ; in which the English, till their 
works and May's poem appeared,* seemed unable to contest the palm with 
any other of the lettered nations. 

If the Latin performances of Cowley and Milton be compared (for May I 
hold to be superior to both), the advantage scems to lie on the side of 
Cowley. Milton is gencrally content to express the thoughts of the ancients 
in their language ; Cowley, without much loss of purity or elegance, accom- 
modates the diction of Rome to his own conceptions. 

At the Restoration, after all the diligence of his long service, and with 
consciousness not only of the merit of fidelity, but of the dignity of great 
abilities, he naturally expected ample preferments ; and, that he might not 
be forgotten by his own fault, wrote a song of triumph. But this was a time 
of such gencral hope, that great numbers were inevitably disappointed ; and 
Cowley found his reward very tediously delayed. He had been promised by 
both Charles the First and Second, the mastership of the Savoy; ‘‘ but he 
lost it,’ says Wood, ‘‘by certain persons, enemies to the Muses.”’ 

The neglect of the court was not his only mortification; having by such 
alteration as he thought proper, fitted his old comedy of ‘‘’The Guardian” 
for the stage, he produced itt under the title of ‘‘ The Cutter of Coleman- 
street.""t It was treated on the stage with great severity, and was afterwards 
censured as a satire on the king’s party. 

Mr. Dryden, who went with Mr. Sprat to the first exhibition, related to 
Mr. Dennis, ‘‘ that, when they told Cowley how little favour had been shown 
him, he received the news of his ill success, not with so much firmness as 
might have been expected from so great a man,” 

What firmness they expected, or what weakness Cowley discovered, cannot 
be known. He that misses his end will never be as much pleased as he that 
attains it, even when he can impute no part of his failure to himself; and 


* By May’s Poem we are to understand a continuation of “ Lucan’s Pharsalia to the 
death of Julius Cesar,” by Thomas May, an eminent poct and historian, who flourished 
in the reigns of James and Charles I., and of whom a life is given in the “ Biographia 
Britannica.” + 8th December, 1661. 

t Here is an error in the designation of this comedy, which our author copied from 
the title-page of the later editions of Cowley’s works: the title of the play itself is 
without the article, “‘ Cutter of Coleman-street,” and that because a merry sharking 

fellow about the town, named Cutter, is a principal character in it, 
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when the end is to please the multitude, no man perhaps has a right, in 
things admitting of gradation and comparison, to throw the whole blame 
upon his judges, and totally to exclude diffidence and shame, by a haughty 
consciousness of his own excellence. 

For the rejection of this play it is difficult now to find the reason : it cer- 
tainly has, in a very great degree, the power of fixing attention and exciting 
merriment. From the charge of disaffection he exculpates himself in his 
preface, by observing how unlikely it is, that, having followed the royal 
family through all their distresses, ‘‘he should chuose the time of their 
restoration to begin a quarrel with them.” It appears, however, from the 
theatrical register of Downes the prompter, to have been popularly con- 
sidered as a satire on the royalists. 

That he might shorten this tedious suspense, he published his preten- 
sions and his discontent in an ode called ‘‘The Complaint ;” in which 
he styles himself the melancholy Cowley. This met with the usual fortune 
of complaints, and scems to have excited more contempt than pity. 

These unlucky incidents are brought, maliciously enough, together in 
some stanzas, written about that time on the choice of a laureat ; a mode 
of satire, by which, since it was first introduced by Suckling, perhaps every 
gencration of poets has been teazed. 

Savoy-missing Cowley camo into the court, 
Making apologies for his bad play; 
Every one gave him so good a report, 
That Apollo gave heed to all he could say: 
Nor would he have had, ’tis thought, a rebuke, 
Unless he had done some notable folly ; 
Writ verses unjustly in praise of Sam Tuke, 
Or printed his pitiful Metnncholy. 

His vehement desire of retirement now came again upon him. ‘' Nom 
finding,” says the morose Wood, ‘‘that preferment conferred upon him 
which he expected, while others for their money carried away most places, 
he retired discontented into Surrey.” 

‘‘He was now,’ says the courtly Sprat, ‘‘ weary of the vexations and 
formalities of an active condition. He had been perplexed with a long 
compliance to forcign manners. He was satiated with the arts of a court; 
which sort of life, though his virtue made it innocent to him, yet nothing 
could make it quiet. ‘Those were the reasons that moved him to follow the 
violent inclination of his own mind, which, in the greatest throng of his 
former business, had still called upon him, and represented to him the true 
delights of solitary studics, of temperate pleasures, and a moderate revenue 
below the malice and flatteries of fortune.” 

So differently are things seen ! and so differently are they shown! But 
actions are visible, though motives are secret. Cowley certainly retired ; 
first to Barn I:lms, and afterwards to Chertsey, in Surrey. He seems, how- 
ever, to have lost part of his dread of the kum of men.* He thought him- 
self now safe enough from intrusion, without the defence of mountains and 
oceans ; and, instead of seeking shelter in America, wisely went only so far 
from the bustle of life as that he might easily find his way back, when 
solitude should grow tedious. His retrcat was at first but slenderly accom- 
modated ; yet he soon obtained, by the interest of the Earl of St. Albans, 
and the Duke of Buckingham, such lease of the queen’s lands as afforded 
him an ample income. 

By the lovers of virtue and of wit it will be solicitously asked, if he now 
was happy. Let them peruse one of his letters accidentally preserved by 


* L’ Allegro of Milton. 
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Peck, which I recommend to the consideration of all that may hereafter pant 
for solitude, 
‘*To DR. THOMAS SPRAT, 
‘' Chertsey, May 21, 1665. 

‘The first night that I came hither I caught so great a cold, with a de- 
fluxion of rheum, as made me keep my chamber ten days. And, two after, 
had such a bruise on my ribs with a fall, that I am yet unable to move or 
turn myself in my bed. This is my personal fortune here to begin with. 
And, besides, I can get no money from my tenants, and have my meadows 
eaten up every night by cattle put in by my neighbours. What this signifies, 
or may come tc in time, God knows ; if it be ominous, it can end in nothing 
less than hanging. Another misfortune has been, and stranger than all the 
rest, that you have broke your word with me, and failed to come, even 
though you told Mr. Bois that you would. This is what they call sonstré 
simile. Y do hope to recover my late hurt so far within five or six days 
(though it be uncertain yet whether I shall ever recover it) as to walk about 
again. And then, methinks, you and I and the dean might be very merry 
upon St. Ann’s Hill, You might very conveniently come hither the way of 
Hampton Town, lying there one night. I write thisin pain, and can say no 
more: verbum sapienti.” 


He did not long enjoy the pleasure or suffer the uneasiness of solitude ; 
for he died at the Porch-house* in Chertsey, in 1667 [28th July], in the qgth 
year of his age. 

He was buried with great pomp near Chaucer and Spenser; and King 
Charles pronounced, ‘‘ ‘That Mr. Cowley had not left behind him a better 
man in England.” He is represented by Dr. Sprat as the most amiable of 
mankind; and this posthumous praise may safely be credited, as it has 
never been contradicted by envy or by faction. 

Such are the remarks and memorials which I have been able to add to the 
narrative of Dr. Sprat; who, writing when the feuds of civil war were yet 
recent, and the minds of eithcr party were easily irritated, was obliged to 
pass over many transactions in general expressions, and to leave curiosity 
often unsatisfied. What he did not tell cannot, however, now be known; I 
must therefore recommend the perusal of his work, to which my narration 
can be considered only as a slender supplement. 


COWLEY, like other poets who have written with narrow views, and, instead 
of tracing intellectual pleasure to its natural sources in the minds of men, 
paid their court to temporary prejudices, has been at one time too much 
praised, and too much neglected at another. 

Wit, like all other things subject by their nature to the choice of man, has 
its changes and fashions, and at different times takes different forms, 
About the beginning of the seventeenth century, appeared a race of writers 
that may be termed the metaphysical poets; of whom, in a criticism on the 
works of Cowley, it is not improper to give some account. 

The metaphysical poets were men of learning, and to show their learning 
was their whole endeavour: but, unluckily resolving to show it in rhyme, 
instead of writing poetry they only wrote verses, and very often such verses 
as stood the trial of the finger better than of the ear; for the modulation 
was so imperfect, that they were only found to be verses by counting the 
syllables. Rt 

‘ If the father of criticism had rightly denominated poetry téxvn muuntuxh, an 
tmitative art, these writers will, without great wrong, lose their right to 


* Now in the possession of Mr, Clarke, Alderman of London, 
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the name of poets; for they cannot be said to have imitated anything: they 
neither copied nature nor life; neither painted the forms of matter, nor 
represented the operations of intellect. 

Those, however, who deny them to be poets, allow them to be wits. 
Dryden confesses of himself and his contemporaries, that they fall below 
Donne in wit; but maintains that they surpass him in poetry. 

If wit be well described by Pope, as being ‘‘that which has been often 
thought, but was never before so well expressed,” they certainly never attained, 
nor ever sought it; for they endcavoured to be singular in their thoughts, 
and were careless of their diction. But Pope's account of wit is undoubtedly 
erroneous: he depresses it below its natural dignity, and reduces it from 
strength of thought to happiness of language. 

If by amore noble and more adequate conception, that be considered as 
wit which is at once natural and new, that which, though not obvious, is, 
upon its first production, acknowledged to be just; if it be that which he that 
never found it, wonders how he missed; to wit of this kind the metaphysical 
poets have seldom risen. Their thoughts are often new, but seldom natural ; 
they are not obvious, but neither are they just; and the reader, far from 
wondering that he missed them, wonders more frequently by what perverse- 
ness of industry they were ever found. 

But wit, abstracted from its effects upon the hearer, may be more 
rigorously and philosophically considered as a kind of déscordia concors; a 
combination of dissimilar images, or discovery of occult resemblances in 
things apparently unlike. Of wit, thus defined, they have more than enough. 
The most heterogeneous ideas are yoked by violence together; nature and 
art are ransacked for illustrations, comparisons, and allusions ; their learning 
instructs, and their subtilty surprises ; but the reader commonly thinks his im~ 
provement dearly bought, and though hesometimes admires, is seldom pleased. 

From this account of their compositions it will be readily inferred, that 
they were not successful in representing or moving the affections. As they 
were wholly employed on something unexpected and surprising, they had no 
regard to that uniformity of sentiment which enables us to conceive and to 
excite the pains and the pleasure of other minds: they never inquired what, 
on any occasion, they should have said or done; but wrote rather as 
beholders than partakers of human nature; as beings looking upon good 
and evil, impassive and at leisure; as epicurean deities, making remarks on 
the actions of men, and the vicissitudes of life, without interest and without 
emotion. Their courtship was void of fondness, and their lamentation of 
sorrow. ‘Their wish was only to say what thcy hoped had been never said 
before. 

Nor was the sublime more within their reach than the pathetic ; for they 
never attempted that comprehension and expanse of thought which at once 
fills the whole mind, and of which the first effect is sudden astonishment, 
and the second rational admiration. Sublimity is produced by aggregation, 
and littleness by dispersion. Great thoughts are always general, and consist 
in positions not limited by exceptions, and in descriptions not descending to 
minuteness. It is with great propriety that subtilty, which in its original 
import means exility of particles, is taken in its metaphorical meaning for 
nicety of distinction. ‘Those writers who lay on the watch for novelty, could 
have little hope of greatness ; for great things cannot have escaped former 
observation. Their attempts were always analytic ; they broke every image 
into fragments ; and could no more represent, by their slender conceits and 
laboured particularities, the prospects of nature, or the scenes of life, than 
he who dissects a sunbeam with a prism can exhibit the wide effulgence of a 
summer noon. 
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What they wanted however of the sublime they endeavoured to supply by 
hyperbole ; their amplifications had no limits ; they left not only reason but 
fancy behind them; and produced combinations of confused magnificence, 
that not only could not be credited, but could not be imagined. 

Yet great labour, directed by great abilities, is never wholly lost; if they 
frequently threw away their wit upon false conceits, they likewise sometimes 
struck out unexpected truth: if their conceits were far-fetched, they were 
often worth the carriage. To write on their plan, it was at least necessary 
toread and think. No man could be born a metaphysical poet, nor assume 
the dignity of a writer, by descriptions copied from descriptions, by imitations 
borrowed from imitations, by traditional imagery, and hereditary similes, by 
readiness of rhyme, and volubility of syllables. 

In perusing the works of this race of authors, the mind is exercised either 
by recollection or inquiry ; something already learned is to be retrieved, or 
somcthing new is to be examined. If their greatness seldom elevates, their 
acuteness often surprises ; if the imagination is not always gratified, at least 
the powers of reflection and comparison are employed ; and in the mass of 
materials which ingenious absurdity has thrown together, genuine wit and 
useful knowledge may be sometimes found buried perhaps in grossness of 
expression, but useful to those who know their value ; and such as, when 
they are expanded to perspicuity, and polished to elegance, may give lustre 
to works which have more propriety though less copiousness of sentiment. 

This kind of writing, which was, I believe, borrowed from Marino and his 
followers, had been recommended by the example of Donne, a man of very 
extensive and various knowledge ; and by Jonson, whose manner resembled 
that of Donne more in the ruggedness of his lines than in the cast of his 
sentiments. 

When their reputation was high, they had undoubtedly more imitators 
than time has left bchind. Their immediate successors, of whom any ree 
membrance can be said to remain, were Suckling, Waller, Denham, Cowley, 
Clieveland, and Milton. Denham and Waller sought another way to fame, 
by improving the harmony of our members. Milton tried the metaphysic 
style only in his lines upon Hobson the carrier. Cowley adopted it, and ex- 
celled his predecessors, having as much sentiment and more music. Suck- 
ling neither improved versification, nor abounded in conceits. The fashion- 
able style remained chiefly with Cowley ; Suckling could not reach it, and 
Milton disdained it, 


Critical remarks are not easily understood without examples ; and I have 
therefore collected instances of the modes of writing by which this species of 
poets (for poets they were called by themselves and their admirers) was emi- 
‘unently distinguished. 

As the authors of this race were perhaps more desirous of being admired 
than understood, they sometimes drew their conceits from recesses of learn- 
ing not very much frequented by common readers of poetry. Thus, Cowley 
on Knowledge : 


The sacred tree ’midst the fair orchard grew ; 
The phenix truth did on it rest, 
And built his perfumed nest, 
That right Porphyrian tree which did true logic show. 
Each leaf did learned notions give, 
And the apples were demonstrative ; 
So clear their colour and divine, 
The very shade they cast did other lights outshine, 


On Anacreon continuing a lover in his old age : 
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Love was with thy life entwined, 
Close as heat with fire is join’d; 

A powerful brand prescribed the date 
Of thine, like Meleager’s fate. 

Th’ antiperistasis of age 

More enflam’d thy amorous rage. 


In the following verses we have an allusion to a rabbinical opinion con-~ 


cerning manna: 
Variety I ask not: give me one 
To live perpetually upon. 
The person Love does to us fit, 
Like manna, has the taste of all in it. 


Thus Donne shows his medicinal knowledge in some encomiastic verses : 


In everything there naturally grows 
A baJsamum to keep if fresh and new, 
If *twere not injured by extrinsic blows: 
Your youth and beauty are this balm in you. 
But you, of learning and religion, 
And virtue and such ingredients, have made 
A mithridate, whose operation 
Keeps off, or cures what can be done or said. 


Though the following lines of Donne, on the last night of the year, have 
something in them too scholastic, they are not inelegant : 


This twilight of two years, not past nor next, 
Some emblem is of me, or I of this, 
Who, meteor-like, of stuff and form perplext, 
Whose what aud where in disputation is, 
If I should eall me anything, should miss, 
I sum the years and me, and find me not 
Debtor to th’ old, nor creditor to th’ new, 
That cannot say, my thanks I have forgot, 
Nor trust 1 this with hopes; and yet scarce true 
This bravery is, since these times show’d me you.—DonngE. 


Yet more abstruse and profound is Donne’s reflection upon man as a 


microcosm: 
If men be worlds, there is in every one 
Something to answer in some proportion ; 
All the world’s riches ; and in good men, this 
Virtue, our form’s form, and our soul’s soul, is. 


Of thoughts so far-fetched, as to be not only unexpected, but unnatural, 
all their books are full. 
To a Lady, who wrote posies for rings : 


They, who above do various circles find, 
Bay, like a ring, th’ equator Heaven does bind, 
When Heaven shall be adorn’d by thee, 
(Which then more Heaven than ‘tis will be) 
*Tis thou must write the poesy there, 
For it wanteth one as yet, 
Then the sun pass through’t twice a year, 
The sun, which is esteem’d the god of wit—Cowrry. 


The difficulties which have been raised about identity in philosophy are by 
Cowley, with still more perplexity, applied to love: 
Five years ago (says story) I loved you, 
For which you call me most inconstant now; 
Pardon me, madam, you mistake the man; 
For I am not the same that I was then: 
No flesh is now the same ’twas then in me, 
And that my mind is changed yourself may see, 
The same thoughts to retain still, and intents, 
Were more inconstant far ; for accidents 
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Mast of all things most strangely inconstant prove, 

If from one subject they t’ another move ; 

My members then the father members were, 

From whence these take their birth, which now are here. 
If then this body love what th’ other did, 

’T were incest, which by nature is forbid. 


‘The love of different women is, in geographical poetry, compared to 
travels through different countries : 


Hast thou not found each woman’s breast 
(The land where thou hast travelled) 
Either by savages possest, 
Or wild, and uninhabited P 
What joy could’st take, or what repose, 
In countries so unciviliz’d as those P 
Lust, the scorching dog-star, here 
Rages with immoderate heat; 
Whilst Pride, the rugged northern bear, 
In others makes the cold too great. 
And where these are temperate known, 
The soil’s all barren sand, or rocky stone.—Cow.ry, 


A lover, hurnt up by his affection, is compared to Egypt : 


The fate of Egypt I sustain, 
And never feel the dew of rain, 
From clouds which in the head appear; 
But all my too-much moisture owe 
To overfiowings of the heart below.—CowLky. 


The lover supposes his lady acquainted with the ancient laws of augury 
and rites of sacrifice: 
And yet this death of mine, I fear, 
Will ominous to her appear : 
Whcn, sound in every other part, 
Her sacrifice is found without an heart. 
For the last tempest of my death 
Shall sigh out that too, with my breath, 


_ That the chaos was harmonized, has been recited of old ; but whence the 
different sounds arose, remained for a modern to discover : 


Th’ ungovern’d parts no correspondence knew ; 

An artless war from thwarting motions grew ; 

Till they to number and fixed rules were brought. 
Water and air he for the tenor chose, 

Earth made the base; the treble flame arose,—Cow.Ey. 


he tears of lovers are always of great poetical account ; but Donne has 
extended them into worlds, If the lines are not easily understood, they may 
be read again : 
On a round ball 
A workman, that hath copies by, can lay 
An Europe, Afric, and an Asia, 
And quickly make that which was nothing, all. 
So doth each tear, 
Which thee doth wear, 
A globe, yea world, by that impression grow, 
Till thy tears mixed with mine do overflow 
This world, by waters sent from thee my heaven dissolved so. 


On reading the following lines, the reader may perhaps cry out ‘* Confu- 
sion worse confounded.” 
Here lies a she sun, and a he moon here, 
She gives the best light to his sphere, 
Or each is both, and all, and so 
They untw one another nothing owe.—Donnz. 
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Who but Donne would have thought that a good man is a telescope? 


Though God be our true glass through which we see 
All, since the being of all things is he, 

Yet are the trunks, which do to us derive 

Things in proportion fit, by perspective 

Deeds of good men; for by their living here, 
Virtues, indeed remote, seem to be near, 


Who would imagine it possible that in a very few lines so many remote 
ideas could be brought together ? 


Since ’tis my doom, love’s undershrieve, 
Why this reprievo ? 

Why doth my she advowson fly 
Incumbency ? 

To scll thyself dost thou intend 
By candles end, 

And hold the contract thus in doubt, 
Life’s taper out ? 

Think but how soon the market fails, 

Your sex lives faster than the males; 

And if to measure age’s span, 

The sober Julian wero th’ account of man, 

Whilst you live by the fleet Gregorian.— CLEVELAND. 


Of enormous and disgusting hyperboles, these may be examples : 


By every wind that comes this way, 
Send me at least a sigh or two, 
Such and so many T’llrepay | 
As shall themselves make winds to get to you.—CowLxy. 


In tears I’ll waste these cyes, 
By love so vainly fed: 
So lust of old the deluge punished.—Cow ry. 


All arm’d in brass, the richest dress of war, 

i dismal glorious sight !) he shone afar. 

The sun himself started with sudden fright, 

To see his beams return so dismal bright.—Cow.ry. 


An universal consternation: 


His bloody eyes he hurls round, his sharp paws 

Tear up the ground; then runs he wild about, 
Lashing his angry tail and roaring out. 

Beasts creep into their dens, and tremble there; 
Trees, though no wind is stirring, shake with fcar; 
Silence and horror fill the place around; 

Echo itself dares scarce repeat the sound.—-CowLzy. 


Their fictions were often violent and unnatural, 
Of his mistress bathing: 


The fish around her crowded, as they do 
To the false light that treacherous fishers show, 
And all with as much ease might taken be, 
As she at first took me; 
For ne’cr did light so clear 
Among the waves appear, 
Though every night the sun himself set there.—CowLEY. 


The pcetical effect of a lover’s name upon glass : 


My name engraved herein 

Doth contribute my firmness to this glass: 
Which, ever since that charm, hath been 

As hard as that which graved it was.—DoNnwnr, 


Their conceits were sometimes slight and trifling, 
On an inconstant woman ; 
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He enjoys the calmy sunshine now, 
And no breath stirring hears, 
In the clear heaven of thy brow 
No smallest cloud appears. 
He sces thee gentle, fair, and gay, 
And trusts the faithiess April of thy May.—-Cow Ley. 


Upon a paper written with the juice of lemon, and read by the fire: 


Nothing yet in thee Is seen, 
But when a genial heat warms thee within, 
4. new-born wood of various lines there grows; 
Here buds an L, and there a B, 
Here sprouts a V, and there a T, 
And all the flourishing letters stand in rows.—-CowLry. 


As they sought only for novelty, they did not much inquire whether their 
allusions were to things high or low, elegant or gross; whether they com- 
pared the little to the great, or the great to the little, 

Physic and chirurgery for a lover. 


Gently, ah gently, madam, touch 
The wound, which you yourself have made}; 
That pain must needs be very much, 
Which makes me of your hand afraid. 
Cordials of pity give me now, 
For I too weak of purgings grow.—CowLey. 
The world and a clock. 
Maho! th’ inferior world’s fantastic face 
Through all the turns of matter’s maze did trace 3 
Great Nature’s well-set clock in pieces took ; 
On all the springs and smallest wheels did look 
Of life and motion, and with cqual art 
Made up the whole again of every part.—CowLry, 


A coal-pit has not often found its poet ; but, that it may not want its due 
honour, Cleveland has paralleled it with the sun ; 


The moderate value of our guiltless ore 
Makes no man atheist, and no woman whore; 
Yct why should hallow’d vestal’s sacred shrine 
Deserve more honour than a flaming mine P 
These pregnant wombs of heat would fittcr be, 
Than a few embers, for a deity. 
Had he our pits, the Persian would admire 
No sun, but warm’s devotion at our fire: 
He'd leave the trotting whipster, and prefer 
Our profound Vulcan ’bove that waggoner. 
For wants he heat, or light? or would have stcre 
Of both? ’tis here: and what can suns give more? 
Nay, what’s the sun but, in a different name, 
A coal-pit rampant, or a mine on flame P : 
Then let this truth reciprocally run, 
The sun’s heaven’s coalery, and coals our sun. 
Death, a voyage : 
No family 
E’er rigg’d a soul for Heaven’s discovery, — 
With whom more venturers might boldly dare 
Venture their stakes with him in joy to share —Donna, 
Their thoughts and expressions were sometimes grossly absurd, and such 
as no figures or licence can reconcile to the understanding. 
A lover neither dead nor alive : 
Then down I Jaid my head 
Down on cold earth; and for a while was dead, 
And my freed soul to a strange somewhere fled: 
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Ah, sottish soul, said I, 
When back to its cage again I saw it fly; 
Fool to resume her broken chain, 
And row her gallcy here again ! 
Fool, to that body to return 
Where it condemned and destined is to burn! 
Once dead, how can it be, 
Death should a thing so pleasant seem to thee, 
That thou should’st come to live it o’cr again in me P—CowLeEy, 


A lover's heart, a hand grenado: 


Wo to her stubborn heart, if once mine come 
Into the self same room ; 
*T will tear and blow up all within, 
Like a grenado shot into a magazin. 
Then shall Love keep the ashes, and torn parts, 
Of both our broken hearts; 
Shall out of both one new one make; 
From hers th’ allay, from mine the mctal take.— Cow zy. 

The poetical propagation of light : 

The prince’s favour is diffused o’er all, 

From which ail fortunes, names, and natures fall: 

Then from those wombs of stars, the Bride’s bright eyes, 
At every glance a constellation flies, 

And sowes the court with stars, and doth prevent 
In light and power, the all-ey’d firmament : 

First her eye kindles other ladies’ ores, 
Then from thcir beams their jewels’ lustres rise ; 

And from their jewels torches do take fire, 

And all is warmth, and light, and good desire. —Donwng, 

They were in very little care to clothe their notions with elegance of dress, 
and therefore miss the notice and the praise which are often gained by those 
who think less, but are more diligent to adorn their thoughts. 

That a mistress beloved is fairer in idea than in reality is by Cowley thus 
expressed ; 

Thou in my fancy dost much higher stand 
Than woman ean be placed by Nature’s hand; 
And I must needs, I’m sure, a loser be, 

To change thee as thou'’rt there, for very thee. 


That prayer and labour should co-operate are thus taught by Donne: 


In none but us are such mix’d engines found, 

As hands of double office; for the ground 

We till with them; and them to heaven we raise; 
Who prayerless labours, or, without this, prays, 
Doth but one half, that ’s none. 


By the same author, a common topic, the danger of procrastination, is 
thus illustrated : 


That which I should have begun 
In my youth’s morning, now late must be done; 
And J, as giddy travellers must do, 
Which stray or slecp all day, and having lost 
Light and strength, dark and tired, must then ride post. 


All that man has to do is to live and die ; the sum of humanity is come 
prehended by Donne in the following lines : 


Think in how poor a prison thou didst lie; 

After enabled but to suck and cry. 

Thirk, when ’twas grown to most, twas a poor inn, 
A province pack’d up in two yards of skin, 

And that usurp’d, or threaten’d with a rage 

Of sicknesses or their true mother, age. 
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But think that death hath now enfranchised thee; 
Thou hast thy expansion now, and liberty ;° 

Think, that a rusty piece discharged is flown 

In pieces, and the bullet is his own, 

And freely flies: this to thy soul allow, 

Think thy shell broke, think thy soul hatch’d but now. 


They were sometimes indelicate and disgusting. Cowley thus apostro- 
phises beauty : 
Thou tyrant which leav’st no man free! 


Thou subtle thief, from whom nought safe can be ! 
Thou murtherer, which hast kill’d, and devil, which would’st damn me! 


Thus he addresses his mistress : 


Thou who, in many a propriety, 

So truly art the sun to me, 

Add one more likeness, which I’m sure you can, 
And let me and my sun beget a man. 


Thus he represents the meditations of a lover: 


Though in thy thoughts scarce any tracts have been 
So much as of original sin, 
Such charms thy beauty wears, os might 
Desires in dying confest saints excite, 
Thou with strange adultery 
Dost in each breast a brothel keep; 
Awake all men do lust for thee, 
And some enjoy thee when they sleep. 
The true taste of tears. 
Hither with crystal vials, lovers, come, 
And take my tears, which are love’s wine, 
And try your mistress’ tears at home; 
For all are false, that taste not just like mine.—Donws, 

This is yet more indelicate : 

As the sweet sweat of roses in a still, 

As that which from chas’d musk-cat’s pores doth trill, 
As th’ almighty balm of th’ early east ; 

Such are the sweet drops of my mistress’ breast. 

And on her neck her skin such lustre sets, 

They seem no sweat drops, but pearl coronets: 

Rank, sweaty froth thy mistress’ brow defilcs.—Donwnr, 

Their expressions sometimes raise horror, when they intend perhaps to be 
pathetic : 

As men in hell are from diseases free, 
So from all other ills am I, 
Free from their known formality : 
But all pains eminently lie in thee —Cowrry. 

They were not always strictly curious, whether the opinions from which 
they drew their illustrations were true ; it was enough that they were popular. 
Bacon remarks, that some falschoods are continued by tradition, because 
they supply commodious allusions, 

It gave a piteous groan, and so it broke: 

In vain it something would have spoke; 

The love within too strong for’t was, 

Like poison put into a Venice-glass.—CowLey. 


In forming descriptions, they looked out not for images, but for conceits, 
Night has been a common subject, which poets have contended to adorn, 
Dryden's Night is well known ; Donne's is as follows : 


Thou seest me here at midnight, now all rest: 
Time’s dead low-water; when all minds divest 
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To-morrow’s business; when the labourers have 
Such rest in bed, that their last church-yard grave, 
Subject to change, will scarce be a type of this; 
Now when the client, whose last hearing is 
To-morrow, sleeps; when the condemned man, 
Who, when he opes his eyes, must shut them then 
Again by death, although sad watch he keep ; 

Doth practise dying by a little sleep: 

Thou at this midnight secst me, 

It must be however confessed of these writers, that if they are upon 
common subjects often unnecessarily and unpoetically subtle; yet, where 
scholastic speculation can be properly admitted, their copiousness and 
acuteness may justly be admired. What Cowley has written upon Hope 
shows an unequalled fertility of invention : 


Hope, whose weak pone ruin’d is, 

Alike ifit succeed and if it miss ; 

Whom pood or ill docs equally confound, 

And both the horns of fate’s dilemma wound; 
Vain shadow! which dost vanish quite, 
Both at full noon and perfect night ! 
The stars have not a possibility 
Of blessing thee; 

If things then from their cnd we happy call, 

"I'is Hope is the most hopeless thing of all. 
Hope, thou bold taster of delight, 
Who, whilst thou shoulu’st but taste, devour’st it quite! 
Thou bring’st us an estate, yet Ieav’st us poor, 
By clogging it with legacies before! 
The joys, which we entire should wed, 
Come deflowr’d virgins to our bed; 

Good fortuncs without gain imported be, 
Such mighty custom’s paid to thee: 

For joy, like wine kept close, does better taste; 

If it take air before its spirits waste. 

To the following comparison of a man that travels and his wife that stays 
at home, with a pair of compasses, it may be doubted whether absurdity or 
ingenuity has the better claim: 

Our two souls, thercfore, which are one, 
anOus 1 must go, endure not yet 
A breach, but an expansion, 
Like gold to airy thinness beat. 
If they be two, they are two so 
As stiff twin compasses are two; 
Thy soul, the fix’d foot, makes no show 
To move, but doth if th’ other do. 
And, though it in the centre sit, 
Yet, when the other far doth roam, 
It leans and hearkens after it, 
And grows crcct as that comes home. 
Such wilt thou be to me, who must 
Like th’ other foot obliquely run. 
Thy firmness makes my circle just, 
And makes me end where I begun.—Donwr. 

In all these examples it is apparent, that whatever is improper or vicious 
is produced by a voluntary deviation from nature in pursuit of something 
new and strange; and that the writers fail to give delight, by their desire of 
exciting admiration. ; 

Having thus endeavoured to exhibit a general representation of the style 
and sentiments of the metaphysical poets, it is now proper to examine par- 
ticularly the works of Cowley, who was almost the last of that race, and un- 
Goubtedly. the best. 

Cc 
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His miscellanies contain a collection of short compositions, written some 
at, they were dictated by a mind at leisure, and some as they were called 
forth by different occasions; with great variety of style and sentiment, from 
burlesque levity to awful grandeur, Such an assemblage of diversified ex- 
cellence no other poet has hitherto afforded. ‘To choose the best, among 
many good, is one of the most hazardous attempts of criticism. I know not 
whether Scaliger himself has persuaded many readers to join with him in 
his preference of the two favourite odes, which he estimates in his raptures 
at the value of a kingdom. _I will, however, venture to recommend Cowley’s 
first piece, which ought to be inscribed ‘‘To my Muse,” for want of which 
the second couplet is without reference. When the title is added, there will 
still remain a defect; for every piece ought to contain in itself whatever is 
necessary to make it intelligible. Pope has some epitaphs without names; 
which are therefore epitaphs to be let, occupied indeed for the present, but 
hardly appropriated. 

The Ode on Wit is almost without a rival. It was about the time of 
Cowley that wz, which had been till then used for zz¢edlection, in contra- 
distinction to w72/, took the meaning, whatever it be, which it now bears. 

Of all the passages in which poets have exemplified their own precepts, 
none will easily be found of greater excellence than that in which Cowley 
condemns exuberance of wit :— 


Yet ’tis not to adorn and gild cach part, 

That shows more cost than art. 
Jewels at nose and lips but ill appear; 

Rather than all things wit, let none be there, 
Several lights will not be seen, 

Tf there be nothing else between. 
Men doubt, because they stand so thick i’ th’ sky, 
If those be stars which paint the galaxy. 


In his verses to Lord Falkland, whom every man of his time was proud to 
praise, there are, as there must be in all Cowley’s compositions, some striking 
thoughts, but they are not well wrought. His ‘‘Elegy on Sir Henry Wotton” 
is vigorous and happy; the series of thoughts is easy and natural; and the 
conclusion, though a little weakened by the intrusion of Alexander, is elegant 
and forcible. 

It may be remarked, that in this elegy, and in most of his encomiastic 
poems, he has forgotten or neglected to name his heroes. 

In his poem on the death of Hervey, there is much praise, but little passion ; 
G@ very just and ample delineation of such virtues as a studious privacy 
xdmits, and such intellectual excellence as a mind not yet called forth to 
ection can display. He knew how to distinguish, and how to commend, 
the qualities of his companion; but, when he wishes to make us weep, he 
forgets to weep himself, and diverts his sorrow by imagining how his crown 
of bays, if he had it, would crackle in the fire. It is the odd fate of this 
thought to be the worse for being true. The bay-leaf crackles remarkably 
a3 it burns; as therefore this property was not assigned it by chance, the 
mind must be thought sufficiently at ease that could attend to such minute- 
ness of physiology. But the power of Cowley is not so much to move the 
affections, as to exercise the understanding. 

The ‘‘Chronicle” is a composition unrivalled and alone: such gaiety of 
fancy, such facility of expression, such varied similitude, such a succession 
of images, and such a dance of words, it is in vain to expect except from 
Cowley. His strength always appears in his agility; his volatility is not the 
flutter of a a ore the bound of an elastic mind. His levity never leaves 
his learning behind it; the moralist, the politician, and the critic, mingle 
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their influence even in this airy frolic of genius. To such a performance 
Suckling could have brought the gaiety, but not the knowledge; Dryden 
could have supplied the knowledge, but not the gaiety. 

The verses to Davenant, which are vigorously begun, and happily con- 
tluded, contain some hints of criticism very justly conceived and happily 
expressed. Cowley’s critical abilities have not been sufficiently observed : 
the few decisions and remarks, which his prefaces and his notes on the 
Davideis supply, were at that time accessions to English literature, and show 
such skill as raises our wish for more examples. 

The lines from Jersey are a very curious and pleasing specimen of the 
familiar descending to the burlesque. 

His two metrical disquisitions for and against Reason are no mean speci- 
mens of metaphysical poetry. ‘The stanzas against knowledge produce little 
conviction. In those which are intended to exalt the human faculties, reason 
has its proper task assigned it ; that of judging, not of things revealed, but 
of the reality of revelation. In the verses for Reason is a passage which 
Bentley, in the only English verses which he is known to have written, seems 
to have copied, though with the inferiority of an imitator. 

The Holy Book like the eighth sphere doth shine 
With thousand lights of truth divine, 

So numberless the stars, that to our eye 
It makes all but one galaxy. 

Yet Reason must assist too; for, in seas 
So vast and dangerous as these, 

Our course by stars above we cannot know 
Without the compass too below. 

After this says Bentley :* 

Who travels in religious jars, 
Truth mix’d with error, shade with rays, 

Like Whiston wanting pyx or stars, 
In ocean wide or sinks or strays. 

Cowley seems to have had, what Milton is believed to have wanted, the 
skill to rate his own performances by their just value, and has therefore 
closed his Miscelianies with the verses upon Crashaw, which apparentl 
excel all that have gone before them, and in which there are beauties whic 
common authors may justly think not only above their attainment, but above 
their ambition. 

To the Miscellanies succeed the Anacreontiques, or paraphrastical transla- 
tions of some little poems, which pass, however justly, under the name of 
Anacreon. Of those songs dedicated to festivity and gaiety, in which even 
the morality is voluptuous, and which teach nothing but the enjoyment of 
the present day, he has given rather a pleasing than a faithful representation, 
having retained their sprightliness, but lost their simplicity. The Anacreon 
of Cowley, like the Homerof Pope, hasadmitted the decoration of some modern 
graces, by which he is undoubtedly made more amiable to common readers, 
and perhaps, if they would honestly declare their own perceptions, to far the 
greater part of those whom courtesy and ignorance are content to style the 
learned. 

These little pieces will be found more finished in their kind than any other 
of Cowley’s works. ‘The diction shows nothing of the mould of time, and the 
sentiments are at no great distance from our present habitudes of thought. 
Real mirth must always be natural, and nature is uniform. Men have been 
wise in very different modes ; but they have always laughed the same way. 

Levity of thought naturally produces familiarity of language, and the 


* Dodsley’s Collection of Poems, vol. v. 
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familiar part of language continues long the same; the dialogue of comedy 
when it is transcribed from popular manners and real life, is read from: age 
to age with equal pleasure. The artifices of inversion by which the estab- 
lished order of words is changed, or of innovation, by which new words, or 
new meanings of words, are introduced, is practised, not by those who talk 
to be understood, but by those who write to be admired. 

The Anacreontiques therefore of Cowley give now all the pleasure which 
they ever gave. If he was formed by nature for one kind of writing more 
than for another, his power seems to have been greatest in the familiar and 
the festive. 

The next class of his poems is called the Mistress, of which it is not neces- 
sary to select any particular pieces for praise or censure. ‘They have all the 
same beauties and faults, and nearly in the same proportion. They are 
written with exuberance of wit, and with copiousness of learning; and it is 
truly asserted by Sprat, that the plenitude of the writer’s knowledge flows 
in upon his page, so that the reader is commonly surprised into some im- 

rovement. But, considered as the verses of a lover, no man that has ever 
oved will much commend them. They are neither courtly nor pathetic, 
have neither gallantry nor fondness, His praises are too far sought, and 
too hyperbolical, either to express love, or to excite it; every stafiza is 
crowded with darts and flames, with wounds and death, with mingled souls 
and with broken hearts. 

The principal artifice by which '‘The Mistress” is filled with conceits is very 
copiously displayed by Addison. Love is by Cowley, as by other poets, 
expressed metaphorically by flame and fire; and that which is true of real 
fire is said of love, or figurative fire, the same word in the same sentence re- 
taining both significations. ‘Thus ‘‘ observing the cold regard of his mis- 
tress's eyes, and at the same time their power of producing love in him, he 
considers them as burning-glasses made of ice. Finding himself able to 
live in the greatest extremities of love, he concludes the torrid zone to be 
habitable. Upon the dying of a tree on which he had cut his loves, he 
observes that his flames had burnt up and withered the tree.” 

These conceits Addison calls mixed wit; that is, wit which consists of 
thoughts true in one sense of the expression, and false in the other. Addi- 
son's representation is sufficiently indulgent: that confusion of images may 
entertain for a moment; but, being unnatural, it soon grows wearisome. 
Cowley delighted in it, as much as if he had invented it; but, not to mention 
the ancients, he might have found it full-blown in modern Italy. ‘Thug 
Sannazaro: 

Aspice quam variis distringar Lesbia curis ! 
Uror, ct heu! nostro manat ab igne liquor: 

Sum Nilus, sumque Atna simul ; restringito flammas 
O lacrims, aut lacrimas ebibe flamma meas, 


One of the Severe theologians of that time censured him as having pub- 
lished a book of profane and lascivious verses. From the charge of profane- 
ness, the constant tenor of his life, which seems to have been eminently 
virtuous, and the general tendency of his opinions, which discover no irreve- 
rence of religion, must defend him; but that the accusation of lasciviousness 
is unjust, the perusal of his works will sufficiently evince. 

Cowley's ‘‘ Mistress’’ has no power of seduction : she ‘‘ plays round the 
head, but comes not at the heart.” Her beauty and absence, her kindness 
and cruelty, her disdain and inconstancy, produce no correspondence of 
emotion. His poetical accounts of the virtues of plants, and colours of 
flowers, is not perused with more sluggish frigidity. ‘The compositions are 
such as might nave been written for penance by a hermit, or for hire by a 
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philosophical rhymer who had only heard of another sex; for they turn the 
mind only on the writer, whom, without thinking- on a woman but as the 
subject for his task, we sometimes esteem as learned, and sometimes despise 
as trifling, always admire as ingenious, and always condemn as unnatural. 

The Pindarique Odes are now to be considered a 3 species of composition, 
which Cowley thinks Pancirolus might have counted in his list of the lost 
inventions of antiquity, and which he has made a bold and vigorous attempt 
to recover. 

The purpose with which he has paraphrased an Olympic and Nemzan 
Ode is by himself sufficiently explained. His endeavour was, not to show 
precisely what Pindar spoke, but his manner of speaking. He was therefore 
not at all restrained to his expressions, nor much to his sentiments ; nothing 
was required of him, but not to write as Pindar would not have written. 

Of the Olympic Ode, the beginning is, I think, above the original in ele- 
gance, and the conclusion below it in strength. ‘The connexion is supplied 
with great perspicuity ; and the thoughts, which to a reader of less skill 
seem thrown together by chance, are concatenated without any abruption, 
Though the English ode cannot be called a translation, it may be very pro- 
perly consulted as a commentary. 

The spirit of Pindar is indeed not everywhere equally preserved. The 
following pretty lines are not such as his deep mouth was used to pour : 

Great Rhea’s son, 
If in Olympus’ top, where thou 
Sitt’st to behold thy sacred show, 
If in Alphcus’ silver flight, 
If in my verse thou take delight, 
My verse, great Rhea’s son, which is 
Lofty as that and smooth as this. 

In the Nemeean ode the reader must, in mere justice to Pindar, obserzs, 
whatever is said of the original new moon, her tender forehead and he 
horns, is superadded by his paraphrast, who has many other plays of words 
and fancy unsuitable to the original, as, 

The table, free for ev’ry guest, 
No doubt will thee admit, 
And feast more upon thee, than thou on it, 

He sometimes extends his author's thoughts without improving them, 
In the Olympionic an oath is mentioned in a single word, and Cowley spends 
three lines in swearing by the Castalian Stream. We are told of Thcron’s 
bounty, with a hint that he had enemies, which Cowley thus enlarges in 
rhyming prose : 

But in this thankless world the giver 

Is envied even by the receiver ; 

’Tis now the cheap and frugal fashion 
Ratlicr to hide than own the obligation : 
Nay, ’tis much worse than 80; 

Ht now an artifice does grow 

Wrongs and injuries to do, 

Lest men should think we owe. 

It is hard to conceive that a man of the first rank in learning and wit, 
when he was dealing out such minute morality in such feeble diction, could 
imagine, either waking or dreaming, that he imitated Pindar. 

In the following odes, where Cowley chooses his own subjects, he some- 
times rises to dignity truly Pindaric ; and, if some deficiencies of language 
be forgiven, his strains are such as those of the Theban bard were to his 
contemporaries : 

Begin the song, and strike the living lyre: 
Lo how the ycars to come, a numerous and well-fitted quire, 
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All hand in hand do decently advance, 
And to my song with smooth and equal measure dance; 
While the dance lasts, how long soe’er it be, 
My music’s voice shall bear it company ; 
Till all gentle notes be drown’d 
In the last trumpet’s dreadful sound, 
After such enthusiasm, who will not lament to find the poet conclude with 
lines like these : 
But stop, my Muse— 
Hold thy Pindaric Pegasus closely in, 
Which does to rage begin— 
— Tis an unruly and hard-mouth’d horse 
*Twill no unskilful touch endure, 
But flings writer and reader too that sits not sure, 

The fault of Cowley, and perhaps of all the writers of the metaphysical 
race, is that of pursuing his thoughts to their last ramifications, by which he 
loses the grandeur of generality; for of the greatest things the parts are 
little ; what is little can be but pretty, and by claiming dignity becomes 
ridiculous. Thus all the power of description is destroyed by a scrupulous 
enumeration, and the force of metaphors is lost, when the mind by the 
mention of particulars is turned more upon the original than the secondary 
sense, more upon that from which the illustration is drawn than that to 
which it is applied. 

Of this we have a very eminent example in the ode intituled the Muse, 
who goes to fake the air in an intellectual chariot, to which he harnesses 
Fancy and Judgment, Wit and Eloquence, Memory and Invention ; how 
he distinguished Wit from Fancy, or how Memory could properly contribute 
to Motion, he has not explained : we are however content to suppose that 
he could have justified his own fiction, and wish to see the Muse begin her 
career ; but there is yet more to he done. 

Let the postilion Nature mount, and let 

The coachman Art be set ; 

And let the airy footmen, running all beside, 

Make a long row of goodly pride ; 

Figures, conceits, raptures, and sentences, 

In a well-worded dress, 

And innocent loves, and pleasant truths, and useful lies, 
In all their gaudy liveries, 

Every mind is now disgusted with this cumber of magnificence ; yet I cannot 
refuse myself the four next lines : 

Monnt, glorious queen, thy travelling throne, 
And bid it to put on; 
For long though cheerful is the way, 
And life, alas! allows but one ill winter’s day. 

In the same ode, celebrating the power of the Muse, he gives her pre- 
science, or, in poetical language, the foresight of events hatching in futu- 
rity ; but, once having an egg in his mind, he cannot forbear to show us that 
he knows what an egg contains: 

Thou into the close nests of Time dost peep, 
And there with piercing eye 

Through the firm shell and the thick white dost spy 
Years to come a-forming lie, 

Close in their sacred fecundine asleep. 

The same thought is more generally, and therefore more poetically, ex. 
pe by Casimir, a writer who has many of the beauties and faults of 
Cowley : 

: Omnibus mundi Dominator horis 
Aptat urgendas per inane pennas, 
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Pars adhuc nido latet, et futuros 
Crescit in annos. 

Cowley, whatever was his subject, seems to have been catried, by a kind 
of destiny, to the light and the familiar, or to conceits which require still 
more ignoble epithets. A slaughter in the Red Sea new dyes the water's 
name, and England, during the Civil War, was Albion no more, nor to 
be named from white. It is surely by some fascination not easily sur- 
mounted, that a writer, professing to revive ¢he noblest and highest writing 

$% verse, makes this address to the new year: 
Nay, if thou lov’st me, gentle year, 
Let not so much as love be there, 
Vain, fruitless love I mean; for, gentle year, 

Although I fear 
There’s of this caution little need, 

Yet, gentle year, take heed 

How thou dost make 

Such a mistake; 

Such love I mean alone 

As by thy cruel predecessors has been shown: 

For, though I have too much cause to doubt it, 

I fain would try, for once, if life can live without it. 


The reader of this will be inclined to cry out with Prior— 
Ye critics, say, 
How poor to this was Pindar’s style ! 
Even those who cannot perhaps find in the Isthmian or Nemeean songs 
what Antiquity has disposed them to expect, will at least see that they are ill 
represented by such puny poetry ; and all will determine that, if this be the 
old Theban strain, it is not worthy of revival. 

To the disproportion and incongruity of Cowley’s sentiments must be 
added the uncertainty and looseness of his measures. He takes the liberty 
of using in any place a verse of any length, from two syllables to twelve. 
The verses of Pindar have, as he observes, very little harmony to a modern 
ear; yet by examining the syllables we perceive them to be regular, and 
have reason enough for supposing that the ancicnt audiences were delighted 
with the sound, ‘The imitator ought therefore to have adopted what he 
found, and to have added what was wanting ; to have preserved a constant 
return of the same numbers, and to have supplied smoothness of transition 
_ and continuity of thought. 

It is urged by Dr. Sprat, that the zxvegularity of numbers ts the very thing 
which makes that kind of poesy fit for all manner of subjects. But he should 
have remembered, that what is fit for everything can fit nothing well. The 
great pleasure of verse arises from the known measure of the lines, and 
uniform structure of the stanzas, by which the voice is regulated, and the 
memory relieved. 

If the Pindaric style be, what Cowley thinks it, the highest and noblest 
kind of writing in verse, it can be adapted only to high and noble subjects ; 
and it will not be easy to reconcile the poet with the critic, or to conceive 
how that can be the highest kind of writing in verse which, according to 
Sprat, zs chzefly to be preferred for its near affinity to prose. 

This lax and lawless versification so much concealed the deficiencies of the 
barren, and flattered the laziness of the idle, that it immediately overspread 
our books of poetry; all the boys and girls caught the pleasing fashion, and 
they that could do nothing else could write like Pindar. The rights of 
antiquity were invaded, and disorder tried to break into the Latin: a poem* 


* First published in quarto, 1669, under the title of “Carmen Pindaricum ia 
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on the Sheldonian Theatre, in which all kinds of verse are shaken together, 
is unhappily inserted in the Muse Anglicane. Pindarism prevailed about 
half a century; but at last died gradually away, and other imitations supply 
its place. 

Fhe Pindaric odes have so long enjoyed the highest degree of poetical 
reputation, that I am not willing to dismiss them with unabated censure; 
and surely though the mode of their composition be erroneous, yet many 
parts deserve at least that admiration which is due to great comprehension 
of knowledge, and great fertility of fancy. The thoughts are often new, and 
often striking ; but the greatness of one part is disgraced by the littleness of 
another; and total negligence of language gives the noblest conceptions the 
appearance of a fabric august in the plan, but mean in the materials. Yet 
surely those verses are not without a just claim to praise; of which it may be 
said with truth, that no man but Cowley could have written them. 

The ‘‘ Davideis’’ now remains to be considered ; a poem which the author 
designed to have extended to twelve books, merely, as he makes no scruple 
of declaring, because the /Eneid had that number; but he had leisure or 
perseverance only to write the third part. Epic poems have becn left 
unfinished by Virgil, Statius, Spenser, and Cowley. That we have not the 
whole Davideis is, however, not much to be regretted; for in this under- 
taking Cowley is, tacitly at least, confessed to have miscarried. There are 
not many examples of so great a work produced by an author generally read, 
and generally praised, that has crept through a century with so little regard. 
Whatever is said of Cowley, is meant of his other works. Of the Davideis 
no mention is made; it never appears in books, nor emerges in conversation. 
By the ‘‘Spectator”’ it has been once quoted ; by Rymer it has once been 
praised ; and by Dryden, in ‘‘Mac Flecknoe,” it has once been imitated ; 
nor do I recollect much other notice from its publication till now in the 
whole succession of English literature. 

Of this silence and neglect, if the reason be inquired, it will be found 
partly in the choice of the subject, and partly in the performance of the work. 

Sacred history has been always read with submissive reverence, and an 
imagination overawed and controlled. We have been accustomed to ac- 
quiesce in the nakedness and simplicity of the authentic narrative, and to 
repose on its veracity with such humble confidence as suppresses curiosity. 
We go with the historian as he gocs, and stop with him whenhestops. All 
amplification is frivolous and vain; all addition to that which is already 
sufficient for the purposes of religion scems not only useless, but in some 
degree profane. 

Such events as were produced by the visible interposition of Divine Power 
are above the power of human genius to dignify. ‘The miracle of creation, 
however it may teem with images, is best described with little diffusion of 
language: He spake the word, and they were made. 

We are told that Saul was troubled with an evil spirit, from this Cowley 
takes an opportunity of describing hell, and telling the history of Lucifer, 
who was, he says, 

Once general of a gilded host of sprites, 

Like Hesper leading forth the spangled nights ; 

But down like lightning, which him struck, he came, 
And roar’d at his first plunge into the flame, 

Lucifer makes a speech to the inferior agents of mischief, in which there 
is something of heathenism, and therefore of impropriety; and, to give 
efficacy to his words, concludes by lashing his breast with his long tail, 


Theatrum Sheldonianum in solennibus magnifici Operis Enceeniis. Recitatum Julli 
die 9, Auno 1669, a Corbetto Owen, A,B, Add, Chr, Alumno Authore,” 
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Envy, after a pause, steps out, and among other declarations of her zeal 
utters these lines : 
Do thou but threat, loud storms shall make reply, 
And thunder echo to the trembling sky; 
Whilst raging seas swell to so bold an height, 
As shall the fire’s proud element affright, 
Th’ old drudging sun; from his long-beaten way, 
Shall at thy voice start, and misguide the dav, 
The jocund orbs shal] break their measured pace, 
And stubborn poles change their allotted place, 
Heaven’s gilded troops shall flutter here and there, 
Leaving their boasting songs tuned to a sphere. 


‘ Every reader feels himself weary with this useless talk of an allegorical 
eing. 

It is not only when the events are confessedly miraculous, that fancy and 
fiction lose their effect: the whole system of life, while the theocracy was 
yet visible, has an appearance so different from all other scenes of human 
action, that the reader of the sacred volume habitually considers it as the 
peculiar mode of existence of a distinct species of mankind, that lived and 
acted with manners uncommunicable; so that it is difficult even for imagi- 
nation to place us in the state of them whose story is related, and by con- 
sequence their joys and griefs are not easily adopted, nor can the attention 
be often interested in anything that befalls them. 

To the subject thus originally indisposed to the reception of poetical em- 
bellishments, the writer brought little that could reconcile impatience, or 
attract curiosity. Nothing can be more disgusting than a narrative spangled 
with conceits; and conccits are all that the Davideis supplies. 

One of the great sources of poetical delight is description, or the power of 
presenting pictures to the mind. Cowley gives inferences instead of images, 
and shows not what may be supposed to have been seen, but what thoughts 
the sight might have suggested. When Virgil describes the stone which 
Turnus lifted against Afneas, he fixes the attention on its bulk and weight: 

Saxum circumspicit ingens, 
Saxum antiquum, ingens, campo quod forte jaccbat 
Limes agro positus, litem ut discerneret arvis. 
Cowley says of the stone with which Cain slew his brother, 


I saw him fling the stone, as if he meant 
At once his murther and his monument, 
Of the sword taken from Goliah, he says, 


A sword 80 great, that it was only fit 
To cut off his great head that came with if. 


Other poets describe Death by some of its common appearances. Cowley 
says, with a learned allusion to sepulchral lamps real or fabulous, 


’Twixt his right ribs deep pierced the furious blade, 
_.And open’d wide those secret vessels wherc 
Life’s light goes out, when first they let in air. 
But he has allusions vulgar as well as learned. In a visionary succession 
of kings: 
Joas at first does bright and glorious show, 
In life’s fresh morn his fame does early crow, 
Describing an undisciplined army, after having said with elegance, 


His forces seem’d no army, but a crowd 
Heartless, unarm’d, disorderly, and loud, 


he gives them a fit of the ague, 
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The allusions, however, are not always to vulgar things; he offends by 
exaggeration as much as by diminution : . 


The king was placed alone, and o’er his head 
A well-wrought heaven of silk and gold was spread, 


Whatever he writes is always polluted with some conceit : 


Where the sun’s fruitful beams give metals birth, 
Where he the growth of fatal gold does see, 
Gold, which alone more influence has than he. 


In one passage he starts a sudden question to the confusion of philosophy : 


Ye learned heads, whom ivy garlands grace, 
Why does that twining plant the oak embrace ; 
The oak for courtship most of all unfit, 

And rough as are the winds that fight with it? 


His expressions have sometimes a degree of meanness that surpasses 
expectation : 
Nay, gentle guests, he cries, since now you're in, 
The story of your gallant friend begin. 


In a simile descriptive of the morning : 


As glimmering stars just at th’ approach of day, 
Cashier’d by troops, at last all drop away. 
The dress of Gabriel deserves attention : 

He took for skin a cloud most soft and bright, 
That e’er the mid-day sun pierced through with light; 
Upon his checks a lively blush he spread, 

ash’d from the morning beauties’ deepest red : 
An harmless flatt’ring meteor shone for hair, 
And fell adown his shoulders with loose care; 
He cuts out a silk mantle from the skies, 
Where the most sprightly azure pleased the cyes ; 
This he with starry vapours sprinkles all, 
Took in their prime ere they grow ripe and fall ; 
Of a new rainbow ere it fret or fade, 
The choicest piece cut out, a scarf is made. 


This is a just specimen of Cowley’s imagery; what might in general 
expresssions be great and forcible, he weakens and makes ridiculous by 
branching it into small parts. ‘That Gabriel was invested with the softest or 
brightest colours of the sky, we inight have been told, and been dismissed 
to improve the idea in our different proportions of conception ; but Cowley 
could not let us go till he had related where Gabriel got first his skin, and 
then his mantle, then his lace, and then his scarf, and related it in the terms 
of the mercer and tailor. 

Sometimes he indulges himself in a digression, always conceived with his 
natural exuberance, and commonly, even where it is not long, continued till 
it is tedious : 

I’ th’ library a few choice authors stood, 

Yet ’twas well stored, for that small store was good; 
Writing, man’s spiritual physic, was not then 

Itself, as now, grown a disease of men, 

Learning (young virgin) but few suitors knew ; 

The common prostitute she lately grew, 

And with the spurious brood loads now the press ; 
Laborious effects of idleness. 


As the Davideis affords only four books, though intended to consist of 
twelve, there is no opportunity for such criticism as Epic poems commonly 
supply. The plan of the whole work is very imperfectly shown by the third 
part. The duration of an unfinished action cannot be known, Of characters 


COWLEY., a7 


either not yet introduced, or shown but upon few occasions, the full 
extent and the nice discriminations cannot be ascertained. ‘The fable is 
plainly implex, formed rather from the Odyssey than the Iliad ; and many 
artifices of diversification are employed, with the skill of a man acquainted 
with the best models. The past is recalled by narration, and the future 
anticipated by vision: but he has been so lavish of his poetical art, that it 
is difficult to imagine how he could fill eight books more without practising 
again the same modes of disposing his matter ; and perhaps the perception 
of this growing incumbrance inclined him to stop. By this abruption, pos- 
terity lost more instruction than delight. Ifthe continuation of the Davideis 
can be missed, it is for the learning that had been diffused over it, and the 
notes in which it had been expiained. 

Had not his characters been depraved like every other part by improper 
decorations, they would have deserved uncommon praise. He gives Saul 
both the body and mind of a hero: 


His way once chose, he forward thrust outright, 
Nor turned aside for danger or delight. 


And the different beautics of the lofty Merah and the gentle Michal are 
very justly conccived and strongly painted. 

Rymer has declared the Davideis superior to the Jerusalem of Tasso, 
‘‘which,” says he, ‘‘the poet, with all his care, has not totally purged from 
pedantry.” If by pedantry is meant that minute knowledge which is de- 
rived from particular sciences and studies, in opposition to the general notions 
supplied by a wide survey of life and nature, Cowley certainly errs, by in- 
troducing pedantry, far more frequently than Tasso. I know not, indeed, 
why they should be compared ; for the resemblance of Cowley’s work to 
Tasso's is only that they both exhibit the agency of celestial and infernal 
spirits, in which however they differ widely ; for Cowley supposes them 
commonly to operate upon the mind by suggestion ; Tasso represents them 
as promoting or obstructing events by external agency. 

Of particular passages that can be properly compared, I remember only 
the description of Heaven, in which the different manner of the two writers 
is sufficiently discernible. Cowley’s is scarcely description, unless it be 
possible to describe by negatives ; for he tells us only what there is not in 
heaven. ‘Tasso endeavours to represent the splendours and pleasures of the 
regions of happiness. ‘Tasso affords images, and Cowley sentiments. It 
happens, however, that Tasso’s description affords some reason for Rymer's 
censure, He says of the Supreme Being, 


Ha sotto i picdi e fato o la natura 
Ministri humili, e’l moto, e ch’il misura. 

The second line has in it more of pedantry than perhaps can be found in 
any other stanza of the poem. 

In the perusal of the Davideis, as of all Cowley’s works, we find wit and 

learning unprofitably squandered. Attention has no relief; the affections 
are never moved ; we are sometimes surprised, but never delighted ; and 
find much to admire, but little to approve. Still however it is the work of 
Cowley, of a mind capacious by nature, and replenished by study. 

In the general review of Cowley's poetry it will be found, that he wrote 
with abundant fertility, but negligent or unskilful selection; with much 
thought, but with little imagery ; that he is never pathetic, and rarely sub 
lime ; but always either ingenious or learned, either acute or profound, 

It is said by Denham in his elegy, . 

To him no author was unknown, 
Yet what he writ was all his own 
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This wide position requires less limitation, when it is affirmed of Cowley, 
than perhaps of any other poet.—He read much, and yet borrowed little. 

His character of writing was indeed not his own: he unhappily adopted 
that which was predominant. He saw a certain way to present praise ; and, 
not sufficiently inquiring by what means the ancients have continued to de- 
light through all the changes of human manners, he contented himself with 
a deciduous laurel, of which the verdure in its spring was bright and gay, 
but which time has been continually stealing from his brows. 

He was in his own time considered as of unrivalled excellence. Clarendon 
represents him as having taken a flight beyond all that went before him ; 
and Milton is said to have declared, that the three greatest English poets 
were Spenser, Shakspeare, and Cowley. 

His manner he had in common with others ; but his sentiments were his 
own. Upon every subject he thought for himself; and such was his co- 
piousness of knowledge, that something at once remote and applicable 
rushed into his mind ; yet it is not likcly that he always rejected a commo- 
dious idea merely because another had used it: his known wealth was so 
great, that he might have borrowed without loss of credit. 

In his elegy on Sir Henry Wotton, the last lincs have such resemblance to 
the noble epigram of Grotius on the death of Scaliger, that I cannot but 
think them copied from it, though they are copied by no servile hand. 

One passage in his Mistress is so apparently borrowed from Donne, that 
he probably would not have written it, had it not mingled with his own 
thoughts, so as that he did not perceive himself taking it from another ; 

Although 1 think thou never found wilt be, 
Yet I’m resolved to search for thee ; 
The search itself rewards the pains. 
So, neues the chymic his great secret miss 
(For neither it in Art or Nature is), 
Yet things well worth his toil he gains: 
And does his charge and labour pay 
With good unsought experiments by the wavy.—CowLkyx, 
Some that have deeper digg’d Love’s mine than ¢, 
Say, where his centric happiness doth lie: 
have loved, and got, and told; 
But should I love, get, tell, till 1 were old, 
I should not find that hidden mystery ; 
Oh, ’tis imposture all! 
And as no chymic yet th’ elixir got, 
But glorifies his pregnant pot, 
If by the way to him befal 
Some odoriferous thing, or medicinal, 
So lovers dream a rich and long delight, 
But get a winter-sceming summer’s night. 
reaps and Donne, as Dr. Hurd remarks, were then in the highest esteem. 
t is related by Clarendon, that Cowley always acknowledged his obliga- 
tion to the learning and industry of Jonson: but I have found no traces of 
Jonson in his works : to emulate Donne appears to have been his purpose ; 
and from Donne he may have learned that familiarity with religious images, 
and that light allusion to sacred things, by which readers far short of 
sanctity are frequently offended; and which would not be borne in the. 
present age, when devotion, perhaps not more fervent, is more delicate. 

Having produced one passage taken by Cowley from Donne, I will re- 
compense him by another which Milton seems to have borrowed from him, 
He says of Goliah, 

His spear, the trunk was of a lofty tree, 
Which Nature meant some tall ship’s mast should be. 
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Milton of Satan :-— 

His spear, to equal which the tallest pine 
Hewn on Norwegian hills, to be the mast 
Of some great ammiral, were but a wand, 
He walketh with. 

His diction was in his own time censured as negligent. He seems not to 
have known, or not to have considered, that words being arbitrary must owe 
their power to association, and have the influence, and that only, which 
custom has given them. Language is the dress of thought: and as the 
noblest mien, or most graceful action, would be degraded and obscured by 
a garb appropriated to the gross employments of rustics or mcchanics; so the 
most heroic sentiments will lose their efficacy, and the most splendid ideas 
drop their magnificence, if they are conveyed by words used commonly upon 
low and trivial occasions, debased by vulgar mouths, and contaminated by 
inelegant applications. 

Truth indeed is always truth, and reason is always reason; they have an 
intrinsic and unalterable value, and constitute that intellectual gold which 
defies destruction ; but gold may be so concealed in baser matter, that only 
a chemist can recover it ; sense may be so hidden in unrefined and plebeian 
words, that none but philosophers can distinguish it; and both may be so 
buried in impurities, as not to pay the cost of their extraction. 

The diction, being the vehicle of the thoughts, first presents itself to the 
intellectual eye: and if the first appearance offends, a further knowledge is 
not often sought. Whatever professes to benefit by pleasing, must please at 
once. The pleasures of the mind imply something sudden and unexpected ; 
that which elevates must always surprise. What is perceived by slow degrees 
may gratify us with the consciousness of improvement, but will never strike 
with the sense of pleasure. 

Of all this, Cowley appears to have been without knowledge, or without 
care. He makes no selection of words, nor seeks any neatness of phrase: 
he has no elegance either lucky or elaborate; as his endeavours were rather 
to impress sentences upon the understanding than images on the fancy: he 
has few epithets, and those scattered without peculiar propriety of nice 
adaptation. It seems to follow from the necessity of the subject, rather than 
the care of the writer, that the diction of his heroic poem is less familiar 
than that of his slightest writings. He has given not the same numbers, but 
the same diction, to the gentle Anacreon and the tempestuous Pindar. 

His versification seems to have had very little of his care; and if what he 
thinks be true, that his numbers are unmusical only when they are ill-read, 
the art of readipg them is at present lost; for they are commonly harsh to 
modern ears. He has indeed many noble lines, such as the feeble care of 
Waller never could produce. The bulk of his thoughts sometimes swelled 
his verse to s:nexpected and inevitable grandcur; but his excellence of this 
kind is merely fortuitous: he sinks willingly down to his general carelessness, 
and avoids with very little care either meanness or asperity. 

His contractions are often rugged and harsh :— 

One flings a mountain, and its rivers too 
Torn up with ’t. 

His rhymes are very often made by pronouns, or particles, or the like 
een: words, which disappoint the ear, and destroy the energy of the 

ne, 

His combination of different measures is sometimes dissonant and un- 

leasing ; he joins verses together, of which the former does not slide easily 
\nto the latter. 
The words do and did, which so much degrade in present estimation the 
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line that admits them, were in the time of Cowley little censured or avoided , 
how often he used them, and with how bad an effect, at least to our ears, 
will appear by a passage, in which every reader will lament to see just and 
noble thoughts defrauded of their praise by inelegance of language :— 
Where honour or where conscience does not bind 
No other law shall shackle me; 
Slave to myself I ne’er will be; 
Nor shall my future actions be confined 
By my own present mind. 
Who by resolves and vows engaged does stand 
For days, that yet belong to fate, 
Does like an unthrift mortgage his estate, 
Before it falls into his hand ; 
The bondman of the cloister so, 
All that he does receive does always owe. 
And still as Time comes in, it goes away, 
Not to enjoy, but debts to pay! 
Unhappy slave, and pupil to a bell! 
Which his hour’s work as well as hours does tell: 
Unhappy till the last, the kind releasing knell. 

His heroic lines are often formed of monosyllables; but yet they are some- 
times sweet and sonorous, 

He says of the Messiah, 

Round the whole earth his dreaded name shall sound, 
And reach to worlds that must not yet be found. 
In another place, of David, 
Yet bid him go securely, when he sends ; 
*Tis Saul that is his foe, and we hia friends, 
The man who has his God, no aid can lack ; 
And we who bid him go, will bring him back. 

Yet amidst his negligence he sometimes attempted an improved and 
scientific versification of ; which it will be best to give his own account sub- 
joined to this line :— 

Nor can the glory contain itself in th’ endless space. 

‘*T am sorry that it is necessary to admonish the most part of readers, that 
it is not by negligence that this verse is so loose, long, and, as it were, vast ; 
it is to paint in the number the nature of the thing which it describes, which 
I would have observed in divers other places of this poem, that else will pass 
for very careless verses: as before, 

And over-runs the neighb’ring flelds with violent course, 


‘(In the second book ; 
Down a precipice deep, down he casts them all,— 
« And, 
And fell a-down his shoulders with loose care. 
“In the third, 
Brass was his helmet, his boots brass, and o'er 
His breast a thick plate of strong brass he wore. 
‘(Tp the fourth, 
Like some fuir pine o’er-looking all the tgnobler wood, 
‘* And, 
Some from the rocks cast themselves down headlong. 
‘And many more: but it is enough to instance in a few. The thing is, that 
the disposition of words and numbers should be such, as that, out of the 
order and sound of them, the things themselves may be represented. ‘This 


the Greeks were not so accurate as to bind themselves to ; neither hae our 
English poets cbserved it, for aught I can find. The Latins (gs msusas 
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colunt severtores) sometimes did it; and their prince, Virgil, always: in 
whom the examples are innumerable, and taken notice of by all judicious 
men, so that it is superfluous to collect them.” 

I know not whether he has, in many of these instances, attained the 
representation or resemblance that he purposes. Verse can imitate only 
sound and motion. <A doundless verse, a headlong verse, and a verse of brass 
or of strong brass, seem to comprise very incongruous and unsociable ideas, 
What there is peculiar in the sound of the line expressing louse care, 1 
cannot discover ; nor why the gzze is ¢a//er in an Alexandrine than in ten 
syllables. 

But, not to defraud him of his due praise, he has given one example of 
representative versification, which perhaps no other English line can equal : 

Begin, be bold, and venture to be wise: 
He, who defers this work from day to day, 
Does on a river’s bank expecting stay 


Till the whole stream that stopp’d him shall be gone, 
Which runs, and, as it runs, for cver shall run on. 


Cowley was, I believe, the first poet that mingled Alexandrines at pleasure 
with the common heroic of ten syllables, and from him Dryden borrowed the 
practice, whether ornamental or licentious. He considered the verse of 
twelve syllables as elevated and majestic, and has therefore deviated into 
that measure when he supposes the voice heard of the Supreme Being. 

The author of the Davideis is commended by Dryden for having written 
it in couplets, because he discovered that any staff was too lyrical for an 
heroic poem; but this seems to have been known before by May and 
Sandys, the translators of the Pharsalia and the Metamorphoses. 

In the Davideis are some hemistichs, or verses left imperfect by the 
author, in imitation of Virgil, whom he supposes not to have intended to 
complete them : that this opinion is erroneous, may be probably concluded, 
because this truncation is imitated by no subsequent Roman poet ; because 
Virgil himself filled up one broken line in the heat of recitation ; because in 
one the sense is now unfinished ; and because all that can be done bya 
pty verse, a line intersected by a cesura, and a full stop, will equally 
etiect. 

Of triplets in his Davideis he makes no use, and perhaps did not at first 
think them allowable ; but he appears afterwards to have changed his mind, 
for in the verses on the government of Cromwell he inserts them liberally 
with great happiness. 

After so much criticism on his Poems, the Essays which accompany them 
must not be forgotten. What is said by Sprat of his conversation, that no 
man could draw from it any suspicion of his excellence in poetry, may be 
applied to these compositions. No author ever kept his verse and his prose 
at a greater distance from each other. His thoughts are natural, and his 
style has a smooth and placid equability, which has never yet obtained its 
due commendation. Nothing is far-sought, or hard-laboured ; but all is 
easy without feebleness, and familiar without grossness, 

It has been observed by Felton, in his Essay on the Classics, that Cowley 
was beloved by every Muse that he courted ; and that he has rivalled the 
ancients in every kind of poetry but tragedy. 

It may be affirmed, without any encomiastic fervour, that he brought to his 

oetic labours a mind replete with learning, and that his pages are em- 
lished with all the ornaments which books could supply ; that he was the 
first who imparted to English numbers the enthusiasm of the greater ode, 
and the gaiety of the less ; that he was equally qualified for sprightly sallies, 
and for lofty flights; that he was among those who freed translation from 
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servility, and, instead of following his author at a distance, walked by his 
side ; and that, if he left versification yet improvable, he left likewise from 
time to time such specimens of excellence as enabled succeeding poets to 


improve it. 
eormann mnt et 
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—q|F Srk JoHN DENHAM very little is known but what is related 
sg] of him by Wood, or by himself. 

| He was born at Dublin in 161g; the only son of Sir John 
Denham, of Little Horseley in Essex, then chief baron of the 

Exchequer in Ireland, and of Eleanor, daughter of Sir Garret 
More, baron of Mellefont. 

‘Two years afterwards, his father, being made one of the barons of the 
Exchequer in England, brought him away from his native country, and 
educated him in London. 

In 1631 he was sent to Oxford, where he was considered ‘‘as a dreaming 
young man, given more to dice and cards than study ;” and therefore gave 
no prognestics of his future eminence ; nor was suspected to conceal, under 
sluggishness and laxity, a genius born to improve the literature of his country. 

When he was, three years afterwards, removed to Lincoln's Inn, he pro- 
secuted the common law with sufficient appearance of application ; yet did 
not lose his propensity to cards and dice ; but was very often plundered by 
gamesters, 

Being severely reproved for this folly, he professed, and perhaps believed, 
himself reclaimed ; and, to testify the sincerity of his repentance, wrote and 
published ‘‘ An Essay upon Gaming.” 

He seems to have divided his studies between law and poetry; for, in 
1636, he translated the second book of the Atneid. 

Two years after, his father died; and then, notwithstanding his resolutions 
and professions, he returned again to the vice of gaming, and lost several 
thousand pounds that had been left him. 7 

In 1642, he published ‘‘The Sophy.” This seems to have given him his 
first hold of the public attention ; for Waller remarked, ‘‘ that he broke out 
like the Irish rebellion, threescore thousand strong, when nobody was aware, 
or in the least suspected it ;’’ an observation which could have had no pro- 
priety, had his poetical abilities been known before. 

He was after that pricked for sheriff of Surrey, and made governor of 
Farnham Castle for the king; but he soon resigned that charge, and re- 
treated to Oxford, where, in 1643, he published ‘‘ Cooper’s Hill.” 

This poem had such reputation as to excite the common artifice by which 
envy degrades excellence. A report was spread, that the performance was 
not his own, but that he had bought it of a vicar for forty pounds. Thesame 
attempt was made to rob Addison of '‘Cato,’’and Pope of his ‘‘ Essay on 
Criticism.” 

In 1647, the distresses of the royal family required him to engage in more 
dangerous employments. He was entrusted by the qucen with a message to 
the king; and, by whatever means, so far softened the ferocity of Hugh 
Peters, that by his intercession admission was procured. Of the king's con- 
descension he has given an account in the dedication of his works. 

He was afterwards employed in carrying on the king’s correspondence ; 
and, as he says, discharged this office with great safety to the royalists: and, 
being accidentally discovered by the adverse party’s knowledge of Mr, 
Cowley’s hand, he escaped happily both for himself and his friends. 
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He was yet engaged in a great undertaking. In April, 1648, he conveyed 
James the Duke of York, from London into France, and delivered him there 
to the queen and prince of Wales, This year he published his translation of 
‘*Cato Major.” 

He now resided in France, as one of the followers of the exiled king; and, 
to divert the melancholy of their condition, was sometimes enjoined by his 
master to write occasional verses; one of which amusements was probably 
his ode or song upon the Embassy to Poland, by which he and Lord Crofts 
procured a contribution of ten thousand pounds from the Scotch that wan- 
dered over that kingdom. Poland was at that time very much frequented 
by itinerant traders, who, in a country of very little commerce and of great 
extent, where every man resided on his own estate, contributed very much to 
the accommodation of life, by bringing to every man’s house those little 
necessaries which it was very inconvenient to want, and very troublesome to 
fetch. I have formerly read, without much reflection, of the multitude of 
Scotchmen that travelled with their wares in Poland ; and that their numbers 
were not small, the success of this negotiation gives sufficient evidence, 

About this time, what estate the war and the gamesters had left him wag 
sold, by order of the parliament ; and when, in 1652, he returned to England, 
he was entertained by the Earl of Pembroke. 

Of the next years of his life there is no account. At the Restoration he 
obtained that which many missed, the reward of his loyalty; being made 
surveyor of the king’s buildings, and dignified with the order of the Bath. 
He seems now to have learned some attention to money; for Wood says, 
that he got by this place seven thousand pounds, 

After the Restoration, he wrote the poem on ‘‘ Prudence and Justice,” and 
perhaps some of his other pieces; and as he appears, whenever any serious 
question comes before him, to have been a man of piety, he consecrated his 
ah powers to religion, and made a metrical version of the Psalms of 

avid. In this attempt he has failed ; but in sacred poetry who has succeeded ? 

It might be hoped that the favour of his master and esteem of the public 
would now make him happy. But human felicity is short and uncertain; a 
second marriage brought upon him so much disquiet, as for a time disordered 
his understanding; and Butler lampooned him for his lunacy. I know not 
whether the malignant lines were then made public, nor what provocation 
incited Butler to do that which no provocation could excuse. 

His frenzy lasted not long;* and he seems to have regained his full force 
of mind ;. for he wrote afterwards his excellent poem upon the death of 
Cowley, whom he was not long to survive; for on the roth of March, 1668, 
he was buried by his side. 


Denham is deservedly considered as one of the fathers of English poetry. 
*“*Denham and Waller,” says Prior, ‘‘ improved our versification, and Dry- 
den perfected it.” He has given specimens of various composition, de- 
scriptive, ludicrous, didactic, and sublime. 

He appears to have had, in common with almost all mankind, the am- 
bition of being upon proper occasions a merry fellow, and in common with 
most of them to have been by nature, or by early habits, debarred from it. 
Nothing is less exhilarating than the ludicrousness of Denham ; he does not 
fail for want of efforts; he is familiar, he is gross; but he is never merry, 
unless the ‘‘Speech against Peace in the close Committee” be excepted. 
For grave burlesque, however, his imitation of Davenant shows him to be 
well qualified. 

* In Grammont’s Memoirs many circumstances are related, both of his marriage 
and his irenzy. very little favourable to his character, . 
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Of his more elevated occasional poems there is perhaps none that does 
not deserve commendation. In the verses to Fletcher, we have an image 
that has since been adopted : 

But whither am Istray’dP I need not raise 

Trophies to thee from other men’s dispraise ; 

Nor is thy fame on lesser ruins built, 

Nor need thy juster title the foul guilt 

Of eastern kings, who, to secure their reign, 

Must have their brothers, sons, and kindred slain, 
After Denham, Orrery, in one of his prologues, 

Poets are sultans, if they had their will; 

For every author would his brother kill. 

And Pope, 

Should such a man, too fond to rule alone, 
Bear, liko the Turk, no brother near the throne. 

But this is not the best of his little pieces: it is excelled by his poem to 
Fanshaw, and his elegy on Cowley. 

His praise of Fanshaw’s version of Guarini contains a very sprightly 
and judicious character of a good translator : 

That servile path thou nobly dost decline, 

Of tracing word by word, and line by line. 

Those are the Jabour’d births of slavish brains, 
Not the effect of poetry, but pains; 

Cheap vulgar arts, whose narrowness affords 

No flight for thoughts, but poorly stick at words, 
A new and nobler way thou dost pursue, 

To make translations and translators too. 

They but preserve the ashes; thou the flame, 
True to his sense, but truer to his fame. 

The excellence of these lines is greater, as the truth which they contain 
#as not at that time generally known. 

His poem on the death of Cowley was his last, and, among his shorter 
works, his best performance : the numbers are musical, and the thoughts 
are just. 

**Cooper’s Hill” is the work that confers upon him the rank and dignity 
of an original author. He seems to have been, at least among us, the 
author of a species of composition that may be denominated local poetry, of 
which the fundamental subject is some particular landscape, to be poetically 
described, with the addition of such embellishments as may be supplied by 
historical retrospection or incidental meditation, 

To trace a new scheme of poetry has in itself a very high claim to praise, 
and its praise is yet more when it is apparently copied by Garth and Pope ;* 
after whose names little will be gained by an enumeration of smaller poets, 
that have left scarcely a corner of the island not dignified either by rhyme or 
blank verse. . 

**Cooper’s Hill,” if it be maliciously inspected, will not be found without 
its faults. The digressions are too long, the morality too frequent, and the 
sentiments sometimes such as will not bear a rigorous inquiry. 

The four verses, which, since Dryden has commended them, almost every 
writer for a century past has imitated, are generally known : 

O could I flow like thee, and make thy stream 

My great example, as it is my theme! 

Though deep, yet clear: though gentle, yet not dull; 
Strong without rage, without o’erflowing full. 


The lines are in themselves not perfect ; for most of the words, thus art- 


® By Garth, in his “ Poem on Claremont,” and by Pope in his “ Windsor Forest.” 
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fully opposed, are to be understood simply on one side of the comparison, 
and metaphorically on the other ; and if there be any language which does 
not express intellectual operations by material images, into that language 
they cannot be translated. But so much meaning is comprised in few 
words; the particulars of resemblance are so perspicaciously collected, and 
every mode of excellence separated from its adjacent fault by so nice a line 
of limitation ; the different parts of the sentence are so accurately adjusted ; 
and the flow of the last couplet is so smooth and sweet ; that the passage, 
however celebrated, has not been praised above its merit. It has beauty 
peculiar to itself, and must be numbered among those felicities which cannot 
be produced at will by wit and labour, but must arise unexpectedly in some 
hour propitious to poetry. ; 

Iie appears to have been one of the first that understood the necessity of 
emancipating translation from the drudgery of counting lines and interpret- 
ing single words. How much this servile practice obscured the clearest and 
deformed the most beautiful parts of the ancient authors, may be discovered 
by a perusal of our earlier versions ; some of them are the works of men 
well qualified, not only by critical knowledge, but by poetical genius, who 
yet, bya mistaken ambition of exactness, degraded at once their originals 
and themselves. 

Denham saw the better way, but has not pursued it with great success. 
His versions of Virgil are not pleasing ; but they taught Dryden to please 
better. His poetical imitation of Tully on ‘‘Old Age” has neither the clear- 
ness of prose, nor the sprightliness of poetry. 

The ‘‘ strength of Denham,"’ which Pope so emphatically mentions, is to 
be found in many lines and couplets, which convey much meaning in few 
words, and exhibit the sentiment with more weight than bulk, 
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Though with those streams he no resemblance hold, 
Whose foam is amber, and their gravel gold; 

His genuine and less guilty wealth t’ explore, 
Search not his bottom, but survey his shore, 


ON STRAFFORD. 


His wisdom such, as once it did appear 

Three kingdoms’ wonder, and three kingdoms’ fear. 
While single he stood forth, and seem’d, although 
Each had an army, as an equal foe, 

Such was his force of eloquence, to make 

The hearers more concern’d than he that spake 3 
Each seem’d to act that part he came to see, 

And none was more a looker-on than he; 

So did he move our passions, some were known 
To wish, for the defence, the crime their own, 
Now private pity strove with public hate, 
Reason with rage, and eloquence with fate. 


ON COWLEY. 
To him no author was unknown, 
Yet what he wrote was all his own; 
Horace’s wit, and Virgil’s state, 
He did not steal, but emulate! 
And, when he would like them appear, 
Their garb, but not their clothes, did wear. 
As one of Denham's principal claims to the regard of posterity arises from 
his improvement of our numbers, his versification ought to be considered. 
D2 
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It will afford thut pleasure which arises from the observation of a man ot 
judgment, naturally right, forsaking bad copies by degrees,.and advancing 
towards a better practice, as he gains more confidence in himself, 

In his translation of Virgil, written when he was about twenty-one years 
old, may be still found the old manner of continuing the sense ungracefully 
from verse to verse: 

Then all those 
Who in the dark our fury did escape, 
Returning, know our borrowed arms, and shape, 
And differing dialect ; then their numbers swell 
And grow upon us; first Chorcebeus fell 
Before Minerva’s altar; next did bleed 
Just Ripheus, whom no Trojan did exceed 
In virtue, yet the gods his fate decreed. 
Then Hypanis and Dymas, wounded by 
Their friends; nor thee, Pantheus, thy piety, 
Nor consecrated mitre, from the same 
Ill fate could save; my country’s funeral flame 
And Troy’s cold ashes I attest, and call 
To witness for myself, that in their fall 
No foes, nor death, nor danger, I declined, 
Did and deserved no less, my fate to find. 

From this kind of concatenated metre he afterwards refrained, and taught 
his followers the art of concluding their sense in couplets; which has per- 
haps been with rather too much constancy pursued. 

This passage exhibits one of those triplets which are not unfrequent in 
this essay, but which it is to be supposed his maturer judgment disapproved, 
since in his latter works he has totally forborne them. 

His rhymes are such as seem found without difficulty, by following the 
sense; and are for the most part as exact at least as those of other poets, 
though now and then the reader is shifted off with what he can get: 

O how trangform’d f 
How much unlike that Hector, who return’d 
Clad in Achilles’ spoils ! 
And again: 
From thence a thousand lesser poets sprung, 
Like petty princes from the fall of Rome. 
Sometimes the weight of rhyme is laid upon a word too feeble to sustain it: 
Troy confounded falls 
From all her glories: if it might have stood 
By any power, by this right hand it shou’d, 
—And though my outward state misfortune hath 
Deprest thus low, it cannot reach my faith. 
—Thus, by his fraud and our own faith o’ercome, 
A feigned tear destroys us, against whom 
Tydides nor Achilles could prevail, 
or ten years’ conflict, nor a thousand sail. 

He is not very careful to vary the ends of his verses; in one passage the 
word dze rhymes three couplets in six. | 

Most of these petty faults are in his first productions, where he was less 
skilful, or at least less dexterous in the use of words; and though they had 
been more frequent, they could only have lessened the grace, nut the strength 
of his composition. He is one of the writers that improved our taste, and 
advanced our langage, and whom we ought therefore to read with gratitude, 

though, having done much, he left much to do. 
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i <!| HE life of Milton has been already written in so many forms, and 
oe Rt with such minute inquiry, that I might perhaps more properly 





Sei) have contented myself with the addition of a few notes on Mr. 
Kull Fenton's elegant abridgment, but that a new narrative was thought 
necessary to the uniformity of this edition, 


OHN MILTON was by birth a gentleman, descended from the proprietors 
of Milton, near Thame, in Oxfordshire, one of whom forfeited his estate in 
the times of York and Lancaster. Which side he took I know not; his 
descendant inherited no veneration for the White Rose. 

His grandfather John was keeper of the forest of Shotover, a zealous papist, 
who disinherited his son because he had forsaken the religion of his ancestors. 

His father, John, who was the son disinherited, had recourse for his sup- 
port to the profession of a scrivener. He was a man eminent for his skill in 
music, many of his compositions being still to be found; and his reputation 
in his profession was such, that he grew rich, and retired to an estate. He 
had probably more than common literature, as his son addresses him in one 
of his most elaborate Latin poems. He married a gentlewoman of the name 
of Caston, a Welsh family, by whom he had two sons, John, the poet, and 
Christopher, who studied the law, and adhered, as the law taught him, to 
the king’s party, for which he was a while persecuted; but having by his 
brother's interest obtained permission to live in quiet, he supported himself 
so honourably by chamber-practice, that, soon after the accession of King 
James, he was knighted and made a judge; but, his constitution being too 
weak for business, he retired before any. disreputable compliances became 
necessary. 

He had likewise a daughter Anne, whom he married with a considerable 
fortune to Edward Philips, who came from Shrewsbury, and rose in the 
Crown-office to be secondary: by him she haa two sons, John and Edward, 
who were educated by the poet, and from whom is derived the only authentic 
account of his domestic manners. 

John, the poet, was born in his father's house, at the Spread Eagle in 
Bread-street, Dec. 9, 1608, between six and seven in the morning. His 
father appears to have been very solicitous about his education; for he was 
instructed at first by private tuition under the care of ‘Thomas Young, who 
was afterwards chaplain to the English merchants at Hamburgh, and of 
whom we have reason to think well, since his scholar considered him as 
worthy of an epistolary elegy. 

He was then sent to St. Paul's school, under the care of Mr. Gill; and 
removed, in the beginning of his sixteenth year, to Christ's College in Came 
bridge, where he entered a sizar,* Feb. 12, 1624. 

He was at this time eminently skilled in the Latin tongue ; and he himself, 
by annexing the dates to his first compositions, a boast of which the learned 
Politian has given him an example, seems to commend the earliness of his 
own proficiency to the notice of posterity. But the products of his vernal fer- 
tility have been surpassed by many, and particularly by his contemporary 
Cowley. Of the powers of the mind it is difficult to form an estimate: many have 


® In this assertion Dr. Johnson was mistaken. Milton was admitted a pensioner 
and not a sizar, as will appear by the following extract from tho College Register :—= 
“ Johannes Milton Londinensis, filius Johannis, institutus fuit in literarum elementis 
sub Mag’ro Gill Gymnasii Paulini preefecto, admissus est Pensionarius Minor Feb, 12°, 
1624, sub M’ro Chappell, solvitq. pro Ingr. £0 10s, 0d.” 
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pei Milton in their first essays, who never rose to works like ‘‘ Paradise 
ost.” 

At fifteen, a date which he uses till he is sixteen, he translated or versified 
two Psalms, 114 and 136, which he thought worthy of the public eye; but 
they raise no great expectations: they would in any numerous school have 
obtained praise, but not excited wonder. 

Many of his elegies appear to have been written in his eighteenth year, by 
which it appears that he had then read the Roman authors with very nice 
discernment. I once heard Mr. Hampton, the translator of Polybius, re- 
mark, what I think is true, that Milton was the first Englishman who, after 
the revival of letters, wrote Latin verses with classic elegance. If any excep- 
tions can be made, they are very few: Haddon and Ascham, the pride of 
Elizabeth’s reign, however they may have succeeded in prose, no sooner 
attempt verse than they provoke derision. If we produced anything worthy 
of notice before the elegies of Milton, it was perhaps A labaster's Roxana.* 

Of these exercises, which the rules of the University required, some were 
published by him in his maturer years. They had been undoubtedly ap- 
plauded; for they were such as few can form: yet there is reason to suspect 
that he was regarded in his college with no great fondness. That he ob- 
tained no fellowship is certain ; but the unkindness with which he was treated 
was not merely negative. Iam ashamed to relate what I fear is true, that 
Milton was one of the last students in either university that suffered the 
public indignity of corporal correction. 

It was, in the violence of controversial hostility, objected to him, that he 
was expelled: this he steadily denies, and it was apparently not true; but it 
seems plain, from his own verses to Diodati, that he had incurred rustica- 
tion, a temporary dismission into the country, with perhaps the loss of a term. 

Me tenet urbs reflué quam Thamesis alluit undé, 
Meque nec invitum patria dulcis habet. 

Jam nec arundiferum mihi cura revisere Camum, 
Nec dudum vetiti me laris angit amor.— 

Nec duri libet usque minas preferre magistri, 
Cateraque ingenio non subeunda mco, 

Si sit hoc exilium patrias adiisse penates, 
Et vacuum curis otia grata sequi, 

Non ego vel profugi nomen sortemve recuso, 

Letus et exilti conditione fruor. 

I cannot find any meaning but this, which even kindness and reverence 
can give to the term, vetztz Jaris, ‘‘ a habitation from which he is excluded;” 
or how exile can be otherwise interpreted. He declares yet more, that he is 
weary of enduring ¢he threats of a rigorous master, and something else, 
which a temper like his cannot undergo. What was more than threat was 
probably punishment. This poem, which mentions his exz/e, proves like- 
wise that it was not perpetual; for it concludes with a resolution of return- 
ing some time to Cambridge. And it may be conjectured, from the willing- 
ness with which he has perpetuated the memory of his exile, that its cause 
was such as gave him no shame. 

‘He took both the usual degrees: that of bachelor in 1628, and that of 
master in 1632 ; but he left the university with no kindness for its institution, 
alienated either by the injudicious severity of his gcvernors, or his own 
captious perverseness. The cause cannot now be known, but the effect 
appears in his writings. His scheme of education, inscribed to Hart/id, 
supersedes all academical instruction, being intended to comprise the whole 
time which men usually spend in literature, irom their entrance upon gram- 
mar, till they proceed, as it is calicd, Masters of Art. And in his Discourse 


* Publishod 1632, 
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on the likeliest Way to remove Hirelings out of the Church, he ingenious] 
proposes, that the profits of the lands forfeited by the act for superstitious 
uses should be applied to such academies all over the land where languages 
and arts may be taught together ; so that youth may be at once brought up 
to a competency of learning and an honest trade, by which means such of 
them as had the gift, being enabled to support themselves (without tithes) 
by the latter, may, by the help of the former, become worthy preachers. 

One of his objections to academical education, as it was then conducted, 
is, that men designed for orders in the church were permitted to act plays, 
writhing and unboning their clergy limbs to all the antic and dishonest ges- 
tures of Trincalos,* buffoons, and bawds, prostituting the shame of that 
ministry which they had, or were near having, to the eyes of courtiers and 
court-ladies, their grooms and mademoiselles, 

This is sufficiently peevish in a man, who, when he mentions his exile 
from the college, relates, with great luxuriance, the compensation which the 
pleasures of the theatre afford him. Plays were therefore only criminal 
when they were acted by academics. 

He went to the university with a design of entering into the church, but 
in time altered his mind ; for he declared, that whoever became a clergyman, 
must ‘‘subscribe slave, and take an oath withal, which, unless he took with 
« conscience that could retch, he must straight perjure himself. He thought 
it better to prefer a blameless silence before the office of speaking, bought 
and begun with servitude and forswearing.” 

These expressions are, I find, applicd to the subscription of the Articles ; 
but it seems more probable that they relate to canonical obedience. I know 
not any of the Articles which seem to thwart his opinions: but the thoughts 
of obedience, whether canonical or civil, raised his indignation. 

His unwillingness to engage in the ministry, perhaps not yet advanced to 
a settled resolution of declining it, appears in a letter to one of his friends, 
who had reproved his suspended and dilatory life, which he seems to have 
imputed to an insatiable curiosity, and fantastic luxury of various knowledge. 
To this he writes a cool and plausible answer, in which he endeavours to 
persuade him, that the delay proceeds not from the delights of desultory study, 
but from the desire of obtaining more fitness for his task; and that he goes 
on, not taking thought of being late, so tt gives advantage to be more fil. 

When he left the university, he returned to his father, then residing at 
Horton in Buckinghamshire, with whom he lived five years, in which time 
he is said to have read all the Greek and Latin writers. With what limita- 
tions this universality is to be understood, who shall inform us? 

It might be supposed, that he who read so much should have done nothing 
else ; but Milton found time to write the ‘‘ Masque of Comus,” which was 
presented at Ludlow, then the residcnce of the Lord President of Wales, in 
1634 ; and had the honour of being acted by the Earl of Bridgewater’s sons 
and daughter. The fiction is derived from Homer's ‘‘ Circe ;’’t but we never 
can refuse to any modern the liberty of borrowing from Homer ; 

——a quo ceu fonte perenni 
Vatum Pieriis ora rigantur aquis. 


* By the mention of this name, he evidently refers to Albumazar, acted at Cambridge 
in 1614. Ignoramus and other plays were performed at the same time. The practice 
was then very frequent, The last dramatic performance at either university was The 
Grateful Fair, written by Christopher Smart, and represented at Pembroke College, 
Oambridge, about 1747. 

¢ It has nevertheless its foundation in reality. The Earl of Bridgewater being 
Prosident of Wales in the year 1634, had his residence at Ludlow Castle in Shrop- 
shire, at which time Lord Brackley and Mr. Egerton, his sons, and Lady Alice Egerton, 
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His next production was Lycidas, an elegy, written in 1637, Un the death 
of Mr. King, the son of Sir John King, secretary for Ireland in the time of 
Elizabeth, James, and Charles. King was much a favourite at Cambridge, 
and many of the wits joined to do honour to hismemory. Milton's acquaint- 
ance with the Italian writers may be discovered by a mixture of longer and 
shorter verses, according to the rules of Tuscan poetry, and his malignity to 
the church by some lines which are interpreted as threatening its extermina- 
tion. 

He is supposed about this time to have written his Arcades ; for while he 
lived at Horton he used sometimes to steal from his studies a few days, which 
he spent at Harefield, the house of the Countess Dowager of Derby, where 
the Arcades made part of a dramatic entertainment. 

He began now to grow weary of the country, and had some purpose of 
taking chambers in the Inns of Court, when the death of his mother set him 
at liberty to travel, for which he obtained his father's consent, and Sir Henry 
Wotton’s directions; with the celebrated precept of prudence, ¢ penséeré 
Strettz, ed tl viso sciolto ; ‘‘ thoughts close, and looks loose.” 

In 1638 he left England, and went first to Paris ; where, by the favour of 
Lord Scudamore, he had the opportunity of visiting Grotius, then residing 
at the French court as ambassador from Christina of Sweden. From Paris 
he hasted into Italy, of which he had with particular diligence studied the 
language and literature ; and, though he seems to have intended a very 
quick perambulation of the country, stayed two months at Florence ; where 
he found his way into the academics, and produced his compositions with 
such applause as appears to have exalted him in his own opinion, and con- 
firmed him in the hope, that, ‘‘by labour and intense study, which,”’ says 
he, ‘‘I take to be my portion in this life, joined with a strong propensity of 
nature,” he might ‘‘ leave something so written to after-times, as they should 
not willingly let it die.” 

It appears, in all his writings, that he had the usual concomitant of great 
abilities, a lofty and steady confidence in himself, perhaps not without some 
contempt of others ; for scarcely any man ever wrote so much, and praised 
so few. Of his praise he was very frugal ; as he set its value high, and con- 
sidered his mention of a name as a security against the waste of time, and a 
_ certain preservative from oblivion. 

At Florence he could not indeed complain that his merit wanted distinc- 
tion. Carlo Dati presented him with an encomiastic inscription, in the tumid 
lapidary style ; and Francini wrote him an ode, of which the first stanza is 


his daughter, passing through a placo called the Hay-wood Forest, or Haywood in 
Herefordshire, were benighted, and tho lady for a short time lost : this accident being 
related to their father upon their arrival at his castle, Milton, at the request of his 
friend Henry Lawes, who taught music in the family, wrote this masque. Lawes set it 
to music, and it was acted on Michaelmas night; the two brothers, the young lady, 
and Lawes himself, bearing each a part in the representation. 

The Lady Alice Egerton became afterwards the wife of the Earl of Carbery, who, at 
his seat called Golden-grove, in Caermarthenshire, harboured Dr. Jeremy Taylor in 
the time c’ the Usurpation. Among the doctor’s sermons is one on her death, in 
~ which her character is finely pourtrayed, Her sister, Lady Mary, was given in mare 
riage to Lord Herbert of Cherbury. 

sana gent 3 Dr. Johnson’s assertion, that the fiction is derived from Homer’s 
“Circe,” it may be conjectured, that it was rather taken from the ‘‘ Comus” of 
Erycius Puteanus, in which, under the fiction of a dream, the characters of “Comus” 
and his-attendants are delineated, and the delights of sensualists exposed and repro- 
bated. This little tract was published at Lovain in 1611, and afterwards at Oxford in 
1834, the very year in which Milton’s ‘‘ Comus” was written. 
eee evidently was indebted to the Old Wives Tale of George Peele for the plaz 

. “Comus.” 
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only empty noise ; the rest are perhaps too diffuse on common topics: but 
the last is natural and beautiful. : 

From Florence he went to Sienna, and from Sienna to Rome, where he 
was again received with kindness by the learned and the great. Holstenius, 
the keeper of the Vatican library, who had resided three years at Oxford, 
introduced him to Cardinal Barberini: and he, at a musical entertainment, 
waited for him at the door, and led him by the hand into the assembly. 
Here Selvaggi praised him in a distich, and Salsilli in a tetrastich: neither 
of them of much value. The Italians were gainers by this literary commerce; 
for the encomiums with which Milton repaid Salsilli, though not secure 
against a stern grammarian, turn the balance indisputably in Milton’s favour. 

Of these Italian testimonies, poor as they are, he was proud enough to 
publish them before his poems ; though he says, he cannot be suspected but 
to have known that they were said on tam de se, quam supra se. 

At Rome, as at Florence, he stayed only two months: a time indeed 
sufficient, if he desired only to ramble with an explainer of its antiquities, 
or to view palaces and count pictures ; but certainly too short for the con- 
templation of learning, policy, or manners. 

From Rome he passed on to Naples, in company of a hermit, a com- 
panion from whom little could be expected ; yet to him Milton owed his in- 
troduction to Manso, Marquis of Villa, who had been before the patron of 
Tasso. Manso was enough delighted with his accomplishments to honour 
him with a sorry distich, in which he commends him for everything but his 
religion: and Milton, in return, addressed him in a Latin poem, which must 
have raised an high opinion of English elegance and literature. 

His purpose was now to have visited Sicily and Greece ; but hearing of 
the differences between the king and parliament, he thought it proper to 
nasten home, rather than pass his life in foreign amusements while his 
countrymen were contending for their rights. He therefore came back to 
Rome, though the merchants informed him of plots laid against him by the 
Jesuits, for the liberty of his conversations on religion. He had sense 
enough to judge that there was no danger, and therefore kept on his way, 
and acted as before, neither obtruding nor shunning controversy. He had 
perhaps given some offence by visiting Galileo, then a prisoner in the Inqui- 
sition for philosophical heresy ; and at Naples he was told by Manso, that, 
by his declarations on religious questions, he had excluded himself from 
some distinctions which he should otherwise have paid him. But such con- 
duct, though it did not please, was yet sufficiently safe ; and Milton stayed 
two months more at Rome, and went on to Florence without molestation. 

From Florence he visited Lucca. He afterwards went to Venice; and, 
having sent away a collection of music and other books, travelled to Geneva, 
which he probably considered as the metropolis of orthodoxy. 

Here he reposed as in a congenial element, and became acquainted with 
gona Diodati and Frederick Spanheim, two learned professors of divinity. 

rom Geneva he passed through France ; and came home, after an absence 
of a year and three months. 

At his return he heard of the death of his friend Charles Diodati; a 
man whom it is reasonable to suppose of great merit, since he was thought 
by Milton worthy of a poem, intituled ‘‘ Epitaphium Damonis,’”’ written 
with the common but childish imitation of pastoral life. 

He now hired a lodging at the house of one Russel, a tailor in St. Bride’s 
Church-yard, and undertook the education of John and Edward Philips, his 
sister's sons. Finding his rooms too little, he took a house and garden 
in Aldersgate-street,* which was not then so much out of the world as it is 


* This is inaccurately expressed: Philips, and Dr. Newton after him, say a garden 


4a MILTON. 


now ; and chose his dwelling at the upper end of a passage, that he might 
avoid the noise of the street. Here he received more boys, to be boarded 
and instructed. 

Let not our veneration for Milton forbid us to look with some degree o 
merriment on great promises and small performance, on the man who hastens 
home, because his countrymen are contending for their liberty, and, when he 
reaches the scene of action, vapours away his patriotism in a private boarding- 
school. “This is the period of his life from which all his biographers seem 
inclined to shrink. They are unwilling that Milton should be degraded to 
a schoolmaster; but since it cannot be denied that he taught boys, one finds 
out that he taught for nothing, and another that his motive was only zeal 
for the propagation of learning and virtue; and all tell what they do not 
know to be true, only to excuse an act which no wise man will consider as in 
itself disgraceful. His father was alive; his allowance was not ample; and 
he supplied its deficiencies by an honest and useful employment. 

It is told, that in the art of education he performed wonders; and a for- 
midable list is given of the authors, Greek and Latin, that were read in 
Aldersgate-street by youth between ten and fifteen or sixteen years of age. 
Those who tell or receive these stories should consider, that nobody can be 
taught faster than he can learn. The speed of the horseman must be limited 
by the power of his horse. Every man that has ever undertaken to instruct 
others can tell what slow advances he has been able to make, and how much 
patience it requires to recal vagrant inattention, to stimulate sluggish indif- 
ference, and to rectify absurd misapprehension, 

The purpose of Milton, as it seems, was to teach something more solid 
than the common literature of schools, by reading those authors that treat of 
physical subjects; such as the Georgic, and astronomical treatises of the 
ancients. This was a scheme of improvement which seems to have busied 
many literary projectors of that age. Cowley, who had more means than 
Milton of knowing what was wanting to the embellishments of life, formed 
the same plan of education in his imaginary college. 

. But the truth is, that the knowledge of external nature, and the sciences 
which that knowledge requires or includes, are not the great or the frequent 
business of the human mind. Whether we provide for action or conversation, 
whether we wish to be useful or pleasing, the first requisite is the religious 
and moral knowledge of right and wrong; the next is an acquaintance with 
the history of mankind, and with those examples which may be said to em- 
body truth, and prove by events the reasonableness of opinions. Prudence 
and Justice are virtues and excellences of all times and of all places; we are 
perpetually moralists, but we are geometricians only by chance. Our inter- 
course with intellectual nature is necessary ; our speculations upon matter are 
voluntary, and at leisure. Physiological learning is of such rare emeigence, 
that one may know another half his life, without being able to estimate his 
skill in hydrostatics or astronomy; but his moral and prudential character 
immediately appears. 

Those authors, therefore, are to be read at schools that supply most 
axioms of prudence, most principles of moral truth, and most materials for 
conversation; and these purposes are best served by poets, orators, and 
historians. 
house—#. ¢., 2 house situate in a garden, and of which there were, especially in the north 
suburbs of London, very many, if not few else, The term is technical, and frequently 
occurs in the Athen. and Fast. Oxon. The meaning thereof may be collected from the 
article Thomas Farnabe, the famous schoolmaster, of whom the author says, that he 
taught in Goldsmith’s Rents, in Cripplegate parish, behind Redcross-street, where were 
large gardens and handsome houses. Milton’s house in Jewin-street was also a garden- 
House, as were indeed most of his dwellings after his settlement in London. 
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_ Let me not be censured for this digression as pedantic or paradoxical ; for, 
if I have Milton against me, I have Socrates on my side. It was his labour 
to turn philosophy from the study of nature to speculations upon life; but . 
the innovators whom I oppose are turning off attention from life to nature. 
They seem to think that we are placed here to watch the growth of plants, 
or the motions of the stars. Socrates was rather of opinion, that what we 
had to learn was, how to do good, and avoid evil. 

Ore trot ev peydpours Kaxdvr’ &yabdvre téruKrat, 

Of institutions we may judge by their effects. From this wonder-working 
academy, I do not know that there ever proceeded any man very eminent 
for knowledge: its only genuine product, I believe, is a small History of 
Poetry, written in Latin by his nephew Philips, of which perhaps none of 
my readers has ever heard.* 

That in his school, as in everything else which he undertook, he Jaboured 
with great diligence, there is no reason for doubting. One part of his 
method deserves general imitation. He was careful to instruct his scholars 
in religion. Every Sunday was spent upon theology; of which he dictated 
a short system, gathered from the writers that were then fashionable in the 
Dutch universities, 

He set his pupils an example of hard study and spare diet; only now and 
then he allowed himself to pass a day of festivity and indulgence with some 
gay gentlemen of Gray's Inn. 

He now began to engage in the controversies of the times, and lent his 
breath to blow the flames of contention. In 1641 he published a treatise of 
Reformation in two books, against the Established Church ; being willing to 
help the Puritans, who were, he says, zz/erior to the Prelates in learning. 

Hall, Bishop of Norwich, had published an Humble Remonstrance, in 
defence of Episcopacy; to which, in 1641, five ministers,t of whose names 
the first letters made the celebrated word Smectymnuus, gave their answer. 
Of this Answer a Confutation was attempted by the learned Usher; and to 
the Confutation Milton published a Reply, intituled, ‘‘Of Prelatical Epis- 
copacy, and whether it may be deduced from the Apostolical Times, by virtue 
of those Testimonies which are alleged to that purpose in some late Treatises, 
one whereof goes under the Name of James Lord Bishop of Armagh.” 

I have transcribed this title to show, by his contemptuous mention of 
Usher, that he had now adopted the puritanical savageness of manners, 
His next work was, ‘‘The Reason of Church Government urged against 
Prelacy,” by Mr. John Milton, 1642. In this book he discovers, not with 
ostentatious exultation, but with calm confidence, his high opinion of his 
own powers ; and promises to undertake something, he yet knows not what, 
that may be of use and honour to his country. ‘‘ This,” says he, ‘‘is not 
to be obtained but by devout prayer to that Eternal Spirit that can enrich 
with all utterance and knowledge, and sends out his seraphim, with the 
hallowed fire of his altar, to touch and purify the lips of whom he pleases. 
To this must be added, industrious and select reading, steady observation, 
and insight into all seemly and generous arts and affairs ; till which in some 
measure be compast, I refuse not to sustain this expectation.” From a 
promise like this, at once fervid, pious, and rational, might be expected the 
‘* Paradise Lost.” 


* “ We may be sure, at least, that Dr. Johnson had never seen the book he spoaks 
of; for it is entirely composed in English, though its title begins with two Latin word 
*Theatrum Poetarum ; or, a compleat Collection of the Poets, &c., a circumstance that 
probably misled the biographer of Milton.” —Huropean Magazine, June, 1787, p. 388, | 
at Sepa Marshall, Edmund Calamy, Thomas Young, Matthew Newcomen, William 

pinstow. 


44 MILTON. 


_ He published the same year two more pamphlets, upon the same ques- 
tion. To one of his antagonists, who affirms that he was vomited out of the 
university, he answers in general terms : '‘ The fellows of the college wherein 
I spent some years, at my parting, after I had taken two degrees, as the 
manner is, signified many times how much better it would content them that 
I should stay.—As for the common approbation or dislike of that place, 
as now it is, that I should esteem or disesteem myself the more for that, too 
simple is the answerer, if he think to obtain with me. Of small practice 
were the physician who could not judge, by what she, and her sister have of 
long time vomited, that the worser stuff she strongly keeps in her stomach, 
but the better she is ever kecking at, and is queasy; she vomits now out of 
sickness ; but before it will be well with her, she must vomit with strong 
physic. The university, in the time of her better health, and my younger 
judgment, I never greatly admired, but now much less.” 

This is surely the language of a man who thinks that he has been injured. 
He proceeds to describe the course of his conduct, and the train of his 
thoughts; and, because he has been suspected of incontinence, gives an 
account of his own purity: ‘'That if I be justly charged,” says he, ‘' with 
this crime, it may come upon me with tenfold shame.” 

The style of his piece is rough, and such perhaps was that of his antago- 
nist. This roughness he justifies, by great examples, in a long digression. 
Sometimes he tries to be humorous: ‘‘ Lest I should take him for some 
chaplain in hand, some squire of the body to his prelate, one who serves not 
at the altar only, but at the court-cupboard, he will bestow on us a pretty 
model of himself ; and sets me out half-a-dozen phthisical mottoes, wherever 
he had them, hopping short in the measure of convulsion fits ; in which 
labour the agony of his wit having escaped narrowly, instead of well-sized 
periods, he greets us with a quantity of thumb-ring posies.—And thus ends 
this section, or rather dissection, of himself.” Such is the controversial 
merriment of Milton ; his gloomy seriousness is yet more offensive, Such is 
his malignity, that hell grows darker at his frown. 

His father, after Reading was taken by Essex, came to reside in his 
house; and his school increased. At Whitsuntide, in his thirty-fifth year, 
he married Mary, the daughter of Mr. Powel, a justice of the peace in Ox- 
fordshire. He brought her to town with him, and expected all the advan-— 
tages of a conjugal life. The lady, however, seems not much to have 
delighted in the pleasures of spare diet and hard study: for, as Philips 
relates, ‘‘ having for a month led a philosophic life, after having been used 
at home to a great house, and much company and joviality, her friends, 
possibly by her own desire, made carnest suit to have her company the re- 
maining part of the summer; which was granted, upon a promise of her 
return at Michaelmas,” 

Milton was too busy to much miss his wife; he pursued his studies; and 
now and then visited the Lady Margaret Leigh, whom he has mentioned in 
one of his sonnets. At last Michaelmas arrived; but the lady had no in- 
clination to return to the sullen gloom of her husband’s habitation, and 
therefore very willingly forgot her promise. He sent her a letter, but had no 
answer; he sent more with the same success. It could be alleged that letters 
miscarry ; he therefore despatched a messenger, being by this time too 
angry to go himself. His messenger was sent back with some contempt. 
The family of the lady were Cavaliers. 

In a man whose opinion of his own merit was like Milton's, less provoca- 
tion than this might have raised violent resentment. Milton soon deter- 
mined to repudiate her for disobedience; and, being one of those who could 
easily find arguments to justify inclination, published (in 1644) ‘‘The Doc- 


trine and Discipline of Divorce ;” which was followed by the '‘ Jucigment of 
Martin Bucer, concerning Divorce ;” and the next year, his ‘‘ Tetrachordon, 
Expositions upon the four chief Places of Scripture which treat of Marriage.” 

This innovation was opposed, as might be expected, by the clergy, who, 
then holding their famous assembly at Westminster, procured that the author 
should be called before the Lords; ‘‘ but that house,” says Wood, ‘‘ whether 
approving the doctrine, or not favouring his accusers, did soon dismiss him.” 

There seems not to have been much written against him, nor anything by 
any writer of eminence. The antagonist that appeared is styled by him, ‘‘A 
_ Serving Man turned Solicitor.’’ Howel, in his Letters, mentions the new 
doctrine with contempt; and it was, I suppose, thought more worthy of 
derision than of confutation. He complains of this neglect in two sonnets, 
of which the first is contemptible, and the second not excellent. 

From this time it is observed, that he became an enemy to the Presby~ 
terians, whom he had favoured before. He that changes his party by his 
humour is not more virtuous than he that changes it by his interest ; he 
loves himself rather than truth. 

His wife and her relations now found that Milton was not an unresisting 
sufferer of injuries ; and perceiving that he had begun to put his doctrine in 
practice, by courting a young woman of great accomplishments, the daughter 
of one Doctor Davis, who was however not ready to comply, they resolved 
to endeavour a reunion. He went sometimes to the house of one Black- 
borough, his relation, in the lane of St. Martin’s-le-Grand, and at one of his 
usual visits was surprised to see his wife come from another room, and im- 
plore forgiveness on her knees. He resisted her entreaties for a while; 
‘‘but partly,” says Philips, ‘‘his own generous nature, more inclinable to 
reconciliation than to perseverance in anger or revenge, and partly the strong 
intercession of friends on both sides, soon brought him to an act of oblivion 
and a fair league of peace.” It were injurious to omit, that Milton after- 
wards received her father and her brothers in his own house, when they were 
distressed, with other Royalists. 

Ile published about the same time his ‘‘ Areopagitica, a Speech of Mr. 
john Milton for the Liberty of unlicensed Printing.’’ The danger of such 
unbounded liberty, and the danger of bounding it, have produced a problem 
in the science of government, which human understanding seems hitherto 
unable to solve. If nothing may be published but what civil authority shall 
have previously approved, power must always be the standard of truth; if 
every dreamer of innovations may propagate his projects, there can be no 
settlement ; if every murmurer at government may diffuse discontent, there 
_can be no peace ; and if every scepticin theology may teach his follies, there 
can be no religion. The remedy against these evils is to punish the authors ; 
for it is yet allowed that every society may punish, though not prevent, the 
publication of opinions which that society shall think pernicious ; but this 
punishment, though it may crush the author, promotes the book; and it 
seems not more reasonable to leave the right of printing unrestrained because 
writers may be afterwards censured, than it would be to sleep with doors 
unbolted, because by our laws we can hang a thief. 

But whatever were his engagements, civil or domestic, poetry was never 
long out of his thoughts. 

About this time (1645) a collection of his Latin and English poems ap- 
peared, in which the ‘‘ Allegro,” and ‘‘ Penseroso,” with some others, were 
first published. 

He had taken a larger house in Barbican for the reception of scholars; 
but the numerous relations of his wife, to whom he generously granted 
refuge for a while, occupied his rooms, In time, however, they went away ; 
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‘and the house again,” says Philips, ‘‘now looked like a house of the Muses 
only, though the accession of scholars was not great. Possibly his having 
proceeded so far in the education of youth may have been the occasion of 
his adversaries calling him pedagogue and schoolmaster ; whereas it is well 
known he never set up for a public school, to teach all the young fry of a 
parish ; but only was willing to impart his learning and knowledge to his 
rclations, and the sons of gentlemen who were his intimate friends, and 
that neither his writings nor his way of teaching savoured in the least of 
pedantry.” 

- Thus laboriously does his nephew extenuate what cannot be denied, and 
what might be confessed without disgrace. Milton was not a man who 
could become mean by a mean employment. This, however, his warmest 
friends seem not to have found ; they therefore shift and palliate. He did 
not sell literature to all comers at an open shop ; he was a chamber-milliner, 
and measured his commodities only to his friends. 

Philips, evidently impatient of viewing him in this state of degradation, 
tells us that it was not long continued ; and, to raise his character again, 
has a mind to invest him with military splendour: ‘‘ He is much mistaken,” 
he says, ‘‘if there was not about this time a design of making him an 
adjutant-general in Sir William Waller's army. But the new-modelling of 
the army proved an obstruction to the design.” An event cannot be set ata 
much greater distance than by having been only designed, about some time, 
if a man Je not much mistaken. Milton shall be a pedagogue no longer; 
for, if Philips be not much mistaken, somebody at some time designed him 
for a soldier. 

About the time that the army was new modelled (1645), he removed to a 
smaller house in Holborn, which opened backward into Lincoln's-Inn- 
Fields. He is not known to have published anything afterwards till the 
king's death, when, finding his murderers condemned by the Presbyterians, 
he wrote a treaties to justify it, and to compose the minds of the people. 

He made some remarks on the Articles of Peace between Ormond and 
the Irish Rebels. While he contented himself to write, he perhaps did only 
what his conscience dictated ; and if he did not very vigilantly watch the 
influence of his own passions, and the gradual prevalence of opinions, first 
willingly admitted, and then habitually indulged ; if objections, by being 
overlooked, were forgotten, and desire superinduced conviction ; he yet 
shared only the common weakness of mankind, and might be no less sincere 
than his opponents. But as faction seldom leaves a man honest, however 
it might find him, Milton is suspected of having interpolated the book 
called ‘‘ Icon Basilike,’’ which the council of state, to whom he was now 
made Latin Secretary, employed him to censure, by inserting a prayer takeu 
from Sidney's ‘* Arcadia,” and imputing it to the king ; whom he charges, 
in his ‘‘ Iconoclastes,” with the use of this prayer, as with a heavy crime, in 
the indecent language with which prosperity had emboldened the advocates 
for rebellion to insult all that is venerable or great: ‘‘Who would have 
imagined so little fear in him of the true all-seeing deity—as, immediately 
before his death, to pop into the hands of the grave bishop that attended. 
him, as a special relic of his saintly exercises, a prayer stolen word for word 
from the mouth of a heathen woman praying to a heathen God ?” 

The papers which the king gave to Dr. Juxon on the scaffold the regicides 
took away, so that they were at least the publishers of this prayer ; and Dr, 
Birch, who had examined the question with great care, was inclined to think 
them the forgers. The use of it by adaptation was innocent ; and they who 
could so noisily censure it, with a little extension of their malice could con- 
trive what they wanted to accuse, | 
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King Charles the Second, being now sheltered in Holland, employed Sal- 
masius, professor of polite learning at Leyden, to write a defence of his father 
and of monarchy ; and, to excite his industry, gave him, as was reported, 
a hundred Jacobuses. Salmasius was a man of skill in languages, know- 
ledge of antiquity, and sagacity of emendatory criticism, almost exceeding 
all hope of human attainment ; and having, by excessive praises, been con- 
firmed in great confidence of himself, though he probably had not much 
considered the principles of society or the right of government, undertook 
the employment without distrust of ims own qualifications; and, as his 
expedition in writing was wonderful, in 1649 published ‘‘ Defensio Regis.” 

o this Milton was required to write a sufficient answer ; which he per- 
formed (1651) in such a manner, that Hobbes declared himself unable to 
decide whose language was best, or whose arguments were worst. In my 
opinion, Milton’s periods are smoother, neater, and more pointed ; but he 
delights himself with teazing his adversary as much as with confuting him. He 
makes a foolish allusion of Salmasius, whose doctrine he considers as servile 
and unmanly, to the stream of Salmasius, which, whoever entered, left half 
his virility behind him. Salmasius was a Frenchman, and was unhappily 
married to a scold. Zw es Gallus, says Milton, e¢, ut atunt, nimium gallt- 
maceus. But his supreme pleasure is to tax his adversary, so renowned for 
criticism, with vicious Latin. He opens his book with telling that he has 
used Persona, which, according to Milton, signifies only a Mask, in a sense 
not known to the Romans, by applying it as we apply Person. But as 
Nemesis is always on the watch, it is memorable that he has enforced the 
charge of a solecism by an expression in itself grossly solecistical, when for 
one of those supposed blunders, he says, as Ker, and I think some one 
before him, has remarked, Aropino te grammatistis tuis vapulandum. [rom 
vapulo, which has a passive sense, vapulandus can never be derived. No 
man forgets his original trade : the rights of nations, and of kings, sink into 
questions of grammar, if grammarians discuss them. 

Milton, when he undertook this answer, was weak of body and dim of 
sight ; but his will was forward, and what was wanting of health was sup- 
plied by zeal. He was rewarded with a thousand pounds, and his book was 
much read ; for paradox, recommended by spirit and elegance, easily gains 
attention ; and he, who told every man that he was equal to his king, could 
hardly want an audience. 

That the performance of Salmasius was not dispersed with equal rapidity, 
or read with equal eagerness, is very credible. He taught only the stale 
doctrine of authority, and the unpleasing duty of submission; and he had 
been so long not only the monarch, but the tyrant of litcrature, that almost 
all mankind were delighted to find him defied and insulted by a new name, 
not yet considered as any one’s rival. If Christina, as is said, commended 
the defence of the people, her purpose must be to torment Salmasius, who 
was then at court; for neither her civil station, nor her natural character, 
could dispose her to favour the doctrine, who was by birth a queen, and by 
temper despotic. 

That Salmasius was, fram the appearance of Milton's book, treated with 
neglect, there is not much proof; but toa man, so long accustomed to ad- 
miration, a little praise of his antagonist would be sufficiently offensive, and 
might incline him to leave Sweden, from which however he was dismissed, 
not with any mark of contempt, but with a train of attendants scarce less 
than regal. 

He reeeated a reply, which, left as it was imperfect, was published by his 
son in the year of the Restoration. In the beginning, being probably most 
in pain for his Latinity, he endeavours to defend his use of the word fersona, 
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but, if I remember right, he misses a better authority than any that he has 
found, that of Juvenal in his fourth satire : 

—Quid agis cum dira et fwdior omni 

Crimine persona est? 

As Salmasius reproached Milton with losing his eyes in the quarrel, Milton 
delighted himself with the belief that he had shortened Salmasius's life, and 
both perhaps with more malignity than reason. Salmasius died at the Spa, 
Sept. 3, 1653 ; and, as controvertists are commonly said to be killed by their 
last dispute, Milton was flattered with the credit of destroying him. 

Cromwell had now dismissed the parliament by the authority of which he 
had destroyed monarchy, and commenced monarch himself, under the title 
of Protector, but with kingly and more than kingly power. That his autho- 
rity was lawful, never was pretended ; he himself founded his right only in 
necessity ; but Milton, having now tasted the honey of public employment, 
would not return to hunger and philosophy, but, continuing to exercise his 
office under a manifest usurpation, betrayed to his power that liberty which 
he had defended. Nothing can be more just than that rebellion should end 
in slavery ; that he who had justified the murder of his king, for some acts 
which seemed to him unlawful, should now sell his services, and his flatteries, 
to a tyrant, of whom it was evident that he could do nothing lawful. 

He had now been blind for some years; but his vigour of intellect was 
such, that he was not disabled to discharge his office of Latin secretary, or 
continue his controversies, His mind was too eager to be diverted, and too 
Strong to be subdued. 

About this time his first wife died in childbed, having left him three 
daughters. As he probably did not much love her, he did not long con- 
tinue the appearance of lamenting her; but after a short time married 
Catharine, the daughter of one Captain Woodcock, of Hackney, a woman 
doubtless educated in opinions like his own. She died, within a year, of 
childbirth, or some distemper that followed it ; and her husband honoured 
_ her memory with a poor sonnet. 

The first reply to Milton's ‘‘Defensio Populi” was published In 1651, 
called ‘‘Apologia pro Rege et Populo Anglicano, contra Johannis Poly- 
pragmatici (alias Miltoni) defensionem destructivam Regis et Populi.” Of 
this the author was not known ; but Milton and his nephew Philips, under 
whose name he published an answer so much corrected by him, that it might 
be called his own, imputed it to Bramhal}; and, knowing him no friend to 
regicides, thought themselves at liberty to treat him as if they had known 
what they only suspected. 

Next year appeared ‘‘Regii Sanguinis clamor ad Ccelum.” Of this the 
author was Peter du Moulin, who was afterwards prebendary of Canterbury ; 
but Morus, or More, a French minister, having the care of its publication, 
was treated as the writer by Milton, in his ‘‘ Defensio Secunda,” and over- 
whelmed by such violence of invective, that be began to shrink under the 
tempest, and gave his persecutors the means of knowing the true author. 
Du Moulin was now in great danger; but Milton's pride operated against 
his malignity ; and both he and his friends were more willing that Du 
Moulin should escape than that he should be convicted of mistake. 

In this second Defence he shows that his eloquence is not merely satirical : 
the rudeness of his invective is equalled by the grossness of his flattery. 
‘* Deserimur, Cromuelle tu solus superes, ad te summa nostrarum rerum 
rediit, in te solo consistit, insuperabili tuse virtuti cedimus cuncti, nemine 
vel obloquente, nisi qui sequales inzequalis ipse honores sibi queerit, aut 
digniori concessos invidet, aut non intelligit nihil esse in societate hominum 
znagis vel Deo gratum, vel rationi consentaneum, esse in civitate nihil zequius, 
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nihil utilius, quam potiri rerum dignissimum. Eum te agnoscunt omnes, 
Cromuelle, ea tu civis maximus et gloriosissimus,* dux publici consilii, exer- 
cituum fortissimorum imperator, pater patrice gessisti, Sic tu spontanea 
bonorum omnium et animitus missa voce salutaris.”’ 

Ceesar, when he assumed the perpetual dictatorship, had not more 
servile or more elegant flattery. A translation may show its serviity ; but 
its elegance is less attainable. Having exposed the unskilfulness or selfish- 
ness of the former government, ‘‘ We were left,” says Milton, ‘‘ to ourselves : 
the whole national interest fell into our hands, and subsists only in your 
abilities. To your virtue, overpowering and resistless, every man gives way, 
except some who, without equal qualifications, aspire to equal honours, who 
envy the distinctions of merit greater than their own, or who have yet to learn, 
that in the coalition of human society nothing is more pleasing to God, or 
more agreeable to reason, than that the highest mind should have the sovereign 
power. Such, sir, are you by general confession; such are the things 
achieved by you, the greatest and most glorious of our countrymen, the 
director of our public councils, the leader of unconquered armies, the father 
of your country ; for by that title does every good man hail you with sincere 
and voluntary praise.” 

Next year, having defended all that wanted defence, he found leisure to 
defend himself. He undertook his own vindication against More, whom 
he declares in his title to be justly called the author of the ‘‘ Regii Sanguinis 
Clamor.” In this thefe is no want of vehemence nor eloquence, nor does 
he forget his wonted wit. ‘‘ Morus es? an Momus? an uterque idem est ?”’ 
He then remembers that Morus is Latin fora mulberry-tree, and hints at the 
known transformation : 

—Poma alba ferebat 
Que post nigra tulit Morus. 


With this piece ended his controversies ; and he from this time gave him- 
self up to his private studies and his civil employment. 

As secretary to the Protector he is supposed to have written the Declara- 
tion of the reasons for a war with Spain. His agency was considered as of 
great importance ; for, when a treaty with Sweden was artfully suspended, 
the delay was publicly imputed to Mr. Milton's indisposition ; and the 
Swedish agent was provoked to express his wonder, that only one man in 
England could write Latin, and that man blind, 

Being now forty-seven years old, and seeing himself disencumbered from 
external interruptions, he seems to have recollected his former purposes, and 
to have resumed three great works which he had planned for his future em- 
ployment ; an epic poem, the history of his country, and a dictionary of the 
Latin tongue. 

To collect a dictionary, seems a work of all others least practicable in a 
state of blindness, because it depends upon perpetual and minute inspection 
and collation. Nor would Milton probably have begun it, after he had lost 
his eyes; but, having had it always before him, he continued it, says Philips, 
almost to his dying day, but the papers were so discomposed and deficient, 
that they couid not be fitted for the press. The compilers of the Latin dic- 
tionary, printed at Cambridge, had the use of those collections in three folios; 
but what was their fate afterwards is not known.t 


* It may be doubted whether gloriostssimus be here used with Milton’s boasted 
purity. 2es gloriosa is an illustrious thing ; but vir gloriosus is commonly a braggart, 
as in miles gloriosus, 

+ The Cambridge Dictionary, eng e in 4to, 1693, is no other than a copy, with 
some small additions, of that of Dr, Adam Littleton in 1885, by sundry persons, of 
whom, though their names are concealed, there is great ‘eason to conjecture that 
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To compile a history from various authors, when they can only be con- 
sulted by other eyes, is not easy, nor possible, but with more skilful and 
attentive help than can be commonly obtained; and it was probably the 
difficulty of consulting and comparing that stopped Milton’s narrative at the 
Conquest; a period at which affairs were not very intricate, nor authors very 
numerous, 

For the subject of his epic poem, after much deliberation, long choosing, 
and beginning late, he fixed upon ‘‘ Paradise Lost; a design so compre- 
hensive, that it could be justified only by success. He had once designed to 
celebrate King Arthur, as he hints in his verses to Mansus; but Arthur was 
reserved, says Fenton, to another destiny.* 

It appears, by some sketches of poetical projects left in manuscript, and 
to be seen in a libraryt at Cambridge, that he had digested his thoughts on 
this subject into one of those wild dramas which were anciently called 
Mysteries ; and Philips had seen what he terms part of a tragedy, beginning 
with the first ten lines of Satan’s address to the Sun. These mysteries consist 
of allegorical persons; sich as Justice, Mercy, Faith, Of the tragedy or 
mystery of ‘‘ Paradise Lost” there are two plans :— 


iterenk The Persois, The Persons. 
ichacl. Moses. 
aha . nee Divine Justice, Wisdom, Heavenly 
eavenly Love. Love. ~* 
Lucifer. The Evening Star, Hesperus. 
oe } with the Serpent, poet of Angels. 
Conscience, Adam, 
Death. Eve. 
acne apni 
ickness our, 
Discontent, Mutes, Sickness, 
gnorance, Discontent, 
with others; Ignorance, Mutes, 
Faith. ‘ear, 
Hope. : Death, 
Charity. Faith. 
Hope. 
Charity. 
PARADISE Los?t. 
The Persons. 


Moses, spodoyige, recounting how he assumed his true body; that it 
corrupts not, because it is with God in the mount; declares the like of Enoch 
and Elijah ; besides the purity of the place, that certain pure winds, dews, 
and clouds, preserve it from corruption; whence exhorts to the sight 


Milton’s nephew, Edward Philips, is one; for it is expressly said by Wood, “ Fasti,” 
vol. i. p. 266, that “ Milton’s Thesaurus” came to his hands; and it is asserted, in the 
preface thereto, that the editors thereof had the use of three large folios in manuscript, 
collected and digested into alphabetical order by Mr. John Milton. 

It has been remarked, that the additions, together with the preface above-men- 
tioned, and a large part of the title of the “ Cambridge Dictionary,” have been incor- 
porated and printed with the subsequent editions of “ Littleton’s Dictionary,” till that 
0f1734. Vid. “ Biogr. Brit.” 2985, in not. So that, for aught that appears to the cone 
trary, Philips was the last possessor of Milton’s MS, 

* Jd est, to be the subject of an heroic poem, written by Sir Richard Blackmore, 

¢ Trinity College, 
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4 God ; tells they cannot see Adam in the state of innocence, by reason of 
€ir sin. 


ustice, 
Meee \ scating what should become of man, if he fall, 
Wisdom, 


Chorus of Angels singing a hymn of the Creation. 


ACT IL, 
Heavenly Love. 
Evening Star. 


Chorus sing the marriage-song, and describe Paradise, 


ACT III. 
Lucifer contriving Adam’s ruin. 
Chorus fears for Adam, and relates Lucifer’s rebellion and fall, 


| ACT IV. 
Beam } fatten, 
Conscience cites them to God’s examination. 
Chorus bewails, and tells the good Adam has lost. 


ACT V. 


Adar and Eve driven out of Paradise. 
: presented by an angel with 

Labour, Grief, Hatred, Envy, War, Famine, Pestilence, Sickness, Mutes 

Discontent, Ignorance, Fear, Death, : z 

a mem he gives their names, Likewise Winter, Heat, Tempest, &c. 
aith, 

Hope, Yeomtor him and instruct him, 

Charity, 

Chorus briefly concludes. 


Such was his first design, which could have produced only an allegory or 
mystery, The following sketch seems to have attained more maturity. 








ADAM UNPARADISED: 


. The angel Gabriel, either descending or entering ; showing, since this 
lobe was created, his frequency as much on earth as in heaven ; describes 
aradise. Next the Chorus, showing the reason of his coming to keep his 

watch in Paradise, after Lucifer’s rebellion, by command from God; and 
withal expressing his desire to see and know more concerning this excellent 
new creature, man. The angel Gabriel, as by his name signifying a prince 
of power, tracing Paradise with a more free office, passes by the station of 
the Chorus, and, desired by them, relates what he knew of man; as the 
creation of Eve, with their love'and marriage. After this, Lucifer appears ; 
after his overthrow, bemoans himself, seeks revenge on man. The Chorus 
prepare resistance on his first approach. At last, after discourse of enmity 
on either side, he departs: whereat the Chorus sings of the battle and 
victory in Heaven, against him and his accomplices : as before, after the 
first act, was sung a hymn of the creation. Here again may appear Lucifer, 
relating and exulting in what he had done to the destruction of man. Man 
next, and Eve having by this time been seduced by the serpent, appears 
confusedly covered with leaves. Conscience in a shape accuses him ; Justice 
cites him to the place whither Jehovah called for him. In the meanwhile, 
the Chorus entertains the stage, and is informed by some angel the manner 
E2 
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of the fall, Here the Chorus bewails Adam's fall: Adam then and Eve 
return ; accuse one another; but especially Adam lays the blame to his 
wife ; is stubborn in his offence. Justice appears, reasons with him, con- 
vinces him. The Chorus admonishes Adam, and bids him beware of 
Lucifer's example of impenitence. The angel is sent to banish them out of 
Paradise ; but before causes to pass before his eyes, in shapes, a mask of all 
the evils of this life and world. He is humbled, relents, despairs; at last 
appears Mercy, comforts him, promises the Messiah; then calls in Faith, 
Hope, and Charity ; instructs him ; he repents, gives God the glory, sub- 
mits to his penalty. The Chorus briefly concludes, Compare this with the 
former draught. 

These are very imperfect rudiments of ‘‘ Paradise Lost ;” but it is pleasant 
to see great works in their seminal state, pregnant with latent possibilities of 
excellence ; nor could there be any more delightful entertainment than to 
trace their gradual growth and expansion, and to observe how they are some- 
times suddenly advanced by accidental hints, and sometimes slowly improved 
by steady meditation. : 

Invention is almost the only literary labour which blindness cannot ob- 
struct, and therefore he naturally solaced his solitude by the indulgence of 
his fancy, and the melody of his numbers. He had done what he knew to 
be necessarily previous to poetical excellence ; he had made himself ac- 
quainted with seenly aris and affairs ; his comprehension was extended by 
various knowledge, and his memory stored with intellectual treasures. He 
was skilful in many languages, and had, by reading and composition, at- 
tained the full mastery of his own. He would have wanted little help from 
books, had he retained the power of perusing them. 

But while his greater designs were advancing, having now, like many 
other authors, caught ‘the love of publication, he amused himself, as he 
could, with little productions. He sent to the press (1658) a manuscript of 
Raleigh, called ‘‘ The Cabinet Council ;” and next year gratified his ma- 
levolence to the clergy, by a ‘‘ Treatise of Civil Power in Ecclesiastical 
Cases, and the Means of removing Hirelings out of the Church.” 

Oliver was now dead; Richard was constrained to resign ; the system of 
extemporary government, which had been held together only by force, na- 
turally fell into fragments when that force was taken away ; and Milton saw 
himself and his cause in equal danger. But he had still hope of doing some- 
thing. He wrote letters, which Toland has published, to such men as he 
thought friends to the new commonwealth; and even in the year of the 
Restoration he dated no jot of heart or hope, but was fantastical enough to 
think that the nation, agitated as it was, might be settled by a pamphlet, 
called ‘‘A Ready and Easy Way to Establish a Free Commonwealth ;” 
which was, however, enough considered to be both seriously and ludicrously 
answered. 

The obstinate enthusiasm of the commonwealth-men was very remarkable. 
_ When the king was apparently returning, Harrington, with a few associates 

as fantastical as himself, used to meet, with all the gravity of political 
importance, to settle an equal government by rotation ; and Milton, kicking 
when he could strike no Jonger, was foolish enough to publish, a few weeks 
before the Restoration, Notes upon a Sermon preached by one Griffiths, 
intituled, ‘‘ The Fear of God and the King.”’ To these notes an answer was 
written by L’Estrange, in a pamphlet petulantly called ‘‘ No Blind Guides.” 

But whatever Milton could write, or men of greater activity could do, the 
king was now vbout to be restored with the irresistible approbation of the 
people. He was therefore no longer secretary, and was consequently 
obliged to quit the house which he held by his office; and, proportioning 
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his sense of danger to his opinion of the importance of his writings, thought 
jt convenient to seek some shelter, and hid himself for a time in Bartholo- 
mew-close, by West Smithfield. 

I cannot but remark a kind of respect, perhaps unconsciously paid to this 
great man by his biographers : every house in which he resided is histori- 
cally mentioned, as if it were an injury to neglect naming any place that he 
honoured by his presence. 

The king, with lenity of which the world has had perhaps no other 
example, declined to be the judge or avenger of his own or his father’s 
wrongs ; and promised to admit into the Act of Oblivion, all except those 
whom the Parliament should except ; and the Parliament doomed none to 
capital punishment but the wretches who had immediately co-operated in the 
murder of the king. Milton was certainly not one of them ; he had only 
justified what they had done. 

This justification was indeed sufficiently offensive ; and (June 16) an order 
was issued to seize Milton’s ‘‘Defence,’’ and ‘‘Goodwin's Obstructors of 
qastee another book of the same tendency, and burn them by the conmon 

angman. The attorney-general was ordered to prosecute the authors ; but 
Milton was not seized, nor perhaps very diligently pursued. 

Not long after (August 19) the flutter of innumerable bosoms was stilled 
by an act, which the king, that his mercy might want no recommendation of 
elegance, rather called an Act of Oblivion than of Grace. Goodwin was 
named, with nineteen more, as incapacitated for any public trust; but of 
Milton there was no exception. 

Of this tenderness shown to Milton, the curiosity-of mankind has not for- 
‘orn to inquire the reason. Burnet thinks he was forgotten ; but this is 
another instance which may confirm Dalrymple’s observation, who says, 
ise whenever Burnet’s narrations are examined, he appears to be mis- 
taken.” 

Forgotten he was not; for his prosecution was ordered; it must be 
therefore by design that he was included in the gencral oblivion. Heis said 
to have had friends in the house, such as Marvel, Morrice, and Sir Thomas 
Clarges : and undoubtedly a man like him must have had influence. A very 
particular story of his escape is told by Richardson in his Memoirs, which 
he received from Pope, as delivered by Betterton, who might have heard it 
from Davenant. In the war between the King and parliament, Davenant 
was made prisoner and condemned to die ; but was spared at the request of 
Milton. When the turn of success brought Milton into the like danger, 
Davenant repaid the benefit by appearing in his favour. Here is a recipro- 
cation of generosity and gratitude so pleasing, that the tale makes its own 
way to credit. But if help were wanted, I know not where to find it. The 
danger of Davenant is certain from his own relation; but of his escape 
there is no account. Betterton’s narration can be traced no higher; it is 
not known that he had it from Davenant. We are told that the benefit ex- 
changed was life for life ; but it seems not certain that Milton’s life ever was 
in danger. Goodwin, who had committed the same kind of crime, escaped 
with incapacitation ; and, as exclusion from public trust is a punishment 
which the power of government can commonly inflict without the help of a 
particular law, it required no great interest to exempt Milton from a censure 
little more than verbal. Something may be reasonably ascribed to venera- 
tion and compassion ; to veneration of his abilities, and compassion for his 
distresses, which made it fit to forgive his malice for his learning. He was 
now poor and blind; and who would pursue with violence an illustrious 
enemy, depressed by fortune, and disarmed by nature ?* 


* A different account of the means by which Milton secured himself is given by an 
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The publication of the ‘‘Act of Oblivion” put him in the same condition with 
his fellow subjects. He was, however, upon some pretence now not known, 
in the custody of the serjeant in December ; and when he was released, upon 
his refusal of the fees demanded, he and the serjeant were called before the 
house. He was now Safe within the shade of oblivion, and knew himself to 
be as much out of the power of a griping officer, as any other man. How 
the question was determined is not known. Milton would hardly have con- 
tended, but that he knew himself to have vight on his side, 

He then removed to Jewin-street, near Aldersgate-street ; and, being blind 
and by no means wealthy, wanted a domestic companion and attendant ; 
and therefore, by the recommendation of Dr. Paget, married Elizabeth Min- 
shul, of a gentleman’s family in Cheshire, probably without a fortune. All 
his wives were virgins ; for he has declared that he thought it gross and in- 
delicate to be a second husband : upon what other principles his choice wag 
made cannot now be known ; but marriage afforded not much of his happi- 
ness. The first wife left him in disgust, and was brought back only by 
terror; the second, indeed, seems to have been more a favourite, but her life 
was short. The third, as Philips relates, oppressed his children in his life- 
time, and cheated them at his death. 

Soon after his marriage, according to an obscure story, he was offered the 
continuance of his employment, and, being pressed by his wife to accept it, 
answered, ‘‘ You, like other women, want to ride in your coach; my wish is 
to live and die an honest man.” If he considered the Latin secretary as 
exercising any of the powers of government, he that had shared authority, 
either with the parliament or Cromwell, might have forborn to talk very 
loudly of his honesty; and if he thought the office purely ministerial, he 
certainly might have honestly retained it under the King. But this tale has 
too little evidence to deserve a disquisition; large offers and sturdy rejections 
are among the most common topics of falsehood. 

He had so much either of prudence or gratitude, that he forbore to disturb 
the new settlement with any of his political or ecclesiastical opinions, and 
from this time devoted himself to poetry and literature. Of his zeal for 
learning in all its parts, he gave a proof by publishing, the next year (1661), 
** Accidence commenced Grammar ;” a little book which has nothing remark- 
able, but that its author, who had been lately defending the supreme powers 
of his country, and was then writing ‘‘ Paradise Lost,” could descend from 
his elevation to rescue children from the perplexity of grammatical confusion, 
and the trouble of lessons unnecessarily repeated. 

About this time Elwood the quaker, being recommended to him as one 
who would read Latin to him for the advantage of his conversation, attended 
him every afternoon except on Sundays. Milton, who, in his letter to Hartlib, 
had declared, that 40 read Latin with an English mouth is as ill a hearing 
as Law French, required that Elwood should learn and practise the Italian 

ronunciation, which, he said, was necessary, if he would talk with foreigners, 

his seems to have been a task troublesome without use. There is little 
reason for preferring the Italian pronunciation to our own, except that it is 
more general; and to teach it to an Englishman is only to make him a 
foreigner at home. He who travels, if he speaks Latin, may so soon learn 
the sounds which every native gives it, that he need make no provision before 
his journey; and if strangers visit us, it is their business to practise such con- 


historian lately brought to light. “Milton, Latin secretary to Cromwell, distin- 
guished by his writings im favour of the rights and liberties of the people, pretended 
to be dead, and had a public funeral procession. The king applauded his policy in 
escaping the punishment of death, by a scasonable show of dying.”—Cunningham’s 
History of Great Britain, vol, i. p. 14, 
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formity to our modes as they expect from us in theirown countries. Elwood 
complied with the directions, and improved himself by his attendance ; for he 
telates, that Milton, having a curious ear, knew by his voice when he read 
what he did not understand, and would stop him, and ofen the most dificult 
assages. 

ina short time he took a house in the Artillery Walk, leading to Bunhill 
Fields; the mention of which concludes the register of Milton’s removals and 
habitations. He lived longer in this place than any other. 

He was now busied by ‘‘ Paradise Lost.’’ Whence he drew the original 
design has been variously conjectured by men who cannot bear to think them- 
selves ignorant of that which, at last, neither diligence nor sagacity can dis- 
cover. Some find the hint in an Italian tragedy. Voltaire tells a wild and 
unauthorized story of a farce seen by Milton in Italy, which opened thus: 
Let the Rainbow be the Fiddlestick of the Fiddle of Heaven. It hes been 
already shown, that the first conception was a tragedy or mystery, not of a 
narrative, but a dramatic work, which he is supposed to have begun to reduce 
to its present form about the time (1655) when he finished his dispute with 
the defenders of the king. 

He long had promised to adorn his native country by some great per- 
formance, while he had yet perhaps no settled design, and was stimulated 
only by such expectations as naturally arose from the survey of his attain- 
ments, and the consciousness of his powers. What he should undertake, it 
was difficult to determine. He was long choosing, and began late. 

While he was obliged to divide his time between his private studies and 
affairs of state, his poetical labour must have been often interrupted ; and 
perhaps he did little more in that busy time than construct the narrative, 
adjust the episodes, proportion the parts, accumulate images and sentiments, 
and treasure in his memory, or preserve in writing, such hints as vooks or 
meditation would supply. Nothing particular is known of his intellectual 
operations while he was a statesman ; for, having every help and accommoda- 
tion at hand, he had no need of uncommon expedients. 

Being driven from all public stations, he is yct too great not to be traced 
by curiosity to his retirement ; where he has been found by Mr. Richardson, 
the fondest of his admirers, sitting before his door in a grey coat of coarse 
cloth, in warm sultry weather, to enjoy the fresh air; and so, as in his 
own room, receiving the visits of people of distinguished parts as well as 
quality. His visitors of high quality must now be imagined to be few; but 
men of parts might reasonably court the conversation of a man so generally 
illustrious, that foreigners are reported, by Wood, to have visited the house 
in Bread-street where he was born. 

According to another account, he was seen in a small house, neatly 
enough dressed in black clothes, sitting ina room hung with rusty green; 
pale but not cadaverous, with chalkstones in his hands. He said, that, if it 
were not for the gout, his blindness would be tolerable. | 

In the intervals of his pain, being made unable to use the common exer- 
cises, he used to swing in a chair, and sometimes played upon an organ. 

He was now confessedly and visibly employed upon his poem, of which 
the progress might be noted by those with whom he was familiar; for he 
was obliged, when he had composed as many lines as his memory would 
conveniently retain, to employ some friend in writing them, having, at least. 
for part of the time, no regular attendant. This gave opportunity to obser- 
vations and reports. . 

Mr. Philips observes, that there was a very remarkable circumstance in 
the composure of ‘‘ Paradise Lost,” ‘‘ which I have a particular reason,” says 
he, ‘‘to remember ; for whereas I had the perusal of it from the very begin- 
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ning, for sone years, as I went from time to time to visit him, in parcels of ten, 
twenty, or thirty verses at a time, (which, being written by whatever hand 
came next, might possibly want correction as to the orthography and point- 
ing,) having, as the summer came on, not been showed any for a considera- 
ble while, and desiring the reason thereof, was answered, that his vein never 
happily flowed but from the autumnal equinox to the vernal; and that what- 
ever he attempted at other times was never to his satisfaction, though he 
courted his fancy never so much ; so that, in all the years he was about this 
poem, he may be said to have spent half his time therein,” 

Upon this relation Toland remarks, that in his opinion Philips has mis- 
taken the time of the year ; for Milton, in his Elegies, declares, that with the 
advance of the spring he feels the increase of his poetical force, redeunt in 
carmina vires. To this it is answered, that Philips could hardly mistake 
time so well marked ; and it may be added, that Milton might find different 
times of the year favourable to different parts of life. Mr. Richardson con- 
ceives it impcasibie that such a work should be suspended for six months, or 
forone. It may goon faster or slower, but tt must go on. By what necessity 
it must continually go on, or why it might not be laid aside and resumed, it 
is not easy to discover. 

This dependence of the soul upon the seasons, those temporary and 
periodical ebbs and flows of intellect, may, I suppose, justly be derided as 
the fumes of vain imagination. Sapiens dominabitur astris, The author 
that thinks himself weather-bound will find, with a little help from hellebore, 
that he is only idle or exhausted. But while this notion has possession of 
the head, it produces the inability which it supposes. Our powers owe 
much of their energy to our hopes ; possunt quza posse videntur. When 
success seems attainable, diligence is enforced ; but when it is admitted that 
the faculties are suppressed by a cross wind, or a cloudy sky, the day is given 
up without resistance ; for whocan contend with the course of nature ? 

From such prepossessions Milton seems not to have been free. There 
prevailed in his time an opinion, that the world was in its decay, and that 
we have had the misfortune to be produced in the decrepitude of nature. It 
was suspected that the wholecreation languished, that neither trees nor animals 
had the height or bulk of their predecessors, and that everything was daily 
sinking by gradual diminution.* Milton appears to suspect that souls par- 
take of the general degeneracy, and is not without some fear that his book is 
to be written in az age too late for heroic poesy. 

Another opinion wanders about the world, and sometimes finds reception 
among wise men ; an opinion that restrains the operations of the mind to 
particular regions, and supposes that a luckless mortal may be born in a 
degree of latitude too high or too low for wisdom or for wit. From this 
fancy, wild as it is, he had not wholly cleared his head, when he feared lest 
the climate of his country might be foo co/d for flights of imagination. 

Into a mind already occupied by such fancies, another not more reason- 
able might easily find its way. He that could fear lest his genius had fallen 
upon too old a world, or too chill a climate, might consistently magnify to 
himself the influence of the seasons, and believe his faculties to be vigorous 
only half the year. 

* This opinion is, with great Iecarning and ingenuity, refuted in a book now very 
little known, “ An Apology or Declaration of the Power and Providence of God in the 
Government of the World,” by Dr. George Hakewill, London, folio, 1635. The first 
who ventured to propagate it in this country was Dr. Gabriel Goodman, Bishop of 
Gloucester, a man of a versatile temper, and the author of a book intituled, “The Fall 
of Man, or the Corruption of Nature proved by Natural Reason.” Lond. 1616 and 
1624, quarto. He was plundered in the Usurpation, turned Roman Catholic, and died 
{n obscurity. See “ Athen. Oxon ” vol, i, p. 727. 
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His submission to the seasons was at least more reasonable than his dread 
of decaying nature, or a frigid zone ; for general causes must operate uni- 
formly in a general abatement of mental power ; if less could be performed 
by the writer, less likewise would content the judges of his work. Among 
this lagging race of frosty grovellers he might still have risen into eminence 
by producing something which they should not willingly let die. However 
inferior to the heroes who were born in better ages, he might still be great 
among his contemporaries, with the hope of growing every day greater in 
the dwindle of posterity. He might still be the giant of the pigmies, the 
one-eyed monarch of the blind. 

Of his artifices of study, or particular hours of composition, we have little 
account, and there was perhaps little to be told. Richardson, who seems to 
have been very diligent in his inquiries, but discovers always a wish to find 
Milton discriminated from other men, relates, that ‘‘he would sometimes: 
lie awake whole nights, but not a verse could he make; and on a sudden 
his poetical faculty would rush upon him with an zazetus or estrum, and his 
daughter was immediately called to secure what came. At other times he 
would dictate perhaps forty lines in a breath, and then reduce them to half 
the number.” 

These bursts of light, and involutions of darkness, these transient and 
involuntary excursions and retrocessions of invention, having some appear- 
ance of deviation from the common train of nature, are eagerly caught by 
the lovers of a wonder. Yet something of this inequality happens to every 
man in every mode of exertion, manual or mental. ‘The mechanic cannot 
handle his hammer and his file at all times with equal dexterity ; there are 
hours, he knows not why, when Azs hand zs out. By Mr. Richardson’s re- 
lation, casually conveyed, much regard cannot be claimed. That, in his 
intellectual hour, Milton called for his daughter fo secure what came, may 
be questioned ; for unluckily it happens to be known that his daughters 
were never taught to write ; nor would he have been obliged, as it is uni- 
versally confessed, to have employed any casual visitor in disburthening his 
memory, if his daughter could have performed the office. 

The story of reducing his exuberance has been told of other authors, and, 
though doubtless true of every fertile and copious mind, seems to have been 
gratuitously transferred to Milton. 

What he has told us, and we cannot now know more, is, that he com- 
posed much of this poem in the night and morning, I suppose before his 
mind was disturbed with common business; and that he poured out with 
great fluency his unpremeditated verse. Versification, free, like this, from 
the distresses of rhyme, must, by a work so long, be made prompt and 
habitual ; and, when his thoughts were once adjusted, the words would come 
at his command. 

At what particular times of his life the parts of his work were written, 
cannot often beknown. ‘The beginning of the third book shows that he had 
lost his sight ; and the introduction to the seventh, that the return of the 
king had clouded. him with discountenance ; and that he was offended by 
the licentious festivity of the Restoration. There are no other internal notes 
of time. Milton, being now cleared from all effects of his disloyalty, had 
nothing required from him but the common duty of living in quiet, to be 
rewarded with the common right of protection ; but this, which, when he 
skulked from the approach of his king, was perhaps more than he hoped, 
seems not to have satisfied him ; for no sooner is he safe, than he finds him- 
self in danger, fallen on evil days and evil tongues, and with darkness and 
with danger compassed round, ‘This darkness, had his eyes been better em- 
ployed, had undoubtedly deserved compassion ; but to add the mention of 
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danger was ungrateful'and unjust. He was fallen indeed on evil days; the 
time was come in which regicides could no longer boast their wickedness. 
But of evz/ tongues for Milton to complain required impudence at least. 
equal to his other powers; Milton, whose warmest advocates must allow, 
that he never spared any asperity of reproach or brutality of insolence. 

But the charge itself seems to be false ; for it would be hard to recollect 
any reproach cast upon him, either serious or ludicrous, through the whole 
remaining part of his life. He pursued his studies or his amusements, 
without persecution, molestation, or insult. Such is the reverence paid to 
great abilities, however misused ; they, who contemplated in Milton, the 
scholar and the wit, were contented to forget the reviler of his king. 

When the plague (1665) raged in London, Milton took refuge at Chal- 
font, in Bucks ; where Elwood, who had taken the house for him, first saw a 
complete copy of ‘‘Paradise Lost,’’ and, having perused it, said to him, 
‘Thou hast said a great deal upon Paradise Lost ; what hast thou to say upon 
Paradise Found ?” 

Next year, when the danger of infection had ceased, he returned to Bun- 
hill-fields, and designed the publication of his poem. A licence was neces- 
sary, and he could expect no great kindness from a chaplain of the Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury. He seems, however, to have been treated with 
tenderness ; for though objections were made to particular passages, and 
among them to the simile of the sun eclipsed in the first book, yet the licence 
was granted ; and he sold his copy, April 27, 1667, to Samuel Simmons, for 
an immediate payment of five pounds, with a stipulation to receive five 
pounds more when thirteen hundred should be sold of the first edition ; and 
again, five pounds after the sale of the same number of the second edition ; 
and another five pounds after the same sale of the third. None of the three 
editions were to be extended beyond fifteen hundred copies, . 

The first edition was ten books, in a small quarto. The titles were varicd 
from year to year ; and an advertisement and the arguments of the books 
were omitted in some copies, and inserted in others. 

The sale gave him in two years a right to his second payment, for which 
the receipt was signed April 26, 1669. The second edition was not given till 
1674; it was printed in small octavo; and the number of books was increased 
to twelve, by a division of the seventh and twelfth ; and some other small 
improvements were made. The third edition was published in 1678; and 
the widow, to whom the copy was then to devolve, sold all her claims to 
Simmons for eight pounds, according to her receipt given December 21, 1680. 
Simmons had already agreed to transfer the whole right to Krabazon Aylmer 
for 25/.; and Aylmer sold to Jacob Tonson half, August 17, 1683, and 
half, March 24, 1690, at a price considerably enlarged. In the history of 
‘ Paradise Lost” a deduction thus minute will rather gratify than fatigue. 

The slow sale and tardy reputation of this poem have been always men- 
tioned as evidences cf neglected merit, and of the uncertainty of literary 
fame; and inquiries have been made, and conjectures offered, about the 
causes of its long obscurity and late reception. But has the case been truly 
stated? Have not lamentation and wonder been lavished on an evil that 
was never felt ? 

That in the reigns of Charles and James the ‘‘ Paradise Lost” received 
no public acclamations is readily confessed. Wit and literature were on the 
side of the court : and who that solicited favour or fashion would venture to 
praise the defender of the regicides? All that he himself could think his 
due, from evil tongues in evil days, was that reverential silence which was 
generously preserved. But it cannot be inferred, that his poem was not read, 
or not, however unwillingly, admired, 
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The sale, if it be considered, will justify the public. Those who have ro 
power to judge of past times but by their own, should always doubt their 
conclusions. The call for books was not in Milton’s age what it is at present. 
To read was not then a general amusement; neither traders, nor often 
gentlemen, thought themselves disgraced by ignorance. ‘The women had 
not then aspired to literature, nor was every house supplied with a closet of 
knowledge. ‘Those, indeed, who professed learning, were not less learned 
than at any other time ; but of that middle race of students who read for 
pleasure or accomplishment, and who buy the numerous products of modern 
typography, the number was then comparatively small. To prove the paucity 
of readers, it may be sufficient to remark, that the nation had been satisfied 
from 1623 to 1664, that is, forty-one years, with only two editions of the 
works of Shakanedre which probably did not together make one thousand 
copies. 

The sale of thirteen hundred copies in two years, in opposition to so much 
recent enmity, and to a style of versification new to all and disgusting to 
many, was an uncommon example of the prevalence of genius. The demand 
did not immediately increase ; for many more readers than were supplied at 
first the nation did not afford. Only three thousand were sold in eleven 
years; for it forced its way without assistance; its admirers did not dare to 
publish their opinion ; and the opportunities now given of attracting notice 
by advertisements were then very few; the means of proclaiming the publi- 
cation of new books have been produced by that general literature which 
now pervades the nation through all its ranks. 

But the reputation and price of the copy still advanced, till the Revolution 
put an end to the secrecy of love, and ‘‘ Paradise Lost’ broke into open view 
with sufficient security of kind reception. | 

Fancy can hardly forbear to conjecture with what temper Milton surveyed 
the silent progress of his work, and marked its reputation stealing its way in 
a kind of subterraneous current through fear and silence. I cannot but con- 
ceive him calm and confident, little disappointed, not at all dejected, relying 
on his own merit with steady consciousness, and waiting without impatience 
the vicissitudes of opinion, and the impartiality of a future generation. 

In the meantime he continued his studies, and supplied the want of sight 
by a very odd expedient, of which Philips gives the following account :— 

Mr. Philips tells us, ‘‘that though our author had daily about him one o7 | 
other to read, some persons of man’s estate, who, of their own accord, 
greedily catched at the opportunity of being his readers, that they might as 
well reap the benefit of what they read to him, as oblige him by the benefit 
of their reading ; and others of younger years were sent by their parents to 
the same end; yet excusing only the eldest daughter by reason of her bodily 
infirmity and difficult utterance of speech (which, to say truth, I doubt was 
the principal cause of excusing her), the other two were condemned to the 
performance of reading, and exactly pronouncing of all the languages of 
whatever book he should, at one time or other, think fit to peruse, viz. the 
Hebrew (and I think the Syriac), the Greek, the Latin, the Italian, Spanish, 
and French. All which sorts of books to be confined to read, without 
understanding one word, must needs be a trial of patience almost beyond 
endurance. Yet it was endured by both fora long time, though the irk- 
someness of this employment could not be always concealed, but broke out 
more and more into expressions of uneasiness; so that at length they were 
all, even the eldest also, sent out to learn some curious and ingenious sorts 
of manufacture, that are proper for women to learn, particularly embroideries 
in gold or silver.” 


In the scene of misery which this mode of intellectual labour sets before 
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our eyes, it is hard to determine whether the daughters or the father are 
most to be lamented. A language not understood can never be so read 
as to give pleasure, and very seldom so as to convey meaning. If few 
men would have had resolution to write books with such embarrassments, 
few likewise would have wanted ability to find some better expedient. 

Three years after his ‘‘ Paradise Lost”’ add he published his ‘‘ History of 
England,’ comprising the whole fable of Geoffrey of Monmouth, and con- 
tinued to the Norman Invasion. Why he should have given the first part, 
which he seems not to believe, and which is universally rejected, it is diffi- 
cult to conjecture. The style is harsh; but it has something of rough vigour, 
which perhaps may often strike, though it cannot please. 

On this history the licenser again fixed his claws, and before he could 
transmit it to the press tore out several parts. Some censures of the Saxon 
monks were taken away, lest they should be applied to the modern clergy ; 
and a character of the long parliament, and assembly of divines, was ex- 
cluded ; of which the author gave a copy to the Earl of Anglesea, and 
which, being afterwards published, has been since inserted in its proper 
place. 

The same year were printed ‘‘ Paradise Regained ;” and ‘Sampson 
Agonistes,”” a tragedy written in imitation of the ancients, and never de- 
signed by the author for the stage. As these poems were published by 
another bookseller, it has been asked, whether Simmons was discouraged 
from receiving them by the slow sale of the former. Why a writer changed 
his bookseller a hundred years ago, I am far from hoping to discover. Cer- 
tainly, he who in two years sells thirteen hundred copies of a volume in 
quarto, bought for two payments of five pounds each, has no reason to res 
pent his purchase. 

When Milton showed ‘‘ Paradise Regained” to Elwood, ‘' This,” said 
he, ‘‘is owing to you; for you put it in my head by the question you put to 
me at Chalfont, which otherwise I had not thought of.” 

His last poetical offspring was his favourite. He could not, as Elwood 
relates, endure to hear ‘‘ Paradise Lost” preferred to ‘‘ Paradise Regained.” 
Many causes may vitiate a writer's judgment of his own works. On that 
which has cost him much labour he sets a high value, because he is un- 
willing to think that he has been diligent in vain ; what has been produced 
without toilsome efforts is considered with delight, as a proof of vigorous 
faculties and fertile invention ; and the last work, whatever it be, has neces- 
sarily most of the grace of novelty. Milton, however it happened, had 
this prejudice, and had it to himself. 

To that multiplicity of attainments, and extent of comprehension, that 
entitled this great author to our veneration, may be added a kind of humble 
dignity, which did not disdain the meanest services to literature. ‘The epic 
poet, the controvertist, the politician, having already descended to accom- 
modate children with a book of rudiments, now, in the last years of his life, 
composed a book of logic for the initiation of students in philosophy; and 
published (1672) ‘‘ Artis Logicze plenior Institutio ad Petri Rami Methodum 
concinnata ;” that is, ‘‘A new Scheme of Logic, according to the method 
of Ramus.” I know not whether, even in this book, he did not intend an 
act of hostility against the universities; for Ramus was one of the first 
oppugners of the old philosophy, who disturbed with innovations the quiet of 
the schools. 

His polemical disposition again revived. He had now been safe so long, 
that he forgot his fears, and published a ‘‘ Treatise of true Religion, Heresy, 
Schism, Toleration, and the best Means to prevent the Growth of Popery.” 

- But this little Tract is modestly written, with respectful mention of the 
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Church of England, and an appeal to the Thirty-nine Articles, His principle 
of toleration is, agreement in the sufficiency of the Scriptures ; and he ex- 
tends it to all who, whatever their opinions are, profess to derive them from 
the sacred books. ‘The Papists appeal to other testimonies, and are there- 
fore, in his opinion, not to be permitted the liberty of either public or private 
worship ; for though they plead conscience, we have no warrant, he says, to 
regard conscience, which ts not grounded in Scripture. 

Those who are not convinced by his reasons, may perhaps be delighted 
with his wit. The term Roman Catholic, is, he says, one of the Pope's bulls; 
st ts particular universal,.or catholic schismatie. 

He has, however, something better. As the best preservative against 
Popery, he recommends the diligent perusal of the Scriptures, a duty from 
which he warns the busy part of mankind not to think themselves excused. 

He now reprinted his juvenile poems, with some additions. 7 

In the last year of his life he sent to the press, seeming to take delight in 
publication, a collection of ‘‘ Familiar Epistles in Latin ;” to which, being 
too few to make a volume, he added some academical exercises, which per- 
haps he perused with pleasure, as they recalled to his memory the days of 
youth, but for which nothing but veneration for his name could now procure 
a reader. 

When he had attained his sixty-sixth year, the gout, with which he had 
been long tormented, prevailed over the enfeebled powers of nature. He 
died by a quiet and silent expiration, about the tenth of November, 1674, at 
his house in Bunhill-fields ; and was buried next his father in the chancel of 
St. Giles at Cripplegate. His funeral was very splendidly and numerously 
attended. 

Upon his grave there is supposed to have been no memorial ; but in our 
time a monument has been erected in Westminster Abbey Zo the Author of 
Paradise Lost, by Mr. Benson, who has in the inscription bestowed more 
words upon himself than upon Milton. 

When the inscription for the monument of Philips, in which he was said 
to be soli Miltono secundus, was exhibited to Dr. Sprat, then Dean of West- 
minster, he refused to admit it ; the name of Milton was, in his opinion, too 
detestable to be read on the wall of a building dedicated to devotion. Atter- 
bury, who succeeded him, being author of the inscription, permitted its re- 
ception. ‘‘And such has been the change of public opinion,” said Dr. 
Gregory, from whom I heard this account, ‘‘ that I have seen erected in the 
church a statue of that man, whose name I once knew considered as a pollu- 
tion of its walls,” 

Milton has the reputation of having been in his youth eminently beautiful, 
so as to have been called the lady of his college. His hair, which was of a 
light brown, parted at the fore top, and hung down upon his shoulders, ac- 
cording to the picture which he has given of Adam. He was, however, not 
of the heroic stature, but rather below the middle size, according to Mr. 
Richardson, who mentions him as having narrowly escaped from being shert 
and thick. We was vigorous and active, and delighted in the exercise of 
the sword, in which he is related to have been eminently skilful. His weapon 
was, I believe, not the rapier, but the back-sword, of which he recommends 
‘he use in his book on education. 

His eyes are said never to have been bright ; but, if he was a dexterous 
fencer, they must have been once quick. 

His domestic habits, so far as they are known, were those of a severe 
student. He drank little strong drink of any kind, and fed without excess 
in quantity, and in his earlier years without delicacy of choice. In his youth 
he studied late at night ; but afterwards changed his hours, and rested. in 
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bed from nine to four in the summer, and five in the winter. The course ot 
his day was best known after he was blind. When he first rose, he heard a 
chapter in the Hebrew Bible, and then studied till twelve; then took some 
exercise for an hour ; then dined, then played on the organ, and sang, or 
heard another sing, then studied to six ; then entertained his visitors till 
eight; then supped, and, after a pipe of tobacco and a glass of water, went 
to bed. 

So is his life described; but this even tenour appears attainable only 
in colleges. He that lives in the world will sometimes have the succession 
of his practice broken and confused. Visitors, of whom Milton is repre- 
sented to have had great numbers, will come and stay unseasonably ; busi- 
ness, of which every man has some, must be done when others will do it. 

When he did not care to rise early, he had something read to him by his 
bedside ; perhaps at this time his daughters were employed. He composed 
much in the morning, and dictated in the day, sitting obliquely in an elbow- 
chair, with his leg thrown over the arm. 

Fortune appears not to have had much of his care. In the civil wars he 
lent his personal estate to the parliament; but when, after the contest was 
decided, he solicited repayment, he met not only with neglect, but sharp 
rebuke » and, having tired both himself and his friends, was given up to 
poverty and hopeless indignation, till he showed how able he was to do 
greater service. He was then made Latin secretary, with two hundred 
pay a year; and had a thousand pounds for his Defence of the People. 

is widow, who, after his death, retired to Namptwich in Cheshire, and 
died about 1729, is said to have reported that he lost two thousand pounds 
by entrusting it to a scrivener: and that, in the general depredation upon 
the church, he had grasped an estate of about sixty pounds a year belonging 
to Westminster Abbey, which, like other sharers of the plunder of rebellion, 
he was afterwards obliged to return. Two thousand pounds which he had 
placed in the excise-office were also lost. ‘There is yet no reason to believe 
that he was ever reduced to indigence. His wants, being few, were com- 
petently supplied. He sold his library before his death, and left his family 
fifteen hundred pounds, on which his widow laid hold, and only gave one 
hundred to each of his daughters. 

His literature was unquestionably great. He read all the languages which 
are considered either as learned or polite ; Hebrew, with its two dialects, 
Greek, Latin, Italian, French, and Spanish. In Latin his skill was such as 
places him in the first rank of writers and critics; and he appears to have 
cultivated Italian with uncommon diligence. The books in which his 
daughter, who used to read to him, represented him as most delighting, after 
Homer, which he could almost repeat, were Ovid's Metamorphoses and 
Euripides. His Euripides is, by Mr. Cradock’s kindness, now in my hands: 
the margin is sometimes noted ; but I have found nothing remarkable. 

Of the English poets he set most value upon Spenser, Shakspeare, and 
Cowley. Spenser was apparently his favourite ; Shakspeare he may easily 
be supposed to like, with every other skilful reader ; but I should not have 
expected that Cowley, whose ideas of excellence were different from his own, 
would have had much of his approbation. His character of Dryden, who 
sometimes visited him, was, that he was a good rhymist, but no poet. 

His theological opinions are said to have been first Calvinistical ; and 
afterwards, perhaps when he began to hate the Presbyterians, to have tended 
towards Arminianism. In the mixed questions of theology and government, 
he never thinks that he can recede far enough from popery, or prelacy ; but 
what Baudius says of Erasmus seems applicable to him, magés habuzt quod 
Jugeret, quam quod sequeretur. He had determined rather what to condemn, 
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than what to approve. He has not associated himself with any denomina- 
tion of Protestants: we know rather what he was not than what he was. 
He was not of the Church of Rome; he was not of the Church of England. 
To be of nochurch is dangerous. Religion, of which the rewards are 
| distant, and which is animated only by faith and hope, will glide by degrees . 
out of the mind, unless it be invigorated and reimpressed by external ordi- 
( nances, by stated calls to worship, and the salutary influence of example. 
Milton, who appears to have had a full conviction of the truth of Christianity, 
and to have regarded the Holy Scriptures with the profoundest veneration, 
o have been untainted by any heretical peculiarity of opinion, and to have 
ived in a confirmed belief of the immediate and occasional agency of Pro- 
vidence, yet grew old without any visible worship. In the distribution of his 
hours, there was no hour of prayer, either solitary or with his household ; 
\omitting public prayers, he omitted all. 
Of this omission the reason has been sought upon a supposition which 
ought never to be made, that men iive with their own approbation, and 
justify their conduct to themselves. Prayer certainly was not thought super- 
fluous by him, who represents our first parents as praying acceptably in the 
state of innocence, and efficaciously after their fall. hat he lived without 
prayer can hardly be affirmed ; his studies and meditations were an habitual 
prayer. The neglect of it in his family was probably a fault for which he 
condemned himself, and which he intended to correct, but that death, as too 
often happens, intercepted his reformation. 3 
His political notions were those of an acrimonious and surly republican, 
for which it is not known that he gave any better reason than that @ Zopular 
government was the most frugal; fcr the trappings of a monarchy would set 
up an ordinary commonwealth. It is surely very shallow policy that supposes 
money to be the chief good: and even this, without considering that the 
support and expense of a court is, for the most part, only a particular kind of 
traftic, for which money is circulated, without any national impoverishment. 
Milton’s republicanism was, I am afraid, founded in an envious hatred of 
greatness, and a sullen desire of independence; in petulance impatient of 
control, and pride disdainful of superiority. He hated monarchs in the state, 
and prelates in the church; for he hated all whom he was required to obey, 
It is to be suspected, that his predominant desire was to destroy rather than 
establish, and that he felt not so much the love of liberty as repugnance to 
authority. 
1t has been observed, that they who most loudly clamour for liberty, do 
not most liberally grant it. What we know of Milton’s character, in domestic 
relations, is, that he was severe and arbitrary. His family consisted of 
women; and there appears in his books something like a Turkish contempt 
of fernales, as subordinate and inferior beings. That his own daughters might 
not break the ranks, he suffered them to be depressed by a mean and 
 penurious education. He thought woman made only for obedience, and 
man only for rebellion. 
Of his family some account may be expected. His sister, first married to 
' Mr. Philips, afterwards married Mr. Agar, a friend of her first husband, 
who succeeded him in the Crown-office. She had, by her first husband, 
Edward and John, the two nephews whom Milton educated; and by her 
second, two daughters. 
His brother, Sir Christopher, had two daughters, Mary and Catharine ;* 


* Both these persons were living at Holloway about the year 1734, and at that time 
possessed such a degree of healtn and strength as enabled them on Sundays and 
prayer-days to walk a mile up a tee hill to Highgate Chapel. One of them was 
ninety-two at the time of her death, Their parentage was known to few, and their 
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and a son Thomas, who succeeded Agar in the Crown-office, and left o 
daughter living in 1749 in Grosvenor-street. | 

Milton had children only by his first wife; Anne, Mary, and Deborah. 
Anne, though deformed, married a master-builder, and died of her first 
child. Mary died single. Deborah married Abraham Clark, a weaver in 
Spitalfields, and lived seventy-six years, to August, 1727. This is the 
daughter of whom public mention has been made. She could repeat the 
first lines of Homer, the Metamorphoses, and some of Euripides, by having 
often read them. Yet here incredulity is ready to make astand. Many 
repetitions are necessary to fix in memory lines not understood ; and why 
should Milton wish or want to hear them so often! These lines were at thg 
beginning of the poems. Of a book written in a language not understood, 
the beginning raises no more attention than the end; and as those that un- 
derstand it know commonly the beginning best, its rehearsal will seldom be 
necessary. It is not likely that Milton required any passage to be so much 
repeated as that his daughter could learn it; nor likely that he desired the 
initial lines to be read at all; nor that the daughter, weary of the pore ad 
of pronouncing unideal sounds, would voluntarily commit them to memory. 

To this gentlewoman Addison made a present, and promised some. esta- 
blishment, but died soon after. Queen Caroline sent her fifty guineas. She 
had seven sons and three daughters; but none of them had any children 
except her son Caleb and her daughter Elizabeth. Caleb went to Fort St. 
George in the East Indies, and had two sons, of whom nothing now is 
known. Elizabeth married Thomas Foster, a weaver in Spitalfields ; and 
had seven children, who all died. She kept a petty grocer's or chandler’s 
shop, first at Holloway, and afterwards in Cock-lane, near Shoreditch 
Church. She knew little of her grandfather, and that little was not good. 
She told of his harshness to his daughters, and his refusal to have them 
taught to write ; and, in opposition to other accounts, represented him as 
delicate, though temperate, in his diet. 

In 1750, April 5, ‘‘Comus” was played for her benefit. She had so little ac- 
quaintance with diversion or gaiety, that she did not know what was in- 
tended when a benefit was offered her. The profits of the night were only 
one hundred and thirty pounds, though Dr. Newton brought a large con- 
tribution ; and twenty pounds were given by Tonson, a man who is to be 
praised as often as he is named, Of this sum one hundred pounds were 
placed in the stocks, after some debate between her and her husband in 
whose name it should be entered ; and the rest augmented their little stock, 
with which they removed to Islington. This was the greatest benefaction 
that ‘‘ Paradise Lost’ evcr procured the author's descendants ; and to this 
he, who has now attempted to relate his Life, had the honour of contributing 
a Prologue. 

In the examination of Milton's poetical works, I shall pay so much regard 
to time as to begin with his juvenile productions. For his early pieces he 
seems to have had a degree of fondness not very laudable ; what he has once 
written he resolves to preserve, and gives to the public an unfinished poem 
which he broke off because he was nothing satisfied with what he had done, 
supposing his readers less nice than himself. ‘These preludes to his future 
labours are in Italian, Latin, and English. Of the Italian I cannot pretend 
to speak asa critic; but I have heard them commended by a man well 
qualified to decide their merit. The Latin pieces are lusciously elegant : 
but the delight which they afford is rather by the exquisite imitation of the 
ancient writers, by the purity of the diction, and the harmony of the num- 


names were corrupted into Melton. By the Crown-office mentioned in the two lag 
paragraphs, we are to understand the Crown-office of the Court of Chancery. 
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bets, than by any power of invention, or vigour of sentiment. They are not 
all of equal value ; the elegies excel the odes ; and some of the exercises on 
Gunpowder Treason might have been spared. 

The English poems, though they make no promises of ‘‘ Paradise Lost,” 
have this evidence of genius, that they have a cast original and unborrowed. 
But their peculiarity is not excellence ; if they differ from the verses of others, 
they differ for the worse ; for they are too often distinguished by repulsive 
harshness ; the combinations of words are new, but they are not pleasing 3 
the rhymes and epithets seem to be laboriously sought, and violently applied. 

That in the early parts of his life he wrote with much care appears from 
his manuscripts, happily preserved at Cambridge, in which many of his 
smaller works are found as they were first written, with the subsequent cor- 
rections. Such reliques show how excellence is acquired ; what we hope 
ever to do with case, we must learn first to do with diligence. 

Those who admire the beauties of this great poet sometimes force their 
own judgment into false approbation of his little pieces, and prevail upon 
themselves to think that admirable which is only singular. All that short 
compositions can commonly attain is neatness and elegance. Milton never 
learned the art of doing little things with grace ; he overlooked the milder 
excellence of suavity and softness ; he was a Lzon that had no skill in dan- 
dling the Kid. 

One of the poems on which much praise has been bestowed is Lycidas ; 
of which the diction is harsh, the rhymes uncertain, and the numbers un- 
pleasing. What beauty there is we must therefore seek in the sentiments 
and images. It is not to be considered as the effusion of real passion ; for 
passion runs not after remote allusions and obscure opinions. Passion plucks 
no berries from the myrtle and ivy, nor calls upon Arethuse and Mincius, 
nor tells of rough satyrs and fauns with cloven heel; Where there is leisure 
for fiction, there is little grief. 

In this poem there is no nature, for there is no truth; there is no art, for 
there is nothing new. Its form is that of a pastoral ; easy, vulgar, and there- 
fore disgusting ; whatever images it can supply are long ago exhausted ; and 
its inherent improbability always forces dissatisfaction on the mind. When 
Cowley tells of Hervey, that they studied together, it is easy to suppose how 
much he must miss the companion of his labours, and the partner of his 
discoveries ; but what image of tenderness can be excited by these lines? 

We drove a field, and both together heard 

What time the grey fly winds her sultry horn, 

Battening our flocks with the fresh dews of night. 
We know that they never drove a field, and that they had no flocks to batten: 
and though it be allowed that the representation may be allegorical, the true 
meaning is so uncertain and remote, that it is never sought, because it cannot 
be known when it is found. 

Among the flocks, and copses, and flowers, appear the Heathen deities; 

ove and Phebus, Neptune and A®olus, with a long train of mythologicai 
Imagery, such as a college easily supplies. Nothing can less display know- 
ledge, or less exercise invention, than to tell how a shepherd has lost his 
companion, and must now feed his flocks alone, without any judge of his 
skill in piping; and how one god asks another god what is become of 
Lycidas, and how neither god can tell. He who thus grieves will excite no 
sympathy; he who thus praises will confer no honour. 

This poem has yet a grosser fault. With these trifling fictions are mingled 
the most awful and sacred truths, such as ought never to be polluted with 
such irreverend combinations. The shepherd likewise is now a feeder of 
sheep, and afterwards an ecclesiastical pastor, a superintendent of a Christian 
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flock. Such equivocations are always unskilful; but here they are indecent, 
and at least approach to impiety, of which, however, I believe the writer not 
to have been conscious. 

Such is the power of reputation justly acquired, that its blaze drives away 
the eye from nice examination. Surely no man could have fancied that he 
read Lycidas with pleasure, had he not known the author. 

Of the two pieces, ‘‘ L’Allegro” and ‘‘T] Penseroso,’’ I believe, opinion is 
uniform; every man that reads them, reads them with pleasure. ‘The author's 
design is not, what Theobald has remarked, merely to show how objects 
derive their colours from the mind, by representing the operation of the same 
things upon the gay and the melancholy temper, or upon the same man as 
he is differently disposed; but rather how, among the successive variety of 
appearances, every disposition of mind takes hold on those by which it may 
be gratified. 

The cheerful man hears the lark in the morning; the pezséve man hears 
the nightingalcin the evening. The cheerfud man sees the cock strut, and 
hears the horn and hounds echo in the wood; then walks, zot unseen, to 
observe the glory of the rising sun, or listen to the singing milkmaid, and 
view the labours of the ploughman and the mower; then casts his eyes about 
him over scenes of smiling plenty, and looks up to the distant tower, the 
residence of some fair inhabitant; thus he pursues real gaicty through a day 
of labour or of play, and delights himself at night with the fanciful narratives 
of superstitious ignorance. 

The fenusive man, at one time, walks wazseen to muse at midnight; and at 
another hears the sullen curfew. If the weather drives him home, he sits in 
a room lighted only by glowing embers; or by a loncly lamp outwatches the 
North Star, to discover the habitation of separate souls, and varies the 
shades of meditation, by contemplating the magnificent or pathetic scenes of 
tragiceand epic poetry. When the morning comes, a morning gloomy with 
rain and wind, he walks into the dark trackless woods, falls asleep by some 
murmuring water, and with melancholy enthusiasm expects some dream of 
prognostication, or some music played by aérial performers. 

Both mirth and melancholy are solitary, silent inhabitants of the breast, 
that neither receive nor transmit communication; no mention is therefore 
made of a philosophical friend, or a pleasant companion. ‘The seriousness 
does not arise from any participation of calamity, nor the gaiety from the 
pleasures of the bottle. 

The man of cheerfulzess, having exhausted the country, tries what towered 
cities will afford, and mingles with scenes of splendour, gay assemblies, and 
nuptial festivities; but he mingles a mere spectator, as, when the learned 
comedies of Jonson, or the wild dramas of Shakspeare, are exhibited, he 
attends the theatre. 

The pensive man never loses himself in crowds, but walks the cloister, er 
eae the cathedral. Milton probably had not yet forsaken the 
ehurch. 

Both his characters delight in music; but he seems to think that cheerful 
notes would have obtained from Pluto a complete dismission of Eurydice, of 
whom solemn sounds procured only a conditional release. 

Tor the old age of Cheerfulness he makes no provision: but Melancholy 
he conducts with great dignity to the close of life. His Cheerfulness is with- 
gut levity, and his Pensiveness without asperity. 

Through these two poems the images are properly selected and nicely 
distinguished ; but the colours of the diction seem not sufficiently discrimi- 
nated. I know not whether the characters are kept sufficiently apart. No 
mirth can, indeed, be found in his melancholy; but T am afraid that I 


MILTON, 67 


always meet some melancholy in his mirth. They are two noble efforts of 
imagination.* 

The greatest of his juvenile performances is the ‘‘ Mask of Comus,” in 
which may very plainly be discovered the dawn or twilight of ‘‘ Paradise 
Lost.”” Milton appears to have formed very early that system of diction, and 
mode of verse, which his maturer judgment approved, and from which he 
never endeavoured nor desired to deviate. 

Nor docs Comus afford only a specimen of his language ; it exhibits like- 
wise his power of description and his vigour of sentiment, employed in the 
praise and defence of virtue. A work more truly poetical is rarely found ; 
allusions, images, and descriptive epithets, embellish almost every period 
with lavish decoration. As a series of lines, therefore, it may be considered 
as worthy of all the admiration with which the votaries have received it. 

As a drama it is deficient. The action is not probable. A mask, in those 
parts where supernatural intervention is admitted, must indeed be given up 
to all the freaks of imagination, but, so far as the action is merely human, it 
ought to be reasonable, which can hardly be said of the conduct of the two 
brothers ; who, when thcir sister sinks with fatigue in a pathless wilderness, 
wander both away together in search of berries too far to find their way back, 
and leave a helpless lady to all the sadness and danger of solitude. This, 
however, is a defect overbalanced by its convenience. 

What deserves more reprehension is, that the prologue spoken in the wild 
wood by the attendant Spirit is addressed to the audience; a mode of com- 
munication so contrary to the nature of dramatic representation, that no 
precedents can support it. 

The discourse of the Spirit is too long ; an objection that may be made to 
almost all the following speeches ; they have not the sprightliness of a dia- 
logue animated by reciprocal contention, but seem rather declamations de- 
liberately composed, and formally repeated, on a moral question, The 
auditor therefore listens as to a lecture, without passion, without anxiety. 

The song of Comus has airiness and jollity ; but, what may recommend 
Milton’s morals as well as his poetry, the invitations to pleasure are so 
general, that they excite no distinct images of corrupt enjoyment, and take 
no dangerous hold on the fancy. 

The following soliloquies of Comus and the Lady are elegant but tedious. 
The song must owe much to the voice if it ever can delight. At last the 
Brothers enter with too much tranquillity ; and, when they have feared lest 
their sister should be in danger, and hoped that she is not in danger, the 
Elder makes a specch in praise of chastity, and the Younger finds how fine 
it is to be a philosopher. 

Then descends the Spirit in form of a shepherd ; and the Brother, instead 
of being in haste to ask his help, praises his singing, and inquires his busi- 
ness in that place. It is remarkable, that at this interview the Brother is 
taken with a short fit of rhyming. The Spirit relates that the Lady is in the 
power of Comus ; the Brother moralizes again; and the Spirit makes a long 
narration, of no use because itis false, and therefore unsuitable toa good being, 

In all these parts the language is poetical, and the sentiments are geng- 
rous ; but there is something wanting to allure attention. 


* Mr. Warton intimates (and there can be little doubt of the truth of his con- 
jecture) that Milton borrowed many of the images in these two fine poems from Bur- 
ton’s * Anatomy of Melancholy,” a book published in 1624, and at sundry times since 
abounding in learning, curious information, and pleasantry. Mr. Warton says, tha 
Milton appears to have been an attentive reader thereof; and to this assertion I add, 
of my own knowledge, that it was a book that Ir. Johnson frequently resorted to, ag 
many others have done, for amusement after the fatigue of study. 
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The dispute between the Lady and Comus is the most animated and 
affecting scene of the drama, and wants nothing but a brisker reciprocation 
of objections and replies to invite attention, and detain it. 

The songs are vigorous and full of imagery; but they are harsh in their 
diction, and not very musical in their numbers. 

Throughout the whole the figures are too bold, and the language too 
luxuriant, for dialogue. It is a drama in the epic style, inelegantly splendid, 
and tediously instructive. 

The sonnets were written in different parts of Milton’s life, upon different 
occasions, ‘They deserve not any particular criticism ; for of the best it can 
only be said, that they are not bad; and perhaps only the eighth and 
twenty-first are truly entitled to this slender commendation. The fabric of 
a sonnet, however adapted to the Italian language, has never succeeded in 
ours, which having greater variety of termination, requires the rhymes to be 
often changed. 

Those little pieces may be despatched without much anxiety ; a greater 
work calls for greater care. I am now to examine ‘ Paradise Lost ;” a 
poem, which, considered with respect to design, may claim the first place, 
and with respect to performance, the second, among the productions of the 
human mind. 

By the general consent of critics the first praise of genius is due to the 
writer of an epic poem, as it requires an assemblage of all the powers which 
are singly sufficient for othcr compositions. Poetry is the art of uniting 
pleasure with truth, by calling imagination to the help of reason. Epic 
poetry undertakes to teach the most important truths by the most pleasing 
precepts, and therefore relates some great event in the most afiucting manner. 
History must supply the writer with the rudiments of narration, which he 
must improve and exalt by a nobler art, must animate by dramatic energy, 
and diversify by retrospection and anticipation ; morality must teach him 
the exact bounds, and different shades, of vice and virtue ; from policy, and 
the practice of life, he has to learn the discriminations of character, and the 
tendency of the passions, either single or combined ; and physiology rnust 
supply him with illustrations and images. To put these materials to 
poetical use, is required an imagination capable of painting nature, and 
realizing fiction. Nor is he yet a poet till he has attained the whole exten- 
sion of his language, distinguished all the delicacies of phrase, and all the 
colours of words, and learned to adjust their different sounds to all the 
varieties of metrical modulation. 

Bossu is of opinion, that the poet's first work is to find a moral, which his 
fable is afterwards to illustrate and establish. This seems to have been the 
process only of Milton; the moral of other poems is incidental and conse- 
quent ; in Milton's only it is essential and intrinsic. His purpose was. the. 
most useful and the most arduous; ¢o vindicate the ways of God to man ; 
to show the reasonableness of religion, and the necessity of obedience to the 
Divine Law. 

To convey this moral, there inust be a /aé/e, a narration artfully con- 
_ Structed,'so as to excite curiosity, and surprise expectation. In this part of 
his work, Milton must be confessed to have equalled every other poet. He 
has involved in his account of the Fall of Man the events which preceded, 
and those that were to follow it: he has interwoven the whole system of 
theology with such propriety, that every part appears to be necessary ; and 
scarcely any recital is wished silorter for the sake of quickening the progress 
of the main action. 

The subject of an epic poem is naturally an event of great importance. 
That of Milton is not the destruction of a city, the conduct of a colony, or 
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the foundation of an empire. His subject is the fate of worlds, the revolu- 
tions of heaven and of earth; rebellion against the Supreme King, raised 
by the highest order of created beings; the overthrow of their host, and the 
punishment of their crime; the creation of a new race of reasonable crea- 
tures; their original happiness and innocence, their forfeiture of immortality, 
and their restoration to hope and peace. 

Great events can be hastened or retarded only by persons of elevated 
dignity. Before the greatness displayed in Milton’s poem, all other great- 
ness shrinks away. ‘The weakest of his agents are the highest and noblest 
of human beings, the original parents of mankind; with whose actions the 
elements consented; on whose rectitude, or deviation of will, depended the 
oe of terrestrial nature, and the condition of all the future inhabitants of 
the globe. 

Of the other agents in the poem, the chief are such as it is irreverence te 
name on slight occasions. The rest were lower powers; 

Of which the least could wield 

Those elements, and arm him with the force 

Ofall their regions; 
powers, which only the control of Omnipotence restrains from laying crea- 
tion waste, and filling the vast expanse of space with ruin and confusion, 
To display the motives and.actions of beings thus superior, so far as human 
reason can examine them, or human imagination répresent them, is the task 
which this mighty poet has undertaken and performed. 

In the examination of epic poems much speculation is commonly em-~ 
ployed upon the characters. The characters in the ‘‘ Paradise Lost,” which 
admit of examination, are those of angels and of man; of angels good and 
evil; of man in his innocent and sinful state. 

Among the angels, the virtue of Raphael is mild and placid, of easy 
condescension and free communication; that of Michael is regal and lofty, 
and, as may seem, attentive to the dignity of his own nature. Abdiel and 
Gabriel appear occasionally, and act as every incident requires; the solitary 
fidelity of Abdiel is very amiably painted. 

Of the evil angels the characters are more diversified. To Satan, as 
Addison observes, such sentiments are given as suit the most exalted and 
most depraved being. Milton has been censured by Clarke,* for the impiety 
which sometimes breaks from Satan’s mouth; for there are thoughts, as he 
justly remarks, which no observation of character can justify, because no 
good man would willingly permit them to pass, however transiently, through 
his own mind. To make Satan speak as a rebel, without any such expres- 
sion as might taint the reader's imagination, was indeed one of the great 
difficulties in Milton's undertaking ; and I cannot but think that he has ex- 
tricated himself with great happiness. There is in Satan's speeches little 
that can give pain to a pious ear. The language of rebellion cannot be the 
same with that of obedience. The malignity of Satan foams in haughtiness 
and obstinacy; but his expressions are commonly general, and no otherwise 
offensive than as they are wicked. | 

The other chiefs of the celestial rebellion are very judiciously discriminated 
in the first and second books; and the ferocious character of Moloch ap- 
pears, both in the battle and the council, with exact consistency. 

To Adam and to Eve are given, during their innocence, such sentiments 
as innocence can generate and utter. Their love is pure benevolence and 
mutual veneration; their repasts are without luxury, and their diligence 
without toil, Their addresses to their Maker have little more than the 
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voice of admiration and gratitude. Fruition left them nothing to ask; and 
innocence left them nothing to fear. 

But with guilt enter distrust and discord, mutual accusation, and stub- 
born self-defence; they regard each other with alienated minds, and dread 
their Creator as the avenger of their transgression. At last they seek shelter 
in his mercy, soften to repentance, and melt in supplication. Both before 
and after the fall, the superiority of Adam is diligently sustained. 

Of the probable and the marvellous, two parts of a vulgar epic poem, 
which immerge the critic in deep considcration, the ‘‘ Paradise Lost’ requires 
little to be said. It contains the history of a miracle, of creation and re- 
demption; it displays the power and the mercy of the Supreme Being; the 
probable therefore is marvellous, and the marvellous is probable. The sub- 
stance of the narrative is truth; and, as truth allows no choice, it is, like 
necessity, superior to rule. To the accidental or adventitious parts, as to 
everything human, some slight exceptions may be made; but the main fabric 
is immovably supported. 

It is justly remarked by Addison, that this poem has, by the nature of its 
subject, the advantage above all others, that it is universally and perpetually 
interesting. All mankind will, through all ages, bear the same relation to 
Adam and to Eve, and must partake of that good and evil which extend to 
themselves. 

Of the machinery, so called from @eds ard pnxarvns, by which is meant the 
occasional interposition of supernatural power, another fertile topic of 
critical remarks, here is no room to speak, because everything is done under 
the immediate and visible direction of Heaven; but the rule is so far ob- 
served, that no part of the action could have been accomplished by any 
other means. 

Of epzsodes, I think there are only two, contained in Raphael's relation of 
the war in Heaven, and Michael's prophetic account of the changes to hap- 
pen in this world. Both are closely connected with the great action ; one 
was necessary to Adam as a warning, the other as a consolation. 

To the completeness or éztegrity of the design nothing can be objected ; 
it has distinctly and clearly what Aristotle requires, a beginning, a middle, 
and anend, There is perhaps no poem, of the same length, from which so 
little can be taken without apparent mutilation. Here are no funeral games, 
nor is there any long description of a shield. The short digressions at the 
beginning of the third, seventh, and ninth books, might doubtless be spared ; 
but superfluities so beautiful who would take away? or who does not wish 
that the author of the Iliad had gratified succeeding ages with a little know- 
ledge of himself? Perhaps no passages are more attentively read than 
those extrinsic paragraphs ; and, since the end of poctry is pleasure, that 
cannot be unpoetical with which all are pleased... | 

The questions, whether the action of the po»m be strictly oze, whether 
the poem can be properly termed erotic, and who is the hero, are raised by 
such readers as draw their principles of judgment rather from books than 
from reason, Milton, though he intituled ‘‘ Paradise Lost’ only a poem, 
yet calls it himself heroic song. Dryden petulantly and indecently denies 
the heroism of Adam, because he was overcome ; but there is no reason why 
the hero should not be unfortunate, except established practice, since success 
and virtue do not go necessarily together. Cato is the hero of Lucan ; but 
Lucan’s authority will not be suffered by Quintilian to decide. However, if 
success be necessary, Adam's deceiver was at last crushed ; Adam was re- 
stored to his Maker's favour, and therefore may securely resume his human rank, 

After the scheme and fabric of the poem, must be considered its compos 
nent parts, the sentiments and the diction. 
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The sentiments, as expressive of manners, or appropriated to characters, 
are, for the greater part, unexceptionably just. 

Splendid passages, containing lessons of morality, or precepts of prudence, 
pecur seldom, Such is the original formation of this poem, that, as it ad- 
mits no human manners till the fall, it can give little assistance to human 
conduct. Its end is to raise the thoughts above sublunary cares or pleasures. 
Yet the praise of that fortitude, with which Abdiel maintained his singularity 
of virtue against the scorn of multitudes, may be accommodated to all times ; 
and Raphael's reproof of Adam's curiosity after the planetary motions, with 
the answer returned by Adam, may be confidently opposed to any rule of 
life which any poet has delivered. 

The thoughts which are occasionally called forth in the progress, are such 
as could only be produced by an imagination in the highest degree fervid 
and active, to which materials were supplied by incessant study and unlimited 
curiosity. The heat of Milton's mind may be said to sublimate his learning, 
to throw off into his work the spirit of science, unmingled with its grosser 

arts. 

P He had considered creation in its whole extent, and his descriptions are 
therefore learned. He had accustomed his imagination to unrestrained in- 
dulgence, and his conceptions therefore were extensive. The characteristic 
quality of his poem is sublimity. He scmetimes descends to the elegant, but 
his element is the great. He can occasionally invest himself with grace ; but 
his natural port is gigantic loftiness.* He can please when pleasure is re- 
quired ; but it is his peculiar power to astonish. 

He seems to have been well acquainted with his own genius, and to know 
what it was that nature had bestowed upon him more bountifully than upon 
others ; the power of displaying the vast, illuminating the splendid, enfore- 
ing the awful, darkening the gloomy, and aggravating the dreadful; he 
therefore chose a subject on which too much could not be said, on which he 
might tire his fancy without the censure of extravagance. 

The appearances of nature, and the occurrences of life, did not satiate his 
appetite of greatness, ‘lo paint things as they are, requires a minute atten- 
tion, and employs the memory rather than the fancy. Milton’s delight was 
to sport in the wide regions of possibility ; reality was a scene too narrow for 
his mind. He sent his faculties out upon discovery, into worlds where only 
imagination can travel, and delighted to form new modes of existence, and 
furnish sentiment and action to superior beings, to trace the counsels of hell, 
or accompany the choirs of heaven. 

But he could not be always in other worlds ; he must sometimes revisit 
earth, and tell of things visible and known. When he cannot raise wonder 
by the sublimity of his mind, he gives delight by its fertility. 

Whatever be his subject, he never fails to fill the imagination. But his 
images and descriptions of the scenes or operations of nature do not scem to 
be always copied from original form, nor to have the freshness, raciness, and 
energy, of immediate observation. He saw nature, as Dryden expresses it, 
through the spectacles of books ; and on most occasions calls learning to his 
assistance. ‘The garden of Eden brings to his mind the vale of Enna, where 
Proserpine was gathering flowers. Satan makes his way through fighting ele- 
ments, like Argo between the Cyanean rocks ; or Ulysses between the two 
Sicilian whirlpools, when he shunned Charybdis on the larboard. The mytho- 
logical allusions have been justly censured, as not being always used with 
notice of their vanity ; but they contribute variety to the narration, and pro- 
duce an alternate exercise of the memory and the fancy. 


* Algarotti terms it gigantesca sublimite Miltoniana, 


His similes are less numerous, and more various, than those of his prede- 
cessors. But he does not confine himself within the limits of rigorous com- 
ariscn : his great excellence is amplitude ; and he expands the adventitious 
image beyond the dimensions which the occasion required. ‘Thus comparing 
the shield of Satan to the orb of the Moon, he crowds the imagination with 
the discovery of the telescope, and all the wonders which the telescope dis- 
covers. 

Of his moral sentiments it is hardly praise to affirm that they excel those of 
all other poets; for this superiority he was indebted to his acquaintance with 
the sacred writings. The ancient epic poets, wanting the light of Revelation, 
were very unskilful teachers of virtue; their principal characters may be 
great, but they are not amiable. The reader may rise from their works with 
a greater degree of active or passive fortitude, and sometimes of prudence ; 
but he will be able to carry away few precepts of justice, and none of mercy, 

From the Italian writers it appears, that the advantages of even Christian 
knowledge may be possessed in vain. Ariosto’'s pravity is generally known ; 
and, though the Deliverance of Jerusalem may be considered as a sacred 
subject, the poet has been very sparing of moral instruction. 

In Milton every line breathes sanctity of thought, and purity of manners, 
except when the train of the narration requires the introduction of the 
rebellious spirits ; and even they are compelled to acknowledge their subjec- 
tion to God, in such a manner as excites reverence and confirms piety. 

Of human beings there are but two; but those two are the parents of 
mankind, venerable before their fall for dignity and innocence, and amiable 
after it for repentance and submission. In the first state their affection is 
tender without weakness, and their piety sublime without presumption. 
When they have sinned, they show how discord begins in mutual frailty, and 
how it ought to cease in mutual forbearance ; how confidence of the divine 
favour is forfeited by sin, and how hope of pardon may be obtained by peni- 
tence and prayer. A state of innocence we can only conceive, if indeed, in 
our present misery, it be possible to conceive it; but the sentiments and 
worship proper to a fallen and offending Being, we have all to learn, as we 
have all to practise. 

The poet, whatever be done, is always great. Our progenitors in their 
first state conversed with angels; even when folly and sin had degraded 
them, they had not in their humiliation the fort of mean suitors ; and they 
rise again to reverential regard, when we find that their prayers were heard. 

As human passions did not enter the world before the fall, there is in the 
‘* Paradise Lost” little opportunity for the pathetic ; but what little there is 
has not been lost. That passion, which is peculiar to rational nature, the 
anguish arising from the consciousness of transgression, and the horrors 
attending the sense of the Divine Displeasure, are very justly described and 
forcibly impressed. But the passions are moved only on one occasion ; sub- 
limity is the general and prevailing quality in this poem ; sublimity variously 
modified, sometimes descriptive, sometimes argumentative. 

The defects and faults of ‘‘ Paradise Lost,"’ for faults and defects every 
work of man must have, it is the business of impartial criticism to discover, 
As, in displaying the excellence of Milton, I have not made long quotations, 
because of selecting beauties there had been no end, IJ shall in the same 
general manner mention that which seems to deserve censure ; for what 
Englishman can take delight in transcribing passages, which, if they lessen 
the reputation of Milton, diminish in some degree the honour of our country ? 

The generality of my scheme does not admit the frequent notice of verbal 
inaccuracies ; which Bentley, perhaps better skilled in grammar and poetry, 
has often found, though he sometimes made them, and which he imputed to 
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the obtrusions of a reviser, whom the author’s blindness obliged him to 
employ ; a supposition rash and groundless, if he thought it true ; and vile 
and pernicious, if, as is said, he in private allowed it to be false. 

The plan of ‘‘ Paradise Lost’ has this inconvenience, that it comprises 
neither human actions nor human manners. The man and woman who act 
and suffer are in a state which no other man or woman canever know. ‘The 
reader finds no transaction in which he can be engaged ; beholds no condi- 
tion in which he can by any effort of imagination place himself; he has, 
therefore, little natural curiosity or sympathy. 

We all, indeed, feel the effects of Adam’s disobedience ; we all sin like 
Adam, and like him must all bewail our offences ; we have restless and 
insidious enemies in the fallen angels ; and in the blessed spirits we have 
guardians and friends; in the redemption of mankind we hope to be 
included ; in the description of Heaven and Hell we are surely intcrested, as 
we are all to reside hereafter either in the regions of horror or bliss. 

But these truths are too important to be new; they have been taught to 
our infancy; they have mingled with our solitary thoughts and familiar con- 
versations, and are habitually interwoven with the whole texture of life, 
Being therefore not new, they raise no unaccustomed emotion in the mind ; 
what we knew before, we cannot learn; what is not unexpected, cannot sur- 

rise. 
. Of the ideas suggested by these awful scenes, from some we recede with 
reverence, except when stated hours require their association; and from 
others we shrink with horror, or admit them only as salutary inflictions, as 
counterpoises to our interestsand passions. Such images rather obstruct the 
career of fancy than incite it. 

Pleasure and terror are indeed the genuine sources of poetry; but poetical 
pleasure must be such as human imagination can at least conceive; and 
poetical terrors such as human strength and fortitude may combat. The 
good and evil of eternity are too ponderous for the wings of wit; the mind 
sinks under them in passive helplessness, content with calm belief and 
humble adoration. 

Known truths, however, may take a different appearance, and be conveyed 
to the mind by a new train of intermediate images. This Milton has under- 
taken and performed with pregnancy and vigour of mind peculiar to himself, 
Whoever considers the few radical positions which the Scriptures afforded 
him, will wonder by what energetic operation he expanded them to such 
extent, and ramified them to so much variety, restrained as he was by 
religious reverence from licentiousness of fiction. 

Here is a full display of the united force of study and genius; of a great 
accumulation of materials, with judgment to digest, and fancy to combine 
them: Milton was able to select from nature, or from story, from an ancient 
fable, or from modern science, whatever could illustrate or adorn his 
thoughts. An accumulation of knowledge impregnated his mind, fermented 
by study, and exalted by imagination. 

It has been therefore said, without an indecent hyperbole, by one of his 
encomiasts, that in reading ‘‘ Paradise Lost” we read a book of universal 
knowledge. 

But original deficience cannot be supplied. The want of human interest 
is always felt. ‘‘ Paradise Lost” is one of the books which the reader ad- 
mires and lays down, and forgets to take up again. None ever wished it 
longer than it is. Its perusal is a duty rather than a pleasure. We read 
Milton for instruction, retire harassed, and overburdened, and look else- 
where for recreation ; we desert our master, and seek for companions. 

Another inconvenience of Milton's design is, that it requires the descrip 
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tion of what cannot be described, the agency of spirits. He saw that imma- 
teriality supplied no images, and that he could not show angels acting but 
by instruments of action ; he therefore invested them with form and matter. 
This, being necessary, was thercfore defensible ; and he should have secured - 
the consistency of his system, by keeping immateriality out of sight, and 
enticing his reader to drop it from his thoughts. But he has unhappily per- 
plexed his poetry with his philosophy. His infernal and celestial powers are 
sometimes pure spirit, and sometimes animated body. When Satan walks 
with his lance upon the durzing marle, he has a body ; when, in his passage 
between Hell and the new world, he is in danger of sinking in the vacuity, 
and is supported by a gust of rising vapours, he has a body; when he ani- 
mates the toad, he seems to be mere spirit, that can penetrate matter at 
pleasure ; when he starts up in his own shape, he has at least a determined 
form ; and, when he is brought before Gabriel, he has @ spear and a shield, 
which he had the power of hiding in the toad, though the arms of the con- 
tending angels are evidently material, 

The vulgar inhabitants of Pandzmonium, being zzcorforeal spirits, are 
at large, though without number, in a limited space: yet in the battle, when 
they were overwhelmed by mountains, their armour hurt them, crushed tn 
upon their substance, now grown gross by sinning. ‘This likewise happened 
to the uncorrupted angels, who were overthrown the sooner for their arms, 
for unarmed they might eastly as spirits have evaded by contraction or remove. 
Even as spirits they are hardly spiritual: for contraction and remove are 
images of matter; but if they could have escaped without their armour, they 
might have escaped from it, aud left only the empty cover to be battered. 
Uriel, when he rides on a sunbeam, is material; Satan is material when he 
is afraid of the prowess of Adam. - 

The confusion of spirit and matter, which pervades the whole narration of 
the war of Heaven, fills it with incongruity; and the book in which it is 
related is, I believe, the favourite of children, and gradually neglected as 
knowledge is increased. 

After the operation of immaterial agents, which cannot be explained, may 
be considered that of allegorical persons which have no real existence. To 
exalt causes into agents, to invest abstract ideas with form, and animate 
them with activity, has always been the right of poetry. But such airy 
beings are, for the most part, suffered only to do their natural office, and 
retire. ‘Thus Fame tells a tale, and Victory hovers over a general, or perches 
on a standard ; but Fame and Victory can do no more. To give them any 
real employment, or ascribe to them any material agency, is to make them 
allegorical no longer, but to shock the mind by ascribing effects to nonentity. 
In the Prometheus of Aéschylus, we see Violence and Strength, and in the 
Alcestis of Euripides, we see Death, brought upon the stage, all as active 
persons of the drama; but no precedents can justify absurdity. 

Milton’s allegory of Sinand Death is undoubtedly faulty. Sin is indeed 
the mother of Death, and may be allowed to be the portress of Hell; but 
when they stop the journey of Satan, a journey described as real, and when 
Death offers him battle, the allegory is broken. That Sin and Death should 
have shown the way to Hell, might have been allowed; but they cannot 
facilitate the passage by building a bridge, because the difficulty of Satan's 
passage is described as real and sensible, and the bridge ought to be only 
figurative. The Hell assigned to the rebellious spirits is described as not 
less local than the residence of man, It is placed in some distant part of 
space, separated from the regions of harmony and order by a chaotic waste 
and an unoccupied vacuity ; but Sin and Death worked up a mole of aggra- 
vated soi/, cemented with asfhaltus,; a work too bulky tor ideal architects, 
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This unskilful allegory appears to me one of the greatest faults of the 
sate and to this there was no temptation but the author's opinion of its 

eauty. 

To ae conduct of the narrative some objections may be made. Satan is 
with great expectation brought before Gabriel in Paradise, and is suffered to 
go away unmolested, ‘The creation of man is represented as the consequence 
of the vacuity left in Heaven by the expulsion of the rebels; yet Satan men- 
tions it as a report 7i/e in /Teaven before his departure. 

To find sentiments for the state of innocence was very difficult; and 
something of anticipation perhaps is now and then discovered. Adam's dis- 
course of dreams seems not to be the speculation of a new-created being. 
I know not whether his answer to the angcl’s reproof for curiosity does not 
want something of propriety; it is the specch of a man acquainted with 
many other men. Some philosophical notions, especially when the philo- 
sophy is false, might have been better omitted. The augel, in a comparison, 
speaks of “morous deer, before deer were yet timorous, and before Adam 
could understand the comparison. 

Dryden remarks, that Milton has some flats among his elevations. This 
is only to say, that all the parts are not equal. In every work, one part 
must be for the sake of others ; a palace must have passaves; a poem must 
have transitions. Itisno more to be required that wit should always be 
blazing, than that the sun should always stand at noon. Ina great work 
there is a vicissitude of luminous and opaque parts, as there is in the world a 
succession of day and night. Milton, when he has expatiated in the sky, 
may be allowed sometimes to revisit earth ; for what other author ever soared 
so high, or sustained his flight so long? 

Milton, being well versed in the Italian poets, appears to have bor- 
rowed often from them; and, as every man catches something from his com- 
panions, his desire of imitating Ariosto’s levity has disgraced his work with 
the Paradise of Fools; a fiction not in itself ill-imagined, but too ludicrous 
for its place. 

His play on words, in which he delights too often; his equivocations, 
which Bentley endeavours to defend by the example of the ancients; his 
unnecessary and ungraceful use of terms of art; it is not necessary to men- 
tion, because they are easily remarked, and generally censured; and at last 
bear so little proportion to the whole, that they scarcely deserve the attention 
of a critic. 

Such are the faults of that wonderful performance ‘‘ Paradise Lost ;” 
which he who can put in balance with its beauties must be considered not as 
nice but as dull, as less to be censured for want of candour than pitied for 
want of sensibility. 

Of ‘‘ Paradise Regained,” the general judgment seems now to be right, 
that it is in many parts elegant, and everywhere instructive. It was not to 
be supposed that the writer of ‘Paradise Lost’ could ever write without 
great effusions of fancy, and exalted precepts of wisdom. ‘The basis of 
‘‘ Paradise Regained” is narrow; a dialogue without action can never please 
like an union of the narrative and dramatic powers. Had this poem been 
written not by Milton, but by some imitator, it would have claimed and re- 
ceived universal praise. 

If *‘ Paradise Regained" has been too much depreciated, ‘‘Sampson 
Agonistes” has in requital been too much admired. It could only be by 
long prejudice, and the bigotry of learning, that Milton couid prefer the 
ancient tragedies, with their encumbrance of a chorus, tc the exhibitions 
of the French and English stages; and it is only by a blind confidence in 
the reputation of Milton, that a drama can be praised in which the inter- 
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mediate parts have neither cause nor consequence, neither hasten nor retard 
the catastrophe. 

In this tragedy are however many particular beauties, many just senti- 
ments and striking lines; but it wants that power of attracting the attention 
which a well connected plan produces. 

Milton would not have excelled, in dramatic writing; he knew human 
nature only in the gross, and had never studied the shades of character, nor 
the combinations of concurring, or the perplexity of contending passions. 
He had read much, and knew what books could teach; but had mingled 
little in the world, and was deficient in the knowledge which experience must 
confer. 

Through all his greater works there prevails an uniform peculiarity of 
diction, a mode and cast of expression which bears little resemblance to 
that of any former writer; and which is so far removed from common use, 
that an unlearned reader, when he first opens his book, finds himself sur- 
prised by a new language. 

This novelty has been, by those who can find nothing wrong in Milton, 
imputed to his laborious endeavours after words suitable to the grandeur of 
his ideas. Our language, says Addison, sunk under him, But the truth 
is, that, both in prose and verse, he had formed his style by a perverse and 
pedantic principle. He was desirous to use English words with a foreign © 
idiom. ‘This in all his prose is discovered and condemned ; for there judg- 
ment operates freely, neither softened by the beauty, nor awed by the dignity 
of his thoughts ; but such is the power of his poetry, that his call is obeyed 
without resistance, the reader feels himself in captivity to a higher and a 
nobler mind, and criticism sinks in admiration. 

Milton's style was not modified by his subject ; what is shown with greater 
extent in ‘‘ Paradise Lost’ may be found in ‘‘Comus,.”” One source of his 
peculiarity was his familiarity with the Tuscan poets ; the disposition of his 
words is, I think, frequently Italian ; perhaps sometimes combined with 
other tongues. Of him, at last, may be said what Jonson says of Spenser, 
that he wrote no language, but has formed what Butler calls a Babylonish 
Dialect, in itself harsh and barbarous, but made by exalted genius and ex- 
tensive learning the vehicle of so much instruction and so much pleasure, 
that, like other lovers, we find grace in its deformity. 

Whatever be the faults of his diction, he cannot want the praise of copi- 
ousness and variety: he was master of his language in its full extent ; and 
has selected the melodious words with such diligence, that from his book 
alone the Art of English Poetry might be learned, 

After his diction something must be said of his versification. The measure, 
he says, zs the English herotc verse without rhyme. Of this mode he had 
many examples among the Italians, and some in his own country. The 
Earl of Surrey is said to have translated one of Virgil's books without rhyme; 
and, beside our tragedies, a few short poems had appeared in blank verse, 
particularly one tending to reconcile the nation to Raleigh’s wild attempt 
upon Guiana, and probably written by Raleigh himself. These petty per- 
formances cannot be supposed to have much influenced Milton, who more 
probably took his hint from Trissino’s ‘‘ Italia Liberata ;” and, finding blank 
verse easier than rhyme, was desirous of persuading himself that it is better. 

Rhyme, he says, and says truly, zs no necessary adjunct of true poetry. 
But, perhaps, of poetry, as a mental operation, metre or music is no neces 
sary adjunct ; it is however by the music of metre that poetry has been dis- 
criminated in all languages ; and, in languages melodiously constructed with 
a due proportion of long and short syllables, metre is sufficient. But one 
language cannot communicate its rules to another; where metre is scanty 
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and imperfect, some help is necessary. The music of the English heroic 
lines strikes the ear so faintly, that it is easily lost, unless all the syllables of 
every line co-operate together; this co-operation can only be obtained by 
the preservation of every verse unmingled with another as a distinct system 
of sounds ; and this distinctness is obtained and preserved by the artifice of 
rhyme. The variety of pauses, so much boasted by the lovers of blank 
verse, changes the measures of an English poet to the periods of a declaimer ; 
and there are only a few skilful and happy readers of Milton, who enable 
their audience to perceive where the lines end or begin. Blank verse, said 
an ingenious critic, seems to be verse only to the eye. 

Poetry may subsist without rhyme, but English poetry will not often 
please ; nor can rhyme ever be safely spared but where the subject is able to 
support itself. Blank verse makes some approach to that which is called 
the /afidary style; has neither the easiness of prose, nor the melody of 
numbers, and therefore tires by long continuance. Of the Italian writers 
without rhyme, whom Milton alleges as precedents, not one is popular; 
what reason could urge in its defence has been confuted by the ear. 

But, whatever be the advantages of rhyme, I cannot prevail on myself to 
wish that Milton had been a rhymer; for I cannot wish his work to be other 
than it is; yet, like other heroes, he is to be admired rather than imitated. 
He that thinks himself capable of astonishing may write blank verse; but 
those that hope only to please must condescend to rhyme. 

The highest praise of genius is original invention. Milton cannot be said 
to have contrived the structure of an epic poem, and therefore owes reverence 
to that vigour and amplitude of mind to which all generations must be 
indebted for the art of poetical narration, for the texture of the fable, the 
variation of incidents, the interposition of dialogue, and all the stratagems 
that surprise and enchain attention. But, of all the borrowers from Homer, 
Milton i3 perhaps the least indebted. He was naturally a thinker for him- 
self, confident of his own abilities, and disdainful of help or hindrance: he 
did not refuse admission to the thoughts or images of his predecessors, but 
he did not seek them. From his contemporaries he neither courted nor 
received support; there is in his writings nothing by which the pride of other 
authors might be gratified, or favour gained; no exchange of praise, nor 
solicitation of support. His great works were performed under discounte- 
nance, and in blindness; but difficulties vanished at his touch; he was born 
for whatever is arduous ; and his work is not the greatest of heroic poems, 
only because it is not the first. 
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F the great author of ‘‘ Hudibras” there is a life prefixed to the 
later editions of his poem, by an unknown writer, and therefore 
. of disputable authority; and some account is incidentally given 
Si] by Wood, who confesses the uncertainty of his own narrative; 
more however than they knew cannot now be learned, and 
nothing remains but to compare and copy them. 

SAMUEL BUTLER was born in the parish of Strensham in Worcestershire, 
according to his biographer, in 1612. This account Dr. Nash finds confirmed 
by the register. He was christened Feb. 14. 

His father’s condition is variously represented. Wood mentions him as 
competently wealthy; but Mr. Longueville, the son of Butler’s principat 
friend, says he was an honest farmer with some small estate, who made a 
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shift te educate his son at the grammar-school of Worcester, under Mr. 
Henry Bright,* from whose care he removed for a short time to Cambridge ; 
but, for want of money, was never made a member of any college. Wood 
leaves us rather doubtful whether he went to Cambridge or Oxford; but at 
last makes him pass six or seven years at Cambridge, without knowing in 
what hall or college; yet it can hardly be imagined that he lived so long in 
either university, but as belonging to ong house or another; and it is still 
less likely that he could have so long inhabited a place of learning with so 
little distinction as to leave his residence uncertain. Dr. Nash has discovered 
that his father was owner of a house and a little land, worth about eight 
pounds a year, still called Butler's tenement. 

Wood has his information from his brother, whose narrative placed him 
at Cambridge, in opposition to that of his neighbours, which sent him to 
Oxford. The brother's seems the best authority, till, by confessing his 
inability to tell his hall or college, he gives reason to suspect that he was 
resolved to bestow on him an academical education; but durst not name a 
college, for fear of detection. 

He was for some time, according to the author of his Life, clerk to Mr. 
Jclenys of Iarl's Croomb in Worcestershire, an eminent justice of the peace. 

n his service he had not only leisure for study, but for recreation: his amuse- 
wnents were music and painting; and the reward of his pencil was the friend- 
ship of the celebrated Cooper. Some pictures, said to be his, were shown to 
Dr, Nash, at Earl’s Croomb; but, when he inquired for them some years 
afterwards, he found them destroyed, to stop windows, and owns that they 
hardly deserved a better fate, 

He was afterwards admitted into the family of the Countess of Kent, where 
he had the use of a library; and so much recommended himsclf to Selden, 
that he was often employed by him in literary business. Selden, as is well 
known, was Steward to the countess, and is supposed to have gaincd much 
of his wealth by managing her estate. 

In what character Butler was admitted into that lady’s service, how long 
he continued in it, and why he left it, is, like the other incidents of his life, 
utterly unknown. 

The vicissitudes of his condition placed him afterwards in the family of Sir 
Samuel Luke, one of Cromwell's officers. Here he observed so much of the 
character of the sectaries, that he is said to have written or begun his poem 
at this time; and it is likely that such a design would be formed in a place 


* These are the words of the author of the short account of Butler prefixed to 
Hudibras, which Dr. Johnson, notwithstanding what he says above, scems to have 
supposed was written by Mr. Longueville, the father; but the contrary is to be in- 
ferred from a subsequent passage, wherein the author laments that he had neither 
such an acquaintance nor intcrest with Mr, Longueville as to procure from him the 
golden remains of Butler there mentioned. He was probably led into this mistake by 
. oes the Biog. Brit. p. 1077, signifying that the son of this gentleman was living 
n 1736, * 

Of this friend and generous patron of Butler, Mr. William Longueville, I find an 
account, written by a person who was well acquainted with him, to this effect, viz. 
that he was a conveyancing lawyer, and a bencher of the Inner Temple, and had 
raised himself from a low beginning to very great eminence in that profession; that 
he was cloquent and learned, of spotless integrity; that he supported an aged father 
who had ruined his fortunes by extravagance, and by his industry and application re- 
edified a ruined family ; that he supported Butler, who, but for him, must literally 
have starved; and received from him as arccompense the papers callod his Remains, 
Life of the Lord-keeper Guilford, p. 289. These have since been given to the publie 
by Mr. ‘T'hyer of Manchester; and the originals are now in the hands of the Rev, Dr. 
Farmer, master of Emanuel College, Cambridge, 
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where he saw the principles and practices of the rebels, audacious and un- 
disguised in the confidence of success. 

At length the king returned, and the time came in which loyalty hoped 
for its reward. Butler, however, was only made secretary to the Earl of 
Carbery, president of the principality of Wales; who conferred on him the 
stewardship of Ludlow Castle, when the Court of the Marches was revived. 

In this part of his life, he married Mrs. Herbert, a gentlewoman of a good 
family; and lived, says Wood, upon her fortune, having studicd the common 
law, but never practised it. A fortune she had, says his biographer, but it 
was lost by bad securities. 

In 1663 was published the first part, containing three cantos, of the poem 
of “' Hudibras,” which, as Prior relates, was made known at court by the taste 
and influence of the Iarl of Dorset. When it was known, it was necessarily 
admired: the king quoted, the courtiers studicd, and the whole party of the 
royalists applauded it. Every eye watched for the golden shower which was 
to fall upon the author, who certainly was not without his part in the general 
expectation. 

In 1664 the second part appeared ; the curiosity of the nation was rekindled, 
and the writer was again praised and elated. But praise was his whole 
reward, Clarendon, says Wood, gave him reason to hope for ‘ places and 
employments of value and credit ;” but no such advantages did he ever 
obtain. It is reported that the king once gave him three hundred guincas ; 
but of this temporary bounty I find no proof. 

Wood relates that he was secretary to Villiers, Duke.of Buckingham, 
when he was Chancellor of Cambridge : this is doubted by the other writer, 
who yet allows the duke to have been his frequent benefactor. ‘That both 
these accounts are false there is reason to suspect, from a story told b 
Packe, in his account of the Life of Wycherley ; and from some verses which 
Mr, Thyer has published in the author’s Remains. 

‘‘Mr. Wycherley,”’ says Packe, ‘‘ had always laid hold of an opportunity 
which offered of representing to the Duke of Buckingham how well Mr. 
Butler had deserved of the royal family, by writing his inimitable ‘ Hudi- 
bras ;’ and that it was a reproach to the court, that a person of his loyalty 
and wit should suffer in obscurity, and under the wants he did. ‘The duke 
always scemed to hearken to him with attention enough; and after sonie 
time undertook to recommend his prctensions to his Majesty. Mr. Wycher- 
ley, in hopes to keep him steady to his word, obtained of his grace to name 
a day, when he might introduce that modest and unfortunate poet to his 
new patron. At last an appointment was made, and the place of meeting 
was agreed to be the Roebuck. Mr. Butler and his friend attended ac- 
cordingly ; the duke joined them ; but as the d——1 would have it, the door 
of the room where they sat was open, and his grace, who had seated himself 
near it, observing a pimp of his acquaintance (the creature too was « knight) 
trip by with a brace of ladies, immediately quitted his engagement to follow 
another kind of business, at which he was more ready than in doing good 
offices to men of desert, though no one was better qualified than he, both in 
regard to his fortune and understanding, to protect them, and from that 
time to the day of his death poor Butlcr never found the least effect of his 
promise !’’ 

Such is the story. The verses are written with a degree of acrimony, such 
as neglect and disappointment might naturally excite ; and such as it would 
be hard to imagine Butler capable of expressing against a man who had any 
claim to his gratitude. 

Notwithstanding this discouragement and neglect, he still prosecuted his 
design; and in 1678 published the third part, which still leaves the 
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poem imperfect and abrupt. How much more he originally intended, of 
with what events the action was to be concluded, it is vain to conjecture. — 
Nor can it be thought strange that he should stop here, however unex- 
pectedly. To write without reward is sufficiently unpleasing. He had now 
arrived at an age when he might think it proper to be in jest nolonger, and 
perhaps his health might now begin to fail. 

He died in 1680 ; and Mr. Longueville, having unsuccessfully solicited a 
subscription for his interment in Westminster Abbey, buried him at his own 
cost in the churchyard of Covent Garden.* Dr. Simon Patrick read the 
service. 

Granger was informed by Dr. Pearce, who named for his authority Mr. 
Lowndes, of the Treasury, that Butler had a yearly pension of a hundred 
pounds. This is contradicted by all tradition, by the complaints of Oldham, 
and by the reproaches of Dryden; and I am afraid will never be confirmed. 

About sixty years afterwards, Mr. Barber, a printer, Mayor of London, 
and a friend to Butler's principles, bestowed on him a monument in West- 
minster Abbey, thus inscribed ; 


M. S. 
SAMUELIS BUTLERI, 
Qui Strenshamie in agro Vigorn. nat. 1612, 
obiit Lond. 1680, 

Vir doctus imprimis, acer, integer ; 
Operibus Ingenii, non item premiis, felix: 
Satyrici apud nos Carminis Artifex egregius 3 
Quo simulate Religionis Larvam dctraxit, 
Et Perduellinm scelera liberrima exagitavit ; 
Scriptorum it. suo genere, Primus et Postremus. 
Ne, cx. vivo deerant ferd omnia, 
Deesset etiam mortuo Tumulus, 

Hoe tandem posito marmore, curavit 
JOHANNES BagBeEr, Civis Londinensis, 1721. 

After his death were published three small volumes of his posthumous 
works : I know not by whom collected, or by what authority ascertained ;t 
and, lately, two volumes more have been printed by Mr. Thyer of Man- 
chester, indubitably genuine. From none of these pieces can his life be 
traced, or his character discovered. Some verses in the last collection show 
him to have been among those who ridiculed the institution of the Royal 
Society, of which theenemies were for some time very numerous and very acri- 
monious, for what reason it is hard to conceive, since the philosophers pro- 
fessed not to advance doctrines, but to produce facts ; and the most zealous 
enemy of innovation must admit the gradual progress of experience, how- 
ever he may oppose hypothetical temerity. 

In this mist of obscurity passed the life of Butler, a man whose name can 
only perish with his language. The mode and place of his education are 
unknown ; the events of his life are variously related ; and all that can be 
told with certainty is, that he was poor. 

The poem of Hudibras is one of those compositions of which a nation 
may justly boast ; as the images which it exhibits are domestic, the senti- 
ments unborrowed and unexpected, and the strain of diction original and 
peculiar. We must not, however, suffer the pride, which we assume as the 
countrymen of Butler, to make any encroachment upon justice, nor appro- 
priate those honours which others have a right to share. The poem of 


* In a note in the “ Biographia Britannica,” &. 1075, he is said, on the authority of 
the younger Mr. Longueville, to have lived for some years in Rose-street, Covent 
Garden, and also that he died there; the latter of these particulars is rendered highly 
probable, by his being interred in the cemetery of that parish. 

t+ They were collected into one, and published in 12ma, 1792, 
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**Hudibras " is not wholly English ; the original idea is to b3 found in the 
history of Don Quixote ; a book to which a mind of the greatest powers may 
be indebted without disgrace. 

Cervantes shows a man, who having, by the incessant perusal of incredible 
tales, subjected his understanding to his imagination, and familiarized his 
mind by pertinacious meditation to trains of incredible events, and scenes 
of impossible existence, goes out in the pride of knighthood to redress 
wrongs, and defend virgins, to rescue captive princesses, and tumble usurp- 
ers from their thrones ; attended by a squire, whose cunning, too low for the 
suspicion of a generous mind, enables him often to cheat his master. 

The hero of Butler is a Presbyterian justice, who, in the confidence of legal 
authority and the rage of zealous ignorance, ranges the country to repress 
superstition and correct abuses, accompanied by an Independent clerk, dis- 
putatious and obstinate, with whom he often debates, but never conquers him, 

Cervantes had so much kindness for Don Quixote that, however he embar- 
rasses him with absurd distresses, he gives him so much sense and virtue as 
may preserve our esteem ; wherever he is, or whatever he does, he is made 
by matchless dexterity commonly 1idiculous, but never contemptible. 

But for poor Hudibras, his poet had no tenderness; he chooses not 
that any pity should be shown or respect paid him ; he gives him up at once 
to laughter and contempt, without any quality that can dignify or protect him. 

In forming the character of Hudibras, and describing his person and 
habiliments, the author seems to labour with a tumultuous confusion of dis- 
Similar ideas. He had read the history of the mock knights-errant ; he 
knew the notions and manners of a Presbyterian magistrate, and tried to 
unite the absurdities of both, however distant, in one personage. ‘Thus he 
gives him that pedantic ostentation of knowledge which has no relation to 
chivalry, and loads him with martial encumbrances that can add nothing to 
his civil dignity. He sends him out a colonelling, and yet never brings him 
within sight of war. 

If Hudibras be considered as the representative of the Presbyterians, 
it is not easy to say why his weapons should be represented as ridiculous or 
useless ; for whatever judgment might be passed upon their knowledge or their 
arguments, experience had sufficiently shown that their swords were not to 
be despised. , 

The hero, thus compounded of swaggerer and pedant, of knight and 
justice, is led forth to action, with his squire Ralpho, an Independent en- 
thusiast. 

Of the contexture of events planned by the author, which is called the 
action of the poem, since it is left imperfect, no judgment can be made. It 
is probable that the hero was to be led through many luckless adventures, 
which would give occasion, like his attack upon the dear and fiddle, to ex- 
pose the ridiculous rigour of the sectaries ; like his encounter with Sidrophel 
and Whacum, to make superstition and credulity contemptible ; or, like his 
recourse to the low retailer of the law, discover the fraudulent practices of 
different professions, 

What series of events he would have formed, or in what manner he would 
have rewarded or punished his hero, it is now vain to conjecture. His work 
must have had, as it seems, the defect which Dryden imputes to Spenser ; . 
the action could not have been one ; there could only have been a succession 
of incidents, each of which might have happened without the rest, and which 
could not all co-operate to any single conclusion. 

The discontinuity of the action might however have been easily forgiven, 
if there had been action enough: but I believe every reader regrets the 
paucity of events, and complains that in the poem of Hudibras, as in the 
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history of Thitcydides, there is more said than done. The scenes are too 
seldom changed, and the attention is tired with long conversation. 

_ It is indeed much more easy to form dialogues than to contrivé utlven- 
tures, lLvery position makes way for an arguinent, and every objection dic- 
tates an answer. When two disputants are engaged upon a complicated 
and extensive question, the difficulty is not to continue, but to end the con- 
troversy. But whethcr it be that we comprehend but few of the possibilities 
of life, or that life itself affords little variety, every man who has tried knows 
how much labour it will cost to form such a combination of circumstances 
as shall have at once the grace of novelty and credibility, and delight fancy 
without violence to reason. 

Perhaps the dialogue of this poem is not perfect. Some power of engag- 
ing the attention might have becn added to it by quicker reciprocation, by 
seasonable interruptions, by sudden questions, and by a nearcr approach to 
dramatic sprightliness ; without which, fictitious speeches will always tire, 
however sparkling with sentenccs, and however variegated with allusions. 

The great source of pleasure is varicty. Uniformity must tire at last, 
though it be uniformity of exccllence. We love to expect; and, when cx- 
pectation is disappointed or gratified, we want to be again expecting. For 
this impatience of the present, whoever would please must make provision. 
The skilful writer zavztaz, mulcet, makes a due distribution of the still and 
animated parts. It is for want of this artful intertexture, and those neces- 
sary changes, that the whole of a book may be tedious, though all the parts 
are praised. 

If unexhaustible wit could give perpetual pleasure, no eye would ever leave 
half-read the work of Butler ; for what poet has ever brought so many re- 
mote images so happily together? It is scarcely possible to peruse a page 
without finding some association of images that was never found before. 
By the first paragraph the reader is amused, by the next he is delighted, and 
by a few more strained to astonishment ; but astonishment is a toilsome 
pleasure ; he is soon weary of wondering, and longs to be diverted. 

Omnia vult belle Matho dicere, dic aliquando 
t bene, dic néutrum, dic aliquando male. 

Imagination is useless without knowlcdge ; nature gives in vain the power 
of combination, unless study and observation supply materials to be com- 
bined. Butler’s treasures of knowledge appear proportioned to his exper.se; 
whatever topic employs his mind, he shows himself qualified to expand and 
illustrate it with all the accessaries that books can furnish : he is found not 
only to have travelled the beaten road, but the by-paths of literature; not 
only to have taken general surveys, but to have examined particulars with 
minute inspection. 

If the French boast the learning of Rabelais, we need not be afraid of 
confronting them with Butler. . 

But the most valuable parts of his performance are those which retired 
study and native wit cannot supply. He that merely makes a book from 
books may be useful, but can scarcely be great. Butler had not suffered 
life to glide beside him unseen or unobserved. He had watched with great 
diligence the operations of human nature, and traced the effects of opinion, 
humour, interest, and passion. From such remarks proceeded that great 
number of sententious distichs which have passed into conversation, and are 
added as proverbial axioms to the general stock of practical knowledge. | 

When any work has been viewed and admired, the first question of in- 
telligent curiosity is, how was it performed? ‘‘ Hudibras’ was not a hasty 
effusion ; it was not produced by a sudden tumult of imagination, or a short 
paroxysm of violent labour. To accumulate such a mass of sentiments at 
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the call of accidental desire, or of sudden necessity, is beyond the redch and 
ower of the most active and comprchensive mind. I am informed b 

r. Thycr, of Manchester, the excellent editor of this author's reliques, that 
he could show something like ‘‘ Hudibras” in prose. He has in his possession 
the common-placé book, in which Butler reposited not such events ahd pre- 
cepts as dre gathered by reading, but such remarks, sitnilitudes, allusions, 
assemblages, or inferences, as occasion prompted, or meditation produced, 
those thoughts that were generated in his own mind, and mighit be usefully 
applied to some future purpose. Such is the labour of those who write for 
immortality. 

But human works are not ca found without a perishable part. Of the 
ancicnt poets every reader feels the mythology tediotts and oppressive. Of 
‘ Hudibras,”’ the manners, being founded on opinions, aretemporary and local, 
and therefore become every day less intelligible, and less striking. What 
Cicero says of philosophy is true likewise of wit and humour, that ‘‘ time 
effaces the fictions of opinions, and confirms the determinations of Nature.” 
Such manners as depend upon standing relations and general passions are 
co-extended with the race of man ; but those modifications of life and pecu- 
liarities of practice, which are the progeny of error and perversencss, or at 
best of some accidental influence or transient persuasion, must perish with 
their parents. 

Much therefore of that humour which transported the last century with 
merriment is lost to us, who do not know the sour solemnity, the sullen 
superstition, the gloomy moroseness, and the stubborn scruples, of the an- 
cient Puritans ; or, if we know them, derive our information only from books 
or from tradition, have never had them before our eyes, and cannot but 
by recollection and study understand the lines in which they are satirized. 
Our grandfathers knew the picture from the life; we judge of the life by 
contemplating the picture. 

It is scarcely possible, in the regularity and composure of the present 
time, to imagine the tumult of absurdity, and clamour of contradiction, 
which perplexed doctrine, disordered practice, and disturbed both public 
and private quiet, in that age when subordination was broken, and awe was 
hissed away ; when any unsettled innovator, who could hatch a half-formed 
notion, produccd it to the public ; when every man might become a preacher, 
and almost every preacher could collect a congregation. 

The wisdom of the nation is very reasonably supposed to reside in the 
parliament. What can be concluded of the lower classes of the people, 
when in one of the parliaments summoned by Cromwell it was seriously 
proposed, that all the records in the Tower should be btrnt, that all memory 
of things past should be effaced, and that the whole system of life should 
commence anew ? . 

We have never been witnesses of animosities excited by the use of mince 
pies and plum porridge ; nor seen with what abhorrence those, who could 
eat them at all other times of the year, would shrink from them in Decem- 
ber. An old Puritan, who was alive in my childhood, being at one of the 
feasts of the church invited by a ncighbour to partake his cheer, told him, 
that if he would treat him at an alchouse with beer, brewed for all times and 
seasons, he should accept his kindness, but would have none of his super- 
stitious meats or drinks, . 

One of the puritanical tenets was the illegality of all games of chance ; 
and he that reads ‘‘Gataker upon Lots” may see how much learning and 
reason one of the first scholars of his age thought necessary, to prove that 
it was no crime to throw a die, or play at cards, or to hide a shilling for the 
reckoning. Z 
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Astrology, however, against which so much of the satire is directed, was 
not more the folly of the Purltans than of others, It had in that time a ve 
extensive dominion. Its predictions raised hopes and fears in minds whic 
ought to have rejected it with contempt. In hazardous undertakings care 
was taken to begin under the influence of a propitious planet ; and, when 
the king was prisoner in Carisbrook Castle, an astrologer was consulted what 
bour would be found most favourable to an escape. 

What effect this poem had upon the public, whether it shamed imposture, 
or reclaimed credulity, is not easily determined. Cheats can seldom stand 
long against laughter. It is certain that the credit of planetary intelligence 
wore fast away ; though some men of knowledge, and Dryden among them, 
continued to believe that conjunctions and oppositions had a great part in 
the distribution of good or evil, and in the government of sublunary things. 

Poetical action ought to be probable upon certain suppositions, and such 
probability as burlesque requires is here violated only by one incident. No- 
thing can show more plainly the necessity of doing something, and the diffi- 
culty of finding something to do, than that Butler was reduced to transfer to 
his hero the flagellation of Sancho, not the most agreeable fiction of Cer- 
vantes ; very suitable indeed to the manners of that age and nation, which 
ascribed wonderful efficacy to voluntary penances ; but so remote from the 
practice and opinions of the Hudibrastic time, that judgment and imagina- 
tion are alike offended. 

The diction of this poem is grossly familiar, and the numbers purposely 
neglected, except in a few places where the thoughts by their native excel- 
lence secure themselves from violation, being such as mean Janguage cannot 
express, The mode of versification has been blamed by Dryden, who regrets 
that the heroic measure was not rather chosen. To the critical sense of Dryden 
the highest reverence would be due, were not his decisions often precipitate, 
and his opinions immature. When he wished to change the measure he 
probably would have been willing to change more. If he intended that, 
when the numbers were heroic, the diction should still remain vulgar, he 
planned a very heterogeneous and unnatural composition. If he preferred 
a general staieliness both of sound and words, he can be only understood to 
wish Butler had undertaken a different work. 

The measure is quick, sprightly, and colloquial, suitable to the vulgarity 
of the words and the levity of the sentiments. But such numbers and such 
diction can gain regard only when they are used bya writer whose vigour 
of fancy and copiousness of knowledge entitle him to contempt of orna- 
ments, and who, in confidence of the novelty and justness of his conceptions, 
can afford to throw metaphors and epithets away. To another that conveys 
common thoughts in careless versification, it will only be said, ‘‘ Pauper 
videri Cinna vult, et est pauper.” The meaning and diction will be worthy 
of each other, and criticism may justly doom them to perish together. 

Nor even though another Butler should arise, would another ‘‘ Hudibras” 
obtain the same regard. Burlesque consists in a disproportion between the 
style aad the sentiments, or between the adventitious sentiments and the 
fundainental subject. It therefore, like all bodies compounded of heteroge- 
neous parts, contains in ita principle of corruption. All disproportion is 
unnatural ; and from what is unnatural we can dcrive only the pleasure 
which novelty produces. We admire it awhile as a strange thing ; but when 
it is no longer strange, we perceive its deformity. It is a kind of artifice, 
which by frequent repetition detects itself ; and the reader, learning in time 
what he is to expect, lays down his book, as the spectator turns away from a 
second exhibition of those tricks, of which the only use is to show that they 
can be played. 


85 


ROCHESTER. 


OHN WILMOT, afterwards Earl of Rochester, the son of Henry, 

Earl of Rochester, better known by the title of Lord Wilmot, so 

i! often mentioned in Clarendon’s history, was born April 10, 1647, 

m8) at Ditchley, in Oxfordshire. After a grammatical education at the 

school of Burford, he entered a nobleman into Wadham College 

in 1659, only twelve years old; and in 1661, at fourteen, was, with some other 
persons of high rank, made Master of Arts by Lord Clarendon in person. 

He travelled afterwards into France and Italy; and, at his return devoted 
himself to the Court. In 1665 he went to sea with Sandwich, and dis- 
tinguished himself at Bergen by uncommon intrepidity ; and the next summer 
served again on board Sir Edward Spragge, who, in the heat of the engage~ 
ment, having a message of reproof to send to one of his captains, could find no 
man ready to carry it but Wilmot, who, in an open boat, went and returned 
amidst the storm of shot. 

But his reputation for bravery was not lasting; he was reproached with 
slinking away in street quarrels, and leaving his companions to shift as they 
could without him; and Sheffield, Duke of Buckingham, has left a story of 
his refusal to fight him. 

He had very early an inclination to intemperance, which he totally subdued 
in his travels; but, when he became a courtier, he unhappily addicted him- 
self to dissolute and vicious company, by which his principles were corrupted, 
and his manners depraved. He lost all sense of religious restraint; and, 
finding it not convenient to admit the authority of laws which he was resolved 
not to obey, sheltered his wickedness behind infidclity. 

As he excelled in that noisy and licentious merrirnent which wine excites, 
his companions eagerly encouraged him in excess, and he willingly indulged 
it; till, as he confessed to Dr. Burnet, he was for five years together con- 
tinually drunk, or so much inflamed by frequent inebriety, as in no interval 
to be master of himself. 

In this state he played many frolics, which it is not for his honour that we 
should remember, and which are not now distinctly known. He often pur- 
sued low amours in mean disguises, and always acted with great exactness 
and dexterity the characters which he assumed. 

He once erected a stage on Tower-hill, and harangued the populace as a 
mountebank ; and, having made physic part of his study, is said to have 
practised it successfully. 

He was so much in favour with King Charles, that he was made one of 
the gentlemen of the bedchamber, and comptroller of Woodstock Park. 

Having an active and inquisitive mind, he never, except in his paroxysms 
of intemperance, was wholly negligent of study: he read what is considered 
as polite learning so much, that he is mentioned by Wood as the greatest 
scholar of all the nobility, Sometimes he retired into the country, and 
amused himself with writing libels, in which he did not pretend to confine 
himself to truth. 

His favourite author in French was Boileau, and in English Cowley. 

Thus in a course of drunken gaiety, and gross sensuality, with intervals of 
study perhaps yet more criminal, with an avowed contempt of all decency 
and order, a total disregard of every moral, and a resolute denial of every 
religious obligation, he lived worthless and useless, and blazed out his youth 
and his health in lavish voluptuousness; till, at the age of one and thirty, he 
had exhausted the fund of life, and reduced himself to a state of weakness 
and decay, 
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At this time he was led to an acquaintance with Dr. Burnet, to whom he 
laid open with great freedom the tenour of his opinions, and the course of 
his life, and from whom he reccived such conviction of the reasonableness 
of moral duty, and the truth of Christianity, as produced a total change both 
of his manners and opinions. The account of those salutary conferences is 

iven by Burnet in a book, intituled, ‘‘Some passages of the Life and Death 
of John, Earl of Rochester,” which the critic ought to read for its elegance, 
the philosopher for its arguments, and the saint for its piety. Jt were an 
injury to the reader to offer him an abridgment. 

He died July 26, 1680, before he had completed his thirty-fourth year ; 
and was SO worn away by a long illness, that life went out without a struggle. 

Lord Rochester was emincnt for the vigour of his colloquial wit, and 
remarkable for many wild pranks and sallics of extravagance. The glare of 
his gencral character diffused itself upon his writings; the compositions of a 
man whose name was heard so often were certain of attention, and from 
many readers certain of applause. This blaze of reputation is not yet quite 
extinguished ; and his poetry still retains some splendour beyond that which 
genius has bestowed. 

Wood and Burnet give us rcason to believe, that much was imputed to him 
which he did not write. I know not by whom the original collection was 
made, or by what authority its genuineness was ascertained. ‘The first edition 
was published in the year of his death, with an air of concealment, professing 
in the title-page to be printed at Antwerp. 

Of some of the pieces, however, there isno doubt. The Imitation of 
Horace's Satire, the Verses to Lord Mulgrave, the Satire against Man, the 
Verses upon Nothing, and perhaps some others, are I believe genuine, and 
perhaps most of those which this collection exhibits. 

As he cannot be supposed to have found leisure for any course of con- 
tinued study, his pieces are commonly short, such as one fit of resolution 
would produce. 

His songs have no particular character; theytell, like other songs, in smooth 
and easy language, of scorn and kindness, dismission and desertion, absence 
and inconstancy, with the common-places of artificial courtship. They are 
commonly smooth and easy; but have little nature, and little sentiment. 

His imitation of Horace on Lucilius is not inclegant or unhappy. In the 
reign of Charles the Second began that adaptation, which has since been 
very frequent, of ancient poetry to present times; and perhaps few will be 
found where the parallelism is better preserved than in this. ‘The versifica- 
tion is indeed sometimes careless, but it is somctimes vigorous and weighty. 

The strongest effort of his Muse is his poem upon ‘‘ Nothing.” Me is 
Sot the first who has chosen this barren topic for the boast of his fertility. 
There is a poem called ‘‘ Nihil’ in Latin by Passerat, a poet and critic of 
the sixteenth century in France; who, in his own epitaph, expresses his 
zeal for good poetry thus: 

——— Molliter ossa quicscent; 
Sint modo carminibus non onerata malis, 

His works are not common, and therefore I shall subjoin his verses. 

In examining this performance, ‘‘ Nothing” must be considered as having 
not only a negative but a kind of positive signification; as I need not fear 
thieves, I have zothing, and nothing is a very powerful protector. In the 
first part of the sentence it is taken negatively; in the second it is taken 
positively, as an agent. In one of Boileau’s lines it was a question, whether 
he should use @ rzen faire, or, a me rien faire; and the first was preferred 
because it gave r/ez a sense in some sort positive. Nothing can be a sub- 
ject only in its positive sense, and such a sense is given it in the first line: 
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Nothing, thou elder brother ev’n to shade, 
In this line, I know not whether he does not allude to a curious book ‘De 
Umbra,” by Wowerus, which, having told the qualities of shade, concludes 
with a poem in which are these lines ; 

Jam primum terram validis cireumspice claustris 

Suspensam totam, decus admirabile mundi, 

Terrasque tractusque maris, camposque liquentes 

Aeris ct vasti laqueata palatia coli 

Omnibus umBRa prior. 

The positive sense is generally preserved with great skill through the whole 
poem; though sometimes, in a subordinate sense, the negative xothing is 
injudiciously mingled. Passerat confounds the two senscs. 

Another of his most vigorous pieces is his Lampoon on Sir Car Scroop, 
who, ina Poem called ‘‘’The Praise of Satire,” had some lines like these :* 

He who can push into a midnight fray 

Bis brave companion, and then run away, 
Leaving him to be murder’d in the strect, 
Then put it off with some buffoon conccits 
Him, thus dishonoured, for a wit you own, 
And court him as top fiddler of the town. 

This was meant of Rochester, whose duffoon conceit was, I suppose, a 
saying often mentioned, that every man would be a coward tf he durst,; and 
drew from him those furious verses; to which Scroop made in reply an epi- 
gram, ending with these lines: 

Thou canst hurt no man’s fame with thy ill word; 
Thy pen is full as harmless as thy sword, 

Of the satire against Man, Rochester can only claim what remains when 
all Boileau’s part is taken away. 

In all his works there is a sprightliness and vigour, and everywhere may 
be found tokens of a mind which study might have carricd to excellence. 
What more can be expected from a life spent in ostentatious contempt of 
regularity, and ended before the abilities of many other men begin to be 
displayed ? 





Poema clarissimt virt, foannis Passeratit, Regit in Academia Parisienss 
Professoris, ad ornatissimum virum Lrricunm Memmium., 
Janus adest, fest poscunt sua dona Kalendm; 
Munus aoest festis quod possim offerre Kalendis, 
Siccine Castalius nobis exaruit humor ? 
Usque adeo ingenii nostri est exhausta facultas, 
Immunem ut videat redeuntis janitor anni P 
Quod nusquam est, potius nova per vestigia quxeram. 
Ecce autem partes dum sese versat in omncs, 
Invenit mea Musa NIHIL, ne despice munus, 
Nam NIHIL est gemmis, NIHIL est prctiosius auro, 
Hue animun, hue igitur vultus adverte benignos : 
Res nova natrratur que nulli audita priorum, 
Ausonii et Graii dixerunt cetera vates, 
Ausoniz indictum nrm11 est Greceque Camene. 
E celo quacunque Ceres sua pee arva, 
Aut genitor liquidis orbem complectitur ulnis 
Oceanus, Nru11 interitus et originis expers. 
Immortale NIHIL, NImIL omni parte beatum, 
Sp si hinc majestas et vis divina prebatur, 
umquid honore Deim, numquid dignabimur arts F 
Conspcctu lucis NIHIL est jucundius almm, 
Vere NIHIL, NIHIL irriguo formosius horto, 


* I quote from memory. 
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Floridius pratis, Zephyri clementius aura; 

In bello sanctum NIHIL est, Martisque tumultu : 
Justum in pace NIHIL, NIHIL est in federe tutum. 
Felix cui nraru est; (fuerant hac vota Tibullo) 

Non timet insidias; fures, incendia temnit: 
Sollicitas sequitur nullo sub judice lites. 

Mlle ipse invictis qui subjicH omnia fatis 

Zenonis sapiens, NIHIL admiratur et optat; 
Socraticique gregis fuit ista scientia quondam, 
Scire N1IAIL, studio cui nunc incumbitur uni. 

Nec quicquam in ludo mavult didicisse juventus, 
Ad magnas quia ducit opes, et culmen honorum, 
Nosce nim11, nosces fertur quod Pythagores 
Grano hercre fabs, cui vox adjuncta negantis, 
Multi Mercurio freti duce viscera terre 

Pura liquefaciunt simul, ct patrimonia miscent, 
Arcano instantes operi, et carbonibus atris, 

Qui tandem exhausti damnis, fractique labore, 
Inveniunt atque inventum NIHIL usque requirunt, 
Hoc dimetiri non ulla decempeda possit, 

Nee numeret Libycw numerum qui callet arene : 
Et Phebo ignotum ninIL est, NIHIL altius astris, 
Tuque, tibi licet eximium sit mentis acumen, 
Omnem in naturam penetrans, et in abdita rerum, 
Pace tua, Memmi, nrart ignorare vidéris. 

Sole tamen NIHIL est, et puro clarius igne. 

Tange NIHIL, dicesque N1nIL sine corpore tangi. 
Cerne NiInIL, cerne dices N1HIL absque colore. 
Surdum audit loquiturque NIHIL sine voce, volatque 
Absque ope pennarum, et graditur sine cruribus ullis, 
Absque loco motuque N1H1L per inane vagatur, 
Humano generi utilius nru11 arte medendi. 

Ne rhombos igitur, neu Thessala murmura tentet 
Idaliaé vacuum trajectus arundine pectus, 

Neu legat Ideo Dicteeum in vertice gramen. 
Vulncribus sevi NIHIL auxiliatur amoris. 

Vexerit et quemvis ct trans mcestas portitor undas, 
Ad superos imo nraiz hune revocabit ab Orco, 
Inferni N1H11 inflectit prwecordia regis, 
Parcarumque colos, et inexorabile pensum. 
Obruta Phiegrsis campis Titania pubes 

Fulminco sensit NrH1L esse potentius ictu: 
Porrigitur magni NIHIL extra menia mundi : 
Diique NIHIL metuunt, Quid longo carmine plura 
Commemorem? virtute N1H1L prestantius ipsa, 
Splendidius nruin est; n1m1L est Jove denique majua, 
Sed tempus finem argutis imponere nugis: 

Ne tibi si multaé Jandem mea carmina charté, 

De NIHILO NIHILI pariant fastidia versus. 


ed 
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1 ENTWORTH DILLON, Earl of Roscommon, was the son of 
James Dillon and Elizabeth Wentworth, sister to the Earl of 
Strafford. He was born in Ireland during the lieutenancy of 
Strafford, who, being both his uncle and his godfather, gave him 
his own surname. His father, the third Earl of Roscommon, 
had been converted by Usher to the Protestant religion ; and when the Popish 
rebellion broke out, Strafford thinking the family in great danger from 
the fury of the Irish, sent for his godson, and placed him at his own seat in 
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Yorkshire, where he was instructed in Latin; which he learned so as to 
write it with purity and elegance, though he was never able to retain the 
rules of grammar. 

Such is the account given by Mr. Fenton, from whose notes on Waller 
most of this account must be borrowed, though I know not whether all that 
he relates is certain. The instructor whom he assigns to Roscommon is one 
Dr. Hall, by whom he cannot mean the famous Hall, then an old man 
and a bishop. 

When the storm broke out upon Strafford, his house was a shelter no 
longer; and Dillon, by the advice of Usher, was sent to Caen, where the 
Protestants had then an university, and continued his studies under Bochart. 

Young Dillon, who was sent to study under Bochart, and who is repre- 
sented as having already made great proficiency in literature, could not be 
more than nine years old. Strafford went to govern Ireland in 1633, and 
was put to death eight years afterwards. That he was sent to Caen is 
certain: that he was a great scholar, may be doubted. 

At Caen he is said to have had some preternatural intelligence of his 
father’s death. 

‘‘The Lord Roscommon, being a boy of ten years of age, at Caen in Nor- 
mandy, one day was, as it were, madly extravagant in playing, leaping, 
getting over the tables, boards, &c. He was wont to be sober enough ; they 
said, God grant this bodes no ill luck! In the heat of this extravagant fit, 
he cries out, My futher zs dead. A fortnight after, news came from Ireland 
that his father was dead. ‘This account I had from Mr. Knolles, who was 
his governor, and then with him,—since secretary to the Earl of Strafford; 
and I have heard his lordship’s relations confirm the same."—Audrey's MZis- 
cellany, 

The present age is very little inclined to favour any accounts of this kind, 
nor will the name of Aubrey much recommend it to credit; it ought not, 
however, to be omitted, because better evidence of a fact cannot easily be 
found than is here offered ; and it must be by preserving such relations that 
we may at last judge how much they are to be regarded. If we stay to 
examine this account, we shall see difficulties on both sides: here is a 
relation of a fact given by a man who had no interest to deceive, arid who 
could not be deceived himself; and here is, on the other hand, a miracle 
which produces no effect ; the order of nature is interrupted to discover not 
a future, but only a distant event, the knowledge of which is of no use to 
him to whomit is revealed. Between these difficulties what way shall be 
found? Is reason or testimony to be rejected? I believe what Osborne says 
of an appearance of sanctity may be applied to such impulses or anticipations 
as this: Do not wholly slight them, because they may be true; but do not 
easily trust them, because they may be false. 

The state both of England and Ireland was at this time such, that he 
who was absent from either country had very little temptation to return; and 
therefore Roscommon, when he left Caen, travelled into Italy, and amused 
himself with its antiquities, and particularly with medals, in which he 
acquired uncommon skill. | 

At the Restoration, with the other friends of monarchy, he came to Eng- 
land, was made captain of the band of pensioners, and learned so much of 
the dissoluteness of the court, that he addicted himself immoderately te 
gaming, by which he was engaged in frequent quarrels, and which undoubt- 
edly brought upon him its usual concomitants, extravagance and distress. 

After some time, adispute about part of his estate forced him into Ireland, 
where he was made by the Duke of Ormond captain of the guards, and met 
with an adventure thus related by Fenton: 
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‘‘He was at Dublin as much as ever distempered with the same fatal 
affection for play, which engaged him in one adventure that well deserves 
to be related. As he returned to his lodgings from a gaming-table, he was 
attacked in the dark by three ruffians, who were employed to assassinate 
him, The earl defended himself with so much resolution, that he despatched 
one of the aggressors: whilst a gentleman, accidentally passing that way, 
interposed, and disarmed another : the third secured himself by flight. ‘This 
gencrous assistant was a disbanded officer, of a good family and fair reputa- 
tion; who, by what we call the partiality of fortune, to avoid censuring the 
iniquitics of the times, wanted even a plain suit of clothcs to make a decent 
appearance at the castle. But his lordship, on this occasion, presenting him 
to the Duke of Ormond, with great importunity prevailed with his grace, 
that he might resign his post of captain of the guards to his friend ; which 
for about three years the gentleman enjoyed, and, upon his death, the duke 
returned the commission to his generous benefactor.” 

When he had finished his business, he returned to London; was made 
Master of the Horse to the Duchess of York ; and married the Lady I‘rances, 
daughter of the Karl of Burlington, and widow of Colonel Courteney. 

He now busied his mind with literary projects, and formed the plan of a 
society for refining our language and fixing its standard : zz zmdtation, says 
Fenton, of those learned and polite societies with which he had been ac- 
guainted abroud. in this design his friend Dryden is said to have assisted 
him. 

The same design, it is well known, was revived by Dr. Swift in the ministry 
of Oxford ; but it has never since been publicly mentioned, though at that 
time great expectations were formed by some of its establishment and its 
effects, Such a socicty might, perhaps, without much difficulty, be col- 
lected ; but that it would produce what is expected from it may be doubted. 

The Italian academy seems to have obtained itsend. The language was 
refined, and so fixed, that it has changed but little. The French academy 
thought that they refined their language, and doubtless thought rightly ; but 
the event has not shown that they fixed it; for the French of the present 
time is very different from that of the last century. 

In this country an academy could be expected to do but little. If an 
academician’s place were profitable, it would be given by interest ; if atten- 
dance were gratuitous, it would be rarely paid, and no man would endure 
the least disgust. Unanimity is impossible, and debate would separate the 
assembly. 

But suppose the philological decree made and promulgated, what woul¢ 
be its authority? In absolute gavernments, there is sometimes a general 
reverence paid to all that has the sanction of power, and the countenance of 
greainess. How little this is the state of our country needs not to be-told. 
We live in an age in which it is a kind of public sport to refuse all respect 
that cannot be enforced. ‘The edicts of an English academy would probably 
be read by mauy, only that they might be sure to disobey them. 

That our language is In perpetual danger of corruption cannot be denied : 
but what prevention can be found? The present manners of the nation 
would deride authority ; and therefore nothing is left but that every writer 
should criticise himself. 

All hopes of new literary institutions were quickly suppressed by the con- 
tentious turbulence of King James's reign ; and Roscommon, foreseeing that 
some violent concussion of the state was at hand, purposed to retire to Rome, 
alleging, that, 2¢ was best to sit near the chimney when the chamber smoked ; 
a sentence, of which the application seems not very clear. 

His departure was delayed by the gout; and he was so impatient either 
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of hindrance or of pain, that he submitted himself to a French empiric, who 
is said to have repelled the disease into his bowels. 

At the moment in which he expired, he uttered, with an energy of voice 
that expressed the most fervent devotion, two lines of his own version of 
Dies fre: 

My God, my Father, and my Friend, 
Do not forsake me in my end. 

He died in 1684 ; and was buried with great pomp in Westminster Abbey, 

His poctical character is given by Mr. Fenton : 

‘*In his writings,” says Fenton, ‘‘ we view the image of a mind which was 
naturally serious and solid ; richly furnished and adorned with all the orna- 
ments of learning, unaffectcdly disposed in the most regular and elegant 
order. His imagination might have probably been more fruitful and 
sprightly, if his judgment had been less severe. But that severity (delivered 
in a masculine, clear, succinct style) contributed to make him so eminent in 
the didactical manner, that no man, with justice, can affirm he was cver 
equalled by any of our nation, without confessing at the same time that he 
is inferior to none. In some other kinds of writing his genius seems to have 
wanted fire to attain the point of perfection ; but who can attain it ?” 

From this account of the riches of his mind, who would not imagine 
that they had been displayed in large volumes and numcrous performances ? 
Who would not, after the perusal of this character, be surprised to find that 
all the proofs of this genius, and knowledge, and judgment, are not sufficient 
to form a single book, or to appear otherwise than in conjunction with the 
works of some other writer of the same petty size?* But thus it is that 
characters are written : we know somewhat, and we imagine the rest. ‘The 
observation, that his imagination would probably have been more fruitful 
and sprightly, if his judgment had been Jess severe, may be answered, by a 
remarker somewhat inclined to cavil, by a contrary supposition, that his 
judgment would probably have been less severe, if his imagination had been 
more fruitful. It is ridiculous to oppose judgment to imagination ; for it 
does not appear that men have necessarily less of one as they have more of 
the other. 

We must allow of Roscommon, what Fenton has not mentioned so dis- 
tinctly as he ought, and what is yet very much to his honour, that he is 
perhaps the only correct writer in verse before Addison; and that, if there 
are not sO many or so great beauties in his compositions as in those of some 
contemporaries, there are at least fewer faults. Nor is this his highest praise ; 
for Mr, Pope has celebrated him as the only moral writer of King Charles's 
reign ; 

. Unhappy Dryden | in all Charles’s dayg, 

Roscommon only boasts unspotted lays. 


His great work is his ‘‘Essay on Translated Verse :” of which Dryden 
writes thus in the preface to his Miscellanies : 

‘Tt was my Lord Roscommon’s ‘Essay on Translated Verse,’’’ says 
Dryden, ‘‘ which made me uneasy, till I tried whether or no I was capable of 
following his rules, and of reducing the speculation into practice. For many 


* They were published, together with those of Duke, in an octavo volume, in 1717, 
The editor, whoever he was, professes to have taken great care to procure and insert 
all ofhis lordship’s poems that are truly genuine. The truth of this assertion is flatly 
denied by the author of an account of Mr. John Pomfret, prefixed to his Remains 3 
who asserts, that the “ Prospect of Death” was written by that person many yeare 
after Lord Roscommon’s decease; as also, that the paraphrase of the “Prayer of 
Jeremy” was written by a gentleman of the name of Southcourt, living in the year 
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a fair precept in poetry is like a seeming demonstration in mathematics, very 
specious in the diagram, but failing in the mechanic operation. I think I 
have generally observed his instructions: I am sure my reason is sufficiently 
convinced both of their truth and usefulness; which, in other words, is to 
confess no less a vanity than to pretend that I have, at least in some places, 
made examples to his rules.” 

This declaration of Dryden will, I am afraid, be found little more than one 
of those cursory civilities which one author pays to another; for when the 
sum of Lord Roscommon's precepts is collected, it will not be easy to dis- 
cover how they can qualify their reader for a better performance of trans- 
lation than might have been attained by his own reflections. 

He that can abstract his mind from the elegance of the poetry, and confine 
it to the sense of the precepts, will find no other direction than that the 
author should be suitable to the translator's genius; that he should be such 
as may deserve a translation ; that he who intends to translate him should 
endeavour to understand him; that perspicuity should be studied, and un- 
usual and uncouth names sparingly inserted ; and that the style of the original 
should be copied in its elevation and depression. ‘These are the rules that 
are celebrated as so definite and important: and for the delivery of which to 
mankind so much honour has been paid. Roscommon had indeed deserved 
his praises, had they been given with discernment, and bestowed not on the 
rules themselves, but the art with which they are introduced, and the deco- 
rations with which they are adorned. 

The Essay, though generally excellent, is not without its faults. The story 
of the Quack, borrowed from Boileau, was not worth the importation: ke 
has confounded the British and Saxon mythology: 


I grant that from some mossy idol oak, 
In double rhymes, our Thor and Woden spoke. 


The oak, as I think Gildon has observed, belonged to the British Druids, 
and Thor and Woden were Saxon deities. Of the doudle rhymes, which he 
so liberally supposes, he certainly had no knowledge. 

His interposition of a long paragraph of blank verses is unwarrantly li- 
centious, Latin poets might as well have introduced a series of iambics 
among their heroics, 

His next work is the translation of the Art of Poetry; which has received, 
in my opinion, no less praise than it deserves. Blank verse, left merely to 
its numbers, has little operation either on the ear or mind: it can hardly 
support itself without bold figures and striking images. A poem frigidly 
didactic, without rhyme, is so near to prose, that the reader only scorns it 
for pretending to be verse. 

Having disentangled himself fron the difficulties of rhyme, he may justly 
be expected to give the sense of Horace with great exactness, and to sup- 
press no subtlety of sentiment for the difficulty of expressing it. This de- 
mand, however, his translation will not satisfy; what he found obscure, I 
do not know that he has ever cleared. 

Among his smaller works, the ‘‘ Eclogue of Virgil’ and the ‘‘ Dies Ire” 
are well translated; though the best line in the ‘‘Dies Ire” is borrowed 
from Dryden. In return, succeeding poets have borrowed from Roscommon, 

In the verses on the ‘‘ Lap-dog,”’ the pronouns fou and you are offen- 
sively confounded : and the turn at the end is from Waller. 

His versions of the two odes of Horace are made with great liberty, which 
is not recompensed by much elegance or vigour, 

His political verses are sprightly, and when they were written rnust have 
been very popular, 
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Of the scene of Guarini, and the prologue of Pompey, Mrs. Philips, in 
her letters to Sir Charles Cotterel, has given the history. 

‘‘Lord Roscommon,” says she, ‘‘is certainly one of the most promising 
young noblemen in Ireland. He has paraphrased a Psalm admirably; and 
a scene of Pastor Fido very finely, in some places much better than Sir 
Richard Fanshaw. This was undertaken merely in compliment to me, who 
happened to say that it was the best scene in Italian, and the worst in Eng- 
lish. He was only two hours about it. It begins thus: 

Dear happy groves, and you the dark retreat 
Of silent horror, Rest’s eternal seat.” 

From these lines, which are since somewhat mended, it appears that he 
did not think a work of two hours fit to endure the eye of criticism without 
revisal, 

When Mrs. Philips was in Ireland, some ladies that had seen her trans- 
lation of Pompey, resolved to bring it on the stage at Dublin ; and, to pro- 
mote their design, Lord Roscommon gave them a prologue, and Sir Edward 
Dering an epilogue; ‘‘ which,’’ says she, ‘‘are the best performances of 
those kinds I ever saw.” If this is not criticism, it is at least gratitude. 
The thought of bringing Caesar and Pompey into Ireland, the only country 
over which Czesar never had any power, is lucky. 

Of Roscommon’s works the judgment of the public seems to be right. 
He is elegant, but not great ; he never labours after exquisite beauties, and 
he seldom falls into gross faults. His versification is smooth, but rarely 
vigorous; and his rhymes are remarkably exact. He improved taste, if he 
did not enlarge knowledge, and may be numbered among the benefactors to 
English literature, 

omen eraror omen 
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| little is known; nor is there any part of that little which his bio- 
| grapher can take pleasure in relating. 

He was born at Trottin, in Sussex, March 3, 1651, the son of 
Mr. Humphrey Otway, rector of Woolbeding. From Win- 
chester School, where he was educated, he was entered, in 1669, a com- 
moner of Christ Church; but left the university without a degree, whether 
for want of money, or from impatience of academical restraint, or mere 
eagerness to mingle with the world, is not known. 

It seems likely that he was in hope of being busy and conspicuous : for he 
went to London, and commenced player; but found himself unable to gain 
any reputation on the stage.* | 

This kind of inability he shared with Shakspeare and Jonson, as he shared 
likewise some of their excellences. It seems reasonable to expect that a 
great dramatic poet should without difficulty become a great actor; that he 
who can feel, could express ; that he who can excite passion, should exhibit 
with great readiness its external modes ; but since experience has fully proved 
that of those powers, whatever be their affinity, one may be possessed in a 
great degree by him who has very little of the other; it must be allowed 
that they depend upon different faculties, or on different use of the same 
faculty; that the actor must have a pliancy of mien, a flexibility of counte- 


* In Roscius Anglicanus, by Downes the prompter, p. 34, we learn that it was the 
character of the King in Mrs. Behn’s “Forced Marriages; or, The Jealous Bride- 
m,”’ which Mr. Otway attempted to perform, and failetin, This eyent appears to 

ave happened in the year 1672. 
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money and the customs of life, we may reckon more than equivalent to ten 
thousand at the present time. 

He was educated, by the care of his mother, at Eton ; and removed after- 
wards to King’s College, in Cambridge. He was sent to parliament in his 
eighteenth, if not in his sixteenth year, and frequented the court of James 
the First, where he heard a very remarkable conversation, which the writer 
of the Life prefixed to his Works, who seems to have been well informed of 
facts, though he may sometimes err in chronology, has delivered as indubi- 
tably certain : 

‘‘He found Dr. Andrews, Bishop of Winchester, and Dr. Neale, Bishop 
of Durham, standing behind his Majesty's chair ; and there happened some- 
thing extraordinary,’ continues this writer, ‘‘in the conversation those pre- 
lates had with the king, on which Mr. Waller did often reflect. His Majesty 
asked the bishops, ‘My Lords, cannot I take my subjects’ money, when I 
want it, without all this formality of parliament?’ The Bishop of Durham 
readily answered, ‘God forbid, Sir, but you should : you are the breath of 
our nostrils.’ Whereupon the king turned and said to the Bishop of Win- 
chester, ‘Well, my Lord, what say you?’ ‘Sir,’ replied the bishop, ‘I have 
no skill to judge of parliamentary cases.’ The king answered ‘ No put-offs, 
my Lord ; answer me presently.’ ‘Then, Sir,’ said he, ‘I think it is lawful 
for you to take my brother Neale’s money ; for he offers it.’ Mr. Waller 
said the company was pleased with this answer, and the wit of it seemed to 
affect the king ; for a certain lord coming in soon after, his Majesty cried 
out, ‘Oh, my lord, they say you lig with my Lady.’ ‘No, Sir,’ says his 
lordship in confusion ; ‘but I like her company, because she has so much 
wit.’ ‘Why, then,’ says the king, ‘do you not lig with my Lord of Win- 
chester there?’ ”’ 

Waller's political and poetical life began nearly together. In his eighteenth 
year he wrote the poem that appears first in his works, on ‘‘the Prince's 
Escape at St. Andero:” a piece which justifies the observation made by one ot 
his editors, that he attained, by a felicity like instinct, a style which perhaps 
will never be obsolete ; and that ‘‘ were we to judge only by the wording, we 
could not know what was wrote at twenty, and what at fourscore.’”’ His 
versification was, in his first essay, such as it appears in his last performance. 
By the perusal of Fairfax’s translation of Tasso, to which, as Dryden* re- 
lates, he confessed himself indebted for the smoothness of his numbers, and 
by his own nicety of observation, he had already formed such a system of 
metrical harmony as he never afterwards much needed, or much endea- 
voured, to improve. Denham corrected his numbers by experience, and 
gained ground gradually upon the ruggedness of his age; but what was 
acquired by Denham was inherited by Waller. ; 

The next poem, of which the subject seems to fix the time, is supposed by 
Mr. Fenton to be the ‘‘ Address to the Queen,” which he considers as con- 
gratulating her arrival, in Waller's twentieth year. He is apparently mis- 
taken ; for the mention of the nation’s obligations to her frequent pregnancy 
proves that it was written when she had brought many children. We hava 
therefore no date of any other poetical production before that which the 
murder of the Duke of Buckingham occasioned ; the steadiness with which 
the king received the news in the chapel deserved indeed to be rescued from 
oblivion. 

Neither of these pieces that seem to carry their own dates could have been 
the sudden effusion of fancy. In the verses on the Prince's escape, the pre- 
diction of his marriage with the Princess of France, must have been written 


* Preface to his Fables. 
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after the event; in the other, the promises of the king's kindness to the 
descendants of Buckingham, which could not be properly praised till it had ap- 
peared by its effects, show that time was taken for revision and improvement. 
It is not known that they were published till they appeared long afterwards 
with other poems, 

Waller was not one of those idolaters of praise who cultivate their minds 
at the expense of their fortunes. Rich as he was by inheritance, he took 
care early to grow richer, by marrying Mrs. Banks, a great heiress in the 
city, whom the interest of the court was employed to obtain for Mr. Crofts, 
Having brought him a son, who died young, and a daughter, who was after- 
wards married to Mr. Dormer, of Oxfordshire, she died in childbed, and 
left him a widower of about five-and-twenty, gay and wealthy, to please him- 
self with another marriage. 

Being too young to resist beauty, and probably too vain to think himself 
resistible, he fixed his heart, perhaps half fondly and half ambitiously, upon 
the Lady Dorothea Sidney, eldest daughter of the Earl of Leicester, whom 
he courted by all the poetry in which Sacharissa is celebrated ; the name is 
derived from the Latin appellation of sugar, and implies, if it means any~ 
thing, a spiritless mildness, and dull good-nature, such as excites rather ten- 
derness and esteem, and such as, though always treated with kindness, is 
never honoured or admired. 

Yet he describes Sacharissa as a sublime predominating beauty, of lofty 
charms, and imperious influence, on whom he looks with amazement rather 
than fondness, whose chains he wishes, though in vain, to break, and whose 
presence is wzze that zzflames to madness. 

His acquaintance with this high-born dame gave wit no opportunity of 
boasting its influence ; she was not to be subdued by the powers of verse, 
but rejected his addresses, it is said, with disdain, and drove him away to 
solace his disappointment with Amoret or Phillis. She married in 1639 the 
Earl of Sunderland, who died at Newbury in the king's cause; and, in 
her oid age, meeting somewhere with Waller, askcd him, when he would 
again write such verses upon her ; ‘‘ When you are as young, Madam,” said 
he, ‘‘and as handsome as you were then.” 

In this part of his life it was that he was known to Clarendon, among the 
rest of the men who were eminent in that age for genius and literature ; but 
known so little to his advantage, that they who read his character will not 
much condemn Sacharissa, that she did not descend from her rank to his 
embraces, nor think every excellence comprised in wit. 

The lady was, indeed, inexorable; but his uncommon qualifications, 
though they had no power upon her, recommended him to the scholars and 
statesmen ; and undoubtedly many beauties of that time, however they might 
receive her love, were proud of his praises. Who they were, whom he dig- 
nifies with poetical names, cannot now be known. Amoret, according to 
Mr. Fenton, was the Lady Sophia Murray. Perhaps by traditions pre- 
served in families more may be discovered. 

From the verses written at Penshurst, it has been collected that he diverted 
his disappointment by a voyage; and his biographers, from his poem on the 
Whales, think it not improbable that he visited the Bermudas ; but it seems 
much more likely that he should amuse himself with forming an imaginary 
scene, than that so important an incident, as a visit to America, should have 
been left floating in conjectural probability. 

_ From his twenty-eighth to his thirty-fifth year, he wrote his pieces on the 
Reduction of Sallee; on the Reparation of St. Paul's; to the King on his 
Navy; the Panegyric on the Queen Mother; the two poems to the Earl of 
Northumberland ; and perhaps others, of which the time cannot be discovered, 
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to obey, that Commonwealth soon came to ruin: their Legem rogare grew 
quickly to be a Legem ferre: and after, when their legions had found that 
they could make a Dictator, they never suffered the senate to have a voice 
any more in such election. 

‘‘ If these great innovations proceed, I shall expect a flat and level in learn- 
ing too, as well as in church preferments: Honos alit Artes. And though 
it be true, that grave and pious men do study for learning-sake, and embrace 
virtue for itself ; yet it is true, that youth, which is the season when learning 
{s gotten, is not without ambition ; nor will ever take pains to excel in any 
thing, when there is not some hope of excelling others in reward and dignity, 

‘* There are two reasons chiefly alleged against our church government. 

‘* First, Scripture, which, as some men think, points out another form. 

‘Second, the abuses of the present superiors. 

‘Kor Scripture, I will not dispute it in this place; but I am confident 
that, whenever an equal division of lands and goods shall be desired, there 
will be as many places in Scripture found out, which seem to favour that, 
as there are now alleged against the prelacy or preferment of the Church. 
And, as for abuses, when you are now in the remonstrance told what this 
and that poor man hath suffered by the Bishops, you may be presented with 
a thousand instances of poor men that have received hard measure from 
their landlords; and of worldly goods abused, to the injury of others, and 
disadvantage of the owners. 

‘‘ And therefore, Mr. Speaker, my humble motion is, that we may settle 
men's minds herein; and by a question, declare our resolution, Zo reform, 
that is, xot to abolish, Episcopacy.”’ 

It cannot but be wished that he, who could speak in this manner, had 
been able to act with spirit and uniformity. 

When the Commons began to set the royal authority at open defiance, 
Waller is said to have withdrawn from the house, and to have returned with 
the king’s permission; and, when the king set up his standard, he sent him 
a thousand broad-pieces. He continued, however, to sit in the rebellious 
conventicle ; but ‘‘spoke,” says Clarendon, ‘‘ with great sharpness and free- 
dom, which, now there was no danger of being out-voted, was not re- 
Strained ; and therefore used as an argument against those who were gone 
upon pretence that they were not suffered to deliver their opinion freely in 
the House, which could not be believed, when all men knew what liberty 
Mr. Waller took, and spoke every day with impunity against the sense and 
proceedings of the House.” 

Waller, as he continued to sit, was one of the commissioners nominated 
by the Parliament to treat with the king at Oxford; and when they were 
presented, the king said to him, ‘Though you are the last, you are not the 
Jowest nor the least in my favour.” Whitelock, who, being another of the 
commissioners, was witness of this kindness, imputes it to the king's know- 
ledge of the plot, in which Waller appeared afterwards to have bcen en- 
gaged against the Parliament. Fenton, with equal probability, believes that 
his attempt to promote the royal cause arose from his sensibility of the 
king’s tenderness. Whitelock says nothing of his behaviour at Oxford: he 
was sent with several others to add pomp to the commission, but was not 
one of those to whom the trust of treating was imparted. 

The engagement, known by the name of Waller's plot, was soon after- 
wards discovered. Waller had a brother-in-law, Tomkyns, who was clerk 
of the Queen’s council, and at the same time had a very numerous acquaint- 
ance, and great influence, in the city. Waller and he, conversing with great 
confidence, told both their own secrets and those of their friends; and, sur- 
veying the wide extent of their conversation, imagined that they found in 
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the majority of all ranks great disapprobation of the violence of the Com- 
mons, and unwillingness to continue the war. They knew that many 
favoured the king, whose fear concealed their loyalty; and many desired 
peace, though they durst not oppose the clamour for war; and they imagined 
that, if those who had these good intentions should be informed of their 
own strength, and enabled by intelligence to act together, they might over- 
power the fury of sedition, by refusing to comply with the ordinance for the 
twentieth part, and the other taxes levied for the support of the rebel army, 
and by uniting great numbers in a petition for peace. They proceeded 
with great caution. Three only met in one place, and no man was allowed 
to impart the plot to more than two others; so that, if any should be sus- 
pected or seized, more than three could not be endangered. 

Lord Conway joined in the design, and, Clarendon imagines, incidentally 
mingled, as he was a soldier, some martial hopes or projects, which however 
were only mentioned, the main design being to bring the loyal inhabitants 
to the knowledge of each other; for which purpose there was to be appointed 
one in every district, to distinguish the friends of the king, the adherents to 
the Parliament, and the neutrals, How far they proceeded does not appear; 
the result of their inquiry, as Pym declared,* was, that within the walls, for 
one that was for the Royalists, there were three against them; but that without 
the walls, for one that was against them, there were five for them. Whether 
this was said from knowledge or guess, was perhaps never inquired. 

It is the opinion of Clarendon, that in Wallcr's plan no violence or san- 
guinary resistance was comprised ; that he intended only to abate the con- 
fidence of the rebels by public declarations, and to weaken their powers by 
an opposition to new supplies. This, in calmer times, and more than this, 
is done without fear; but such was the acrimony of the Commons, that no 
method of obstructing them was safe. 

About this time another design was formed by Sir Nicholas Crispe, a man 
of loyalty, that deserves perpetual remembrance: when he was a merchant 
in the city, he gave and procured the king, in his exigencies, an hundred 
thousand pounds; and, when he was driven from the Ixchange, raised a 
regiment, and commanded it. 

Sir Nicholas flattered himself with an opinion, that some provocation 
would so much exasperate, or some opportunity so much encourage, the 
king's friends in the city, that they would break out in open resistance, and 
would then want only a lawful standard, and an authorized commander; and 
extorted from the king, whose judgment too frequently yielded to impor- 
tunity, a commission of array, directed to such as he thought proper to 
nominate, which was sent to London by the Lady Aubigny. She knew not 
what she carried, but was to deliver it on the communication of a certain 
token which Sir Nicholas imparted. 

This commission could be only intended to lie ready till the time should 
require it. To have attempted to raise any forces, would have been cer- 
tain destruction ; it could be of use only when the forces should appear. 
This was, however, an act preparatory to martial hostility. Crispe would 
undoubtedly have put an end to the session of Parliament, had his strength 
been equal to his zeal ; and out of the design of Crispe, which involved very 
little danger, and that of Waller, which was an act purely civil, they com- 
pounded a horrid and dreadful plot. 

The discovery of Waller’s design is variously related. In ‘‘Clarendon’s 
History” jt is told, that a servant of Tomkyns, lurking behind the hangings 
when his master was in conference with Waller, heard enough to qualify 
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him for an informer, and carried his intelligence to Pym. A manuscript, 

uoted in the ‘‘ Life of Waller,” relates, that ‘‘he was betrayed by his sister 

rice, and her Presbyterian chaplain Mr. Goode, who stole some of his 
papers; and if he had not strangely dreamed the night before, that his 
sister had betrayed him, and thereupon burnt the rest of his papers by the 
fire that was in his chimney, he had certainly lost his life by it." ‘The question 
cannot be decided, It is not unreasonable to belicve that the men in power, 
receiving intelligence from the sister, would employ the servant of Tomkyns 
to listen at the conference, that they might avoid an act so offensive as that 
of destroying the brother by the sister’s testimony. 

The plot was published in the most terrific manner. 

On the 31st of May, (1643), at a solemn fast, when they were listening to 
the sermon, a messenger entered the church, and communicated his errand 
to Pym, who whispered it to others that were placed near him, and then 
went with them out of the church, leaving the rest in solicitude and amaze- 
ment. ‘They immediately sent guards to proper places, and that night 
apprehended Tomkyns and Waller; having yet traced nothing but that 
letters had been intercepted, from which it appears that the parliament and 
the city were soon to be delivered into the hands of the cavaliers. 

They perhaps yet knew little themselves, beyond some general and in- 
distinct notices. ‘‘ But Waller,” says Clarendon, ‘‘was so confounded with 
fear, that he confessed whatever he had heard, said, thought, or seen; all 
that he knew of himself, and all that he suspected of others, without con- 
cealing any person of what degree or quality soever, or any discourse which 
he had ever upon any occasion entertained with them; what such and such 
ladies of great honour, to whom, upon the credit of his wit and great repu- 
tation, he had been admitted, had spoken to him in their chambers upon the 
proceedings in the Houses, and how they had encouraged him to oppose 
them; what correspondence and intercourse they had with some Ministers 
of State at Oxford, and how they had conveyed all intelligence thither.” He 
accused the Earl of Portland and Lord Conway as co-operating in the 
transaction; and testified that the Earl of Northumberland had declared 
himself disposed in favour of any attempt that might check the violence of 
the Parliament, and reconcile them to the king. 

He undoubtedly confessed much which they could never have discovered, 
and perhaps somewhat which they would wish to have been suppressed ; for 
it is inconvenient in the conflict of factions, to have that disaffection known 
which cannot safely be punished. 

‘Tomkyns was seized on the same night with Waller, and appears likewise 
to have partaken of his cowardice ; for he gave notice of Crispe’s commission 
of array, of which Clarendon never knew how it was discovered. ‘Tomkyns 
had been sent with the token appointed, to demand it from Lady Aubigny, 
and had buried it in his garden, where, by his direction, it was dug up; and 
thus the rebels obtained, what Clarendon confesses them to have had, the 
original copy. 

It can raise no wonder that they formed one plot out of these two designs, 
however remote from each other, when they saw the same agent employed 
in both, and found the commission of array’ in the hands of him who was 
employed in collecting the opinions and affections of the people. 

Of the plot, thus combined, they took care to make the most. ‘They sent 
Pym among the citizens, to tell them of their imminent danger, and happy 
escape ; and inform them, that the design was ‘‘to seize the Lord Mayor 
and all the Committee of Militia, and would not spare one of them.” They 
drew up a vow and covenant, to be taken by every member of either House, 
by which he declared his detestation of all conspiracies against the Parlia- 
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ment, and his resolution to detect and oppose them. They then appointed 
a day of thanksgiving for this wonderful delivery; which shut out, says 
Clarendon, all doubts whether there had been such a deliverance, and 
whether the plot was real or fictitious. 

On June rz, the Earl of Portland and Lord Conway were committed, one 
to the custody of the mayor, and the other of the sheriff: but their lands 
and goods were not seized. 

Waller was still to immerse himself deeper in ignominy. The Earl of 
Portland and Lord Conway denied the charge ; and there was no evidence 
against them but the confession of Waller, of which undoubtedly many 
would be inclined to question the veracity. With these doubts he was so 
much terrified, that he endeavoured to persuade Portland to a declaration 
like his own, by a letter extant in Fenton's edition. ‘‘ But for me,” says he, 
**you had never known anything of this business, which was prepared for 
another; and thercfore I cannot imagine why you should hide it so far as to 
contract your own ruin by concealing it, and persisting unreasonably to 
hide that truth, which, without you, already is, and will every day be made 
more manifest. Can you imagine yourself bound in honour to keep that 
secret, which is already revealed by another? or possible it should still be 
a secret, which is known to one of the other sex ?—If you persist to be cruel 
to yourself for their sakes who deserve it not, it will nevertheless be made 
appear, ere long, I fear, to your ruin. Surely, if I had the happiness to 
wait on you, I could move you to compassionate both yourself and me, who, 
desperate as my case is, am desirous to die with the honour of being known 
to have declared the truth. You have no reason to contend to hide what 
is already revealed—inconsiderately to throw away yourself, for the interest 
of others, to whom you are less obliged than you are aware of.” 

This persuasion seems to have had little effect. Portland scent (June 29) a 
letter to the Lords, to tell them, that he ‘‘is in custody, as he conccives, 
without any charge; and that, by what Mr. Waller hath threatened him 
with since he was imprisoned, he doth apprehend a very cruel, long, and 
ruinous restraint :—He therefore prays, that he may not find the effects of 
Mr. Waller's threats, a long and close imprisonment; but may be speedily 
brought to a legal trial, and then he is confident the vanity and falschood of 
those informations which have been given against him will appear.”’ 

In consequence of this letter, the Lords ordered Portland and Waller to 
be confronted ; when the one repeated his charge, and the other his denial. 
The examination of the plot being continued (July 1), Thinn, usher of the 
House of Lords, deposed, that Mr. Waller having had a conference with the 
Lord Portland in an upper room, Lord Portland said, when he came down, 
‘‘Do me the favour to tell my Lord Northumberland, that Mr. Waller has 
extremely pressed me to save my own life and his, by throwing the blame 
upon the Lord Conway and the Earl of Northumberland.” 

Waller, in his letter to Portland, tells him of the reasons which he could 
urge with resistless efficacy in a personal conference ; but he overrated his 
own oratory; his vehemence, whether of persuasion or entreaty, was re- 
turned with contempt. 

One of his arguments with Portland is, that the plot is already known to 
a woman. This woman was doubtless Lady Aubigny, who, upon this 
occasion, was committed to custody ; but who, in reality, when she delivered 
the commission, knew not what it was: 

The Parliament then proceeded against the conspirators, and committed 
their trial to a council of war. Tomkyns and Chaloner were hanged near 
their own doors. ‘Tomkyns, when he came to die, said it was a foolish busi- 
ness ; and indeed there seems to have been no hope that it should escape 
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discovery ; for, though never more than three met at a time, yet a design sa 
extensive must, by necessity, be communicated to many who could not be 
expected to be all faithful, and all prudent. Chaloner was attended at his 
execution by Hugh Peters. His crime was, that he had commission to raise 
money for the king ; but it appears not that the money was to be expended 
upon the advancement of either Crispe’s or Waller's plot. 

The Earl of Northumberland, being too great for prosecution, was only 
once examined before the Lords. The Earl of Portland and Lord Conway 
persisting to deny the charge, and no testimony but Waller's yet appearing 
against them, were, after a long imprisonment, admitted to bail. Hassel, 
the king’s messenger, who carried the letters to Oxford, died the night before 
his trial. Hampden [Alexander] escaped death, perhaps by the interest of his 
family ; but was kept in prison to the end of his life. They whose names 
were inserted in the commission of array were not capitally punished, as it 
could not be proved that they had consented to their own nomination ; but 
they were considered as malignants, and their estates were seized. 

‘‘ Waller, though confessedly,” says Clarendon, ‘‘the most guilty, with 
incredible dissimulation affected such a remorse of conscience, that his trial 
was put off, out of Christian compassion, till he might recover his under- 
standing.” What use he made of this interval, with what liberality and 
success he distributed flattery and money, and how, when he was brought 
(July 4) before the House, he confessed and lamented, and submitted and 
implored, may be read in the ‘‘ History of the Rebellion” (B. vii.). The 
speech, to which Clarendon ascribes the preserva‘ion of his dearv-bought life, 
is inserted in his works. The great historian, however, seems to have been 
mistaken in relating that he prevailed in the principal part of his supplica- 
tion, zot to be tried by a council of war; for, according to Whitelock, he was 
by expulsion from the house abandoned to the tribunal which he so much 
dreaded, and, being tried and condemned, was reprieved by Essex ; but after 
@ year’s imprisonment, in which time resentment grew less acrimonious, 
paying a fine of ten thousand pounds, he was permitted to recollect himself 
én another country. 

Of his behaviour in this part of his life, it is not necessary to direct the reader's 
opinion. ‘‘ Let us not,” says his last ingenious biographer, ‘‘condemn him 
with untempered severity, because he was not a prodigy which tne world hath 
aoe seen, because his character included not the poet, the orator, and the 

ero.” 

For the place of his exile he chose France, and stayed some time at Roan, 
where his daughter Margaret was born, who was afterwards his favourite, 
and his amanuensis. He then removed to Paris, where he lived with great 
splendour and hospitality; and from time to time amused himself with 
poetry, in which he sometimes speaks of the rebels, and their usurpation, in 
the natural language of an honest man. 

At last it became necessary, for his support, to sell his wife’s jewels ; and 
being reduced, as he said, at last fo the rump-jewel, he solicited from Crom- 
well permission to return, and obtained it by the interest of Colonel Scroop, 
to whom his sister was married. Upon the remains of a fortune, which the 
danger of his life had very much diminished, he lived at Hallbarn, a house 
built by himself very near to Beaconsfield, where his mother resided. His 
mother, though related to Cromwell and Hampden, was zealous for the 
royal cause, and, when Cromwell visited her, used to reproach him; he, in 
return, would throw a napkin at her, and say he would not dispute with his 
aunt; but finding in time that she acted for the king, as well as talked, he 
made her a prisoner to her own daughter, in her own house. If he would 
do anything, he could not do less, 
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Cromwell, now Protector, received Waller, as his kinsman, to familiar 
conversation. Waller, as he used to relate, found him sufficiently versed in 
ancient history; and, when any of his enthusiastic friends came to advise or 
consult him, could sometimes overhear him discoursing in the cant of the 
times : but, when he returned, he would say, ‘‘ Cousin Waller, I must talk to 
these men in theirown way :” and resumed the common style of conversation. 

He repaid the Protector for his favours (1654) by the famous Panegyric, 
which has been always considered as the first of his poetical productions, 
His choice of encomiastic topics is very judicious ; for he considers Crom- 
well in his exaltation, without inquiring how he attained it; there is con- 
sequently no mention of the rebel or the regicide. All the former part of 
his hero's life is veiled with shades; and nothing is brought to view but 
the chief, the governor, the defender of England’s honour, and the enlarger 
of her dominion. The act of violence by which he obtained the supreme 
power is lightly treated, and decently justified. It was certainly to be desired 
that the detestable band should be dissolved, which had destroyed the Church, 
murdered the king, and filled the nation with tumult and oppression ; yet 
Cromwell had not the right of dissolving them, for all that he had before 
done could be justified only by supposing them invested with lawful autho- 
rity. But combinations of wickedness would overwhelm the world by the 
advantage which licentious principles afford, did not those, who have long 
practised perfidy, grow faithless to each other. 

In the poem on the War with Spain are some passages at least equal to 
the best parts of the Panegyric; and, in the conclusion, the poet ventures 
yet a higher flight of flattery, by recommending royalty to Cromwell and the 
nation. Cromwell was very desirous, as appears from his conversation, 
related by Whitelock, of adding the title to the power of monarchy, and is 
supposed to have been withheld from it partly by fear of the army, and partly 
by fear of the laws, which, when he should govern by the name of king, 
would have restrained his authority. When therefore a deputation was 
solemnly sent to invite him to the crown, he, after a long conference, refused 
it, but is said to have fainted in his coach, when he parted from them. 

The poem on the death of the Protector scems to have been dictated by 
real veneration for his memory. Dryden and Sprat wrote on the same occa- 
sion ; but they were young men, struggling into notice, and hoping for some 
favour from the ruling party. Waller had little to expect ; he had regeived _.. 
nothing but his pardon from Cromwell, and was not likely to ask anything 
from those who should succeed him. 

Soon afterwards, the Restoration supplied him with another subject ; and 
he exerted his imagination, his elegance, and his melody, with equal alacrity, 
for Charles the Second. It is not possible to read, without some contempt 
and indignation, poems of the same author, ascribing the highest degree of 
power and piety to Charles the First, then transferring the same Jower and 
piety to Oliver Cromwell ; now inviting Oliver to take the crown, and then 
congratulating Charles the Second on his recovered right. Neither Crom- 
well nor Charles could value his testimony as the effect of conviction, or 
receive his praises as effusions of reverence ; they could consider them but 
as the labour of invention, and the tribute of dependence. 

Poets, indeed, profess fiction ; but the legitimate end of fiction is the con- 
veyance of truth; and he that has flattery ready for all whom the vicissitudes 
of the world happen to exalt, must be scorned as a prostituted mind, that 
may retain the glitter of wit, but has lost the dignity of virtue. 

The Congratulation was considered as inferior in poetical merit to the © 
Panegyric; and it is reported, that, when the king told Waller of the dis- 
parity, he answered, ‘‘ Poets, Sir, succeed better in fiction than in truth.” 
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The Congratulation is indeed not inferior to the Panegyric, either by 
decay of genius, or for want of diligence ; but because Cromwell had done 
much, and Charles had done little. Cromwell wanted nothing to raise him 
to heroic excellence but virtue ; and virtue his poet thought himself at liberty 
tosupply. Charles had yet only the merit of struggling without success, 
and suffering without despair. A life of escapes and indigence could supply 
poctry with no splendid images. 

In the first parliament summoned by Charles the Second (March 8, 1661) 
Waller sat for Hastings, in Sussex, and served for different places in all the 
parliaments of that reign. Ina time when fancy and gaiety were the most 
powerful recommendations to regard, it is not likely that Waller was for- 
gotten. He passed his time in the company that was highest, both in rank and 
wit, from which even his obstinate sobriety did not exclude him. Though 
he drank water, he was enabled by his fertility of mind to heighten the mirth 
of Bacchanalian assemblies ; and Mr. Saville said, that ‘‘no manin England 
should keep him company without drinking but Ned Waller.” 

The praise given him by St. Evremond is a proof of his reputation ; for it 
was only by his reputation that he could be known, as a writer, to a man 
who, though he lived a great part of a long life upon an English pension, 
als consented to understand the language of the nation that maintained 

im. 

In Parliament, ‘‘he was,” says Burnet, ‘‘ the delight of the house, and 
though old, said the liveliest things of any among them.” This, however, is 
said in his account of the year seventy-five, when Waller was only seventy. 
His name asa speaker occurs often in Grey’s Collections ; but I have found 
no extracts that can be more quoted as exhibiting sallies of gaiety than 
cogency of a, “ent. 

He was cp-. *h consideration, that his remarks were circulated and re- 
corded. When the Duke of York's influence was high, both in Scotland 
and England, it drew, says Burnet, a lively reflection from Waller the cele- 
brated wit. He sid, ‘'the House of Commons had resolved that the duke 
should n¢t reign after the king’s death : but the king, in opposition to them, 
had reSOjyed that’ he should reign even in his life.” If there appear no 
extraordihary /zvedéiness in this remark, yet its reception proves the speaker 
to have been a cej¢brated wit, to have had a name which men of wit were 
proud of mentioning. 

He did not sutter his reputation to die gradually away, which may easily 
happen in a long life, but renewed his claim to poetical distinction from time 
to time, as occasions were offered, either by public events or private inci- 
dents ; and contenting himself with the influence of his Muse, or loving quiet 
better than influence, he never accepted any office of magistracy. 

‘He was not, however, without some attention to his fortune ; for he asked 
from the King (in 1665) the provostship of Eton college, and obtained it ; 
but Clarendon refused to put the seal to the grant, alleging that it could be 
held only by a clergyman. Itis known that Sir Henry Wotton qualified 
himself for it by deacon’s orders. 

To this opposition, the Biographia imputes the violence and acrimony with 
which Waller joined Buckingham’s faction in the prosecution of Clarendon. 
The motive was illiberal and dishonest, and showed that more than sixty 
years had not been able to teach him morality. His accusation is such as 
conscience can hardly be supposed to dictate without the help of malice, 
‘‘ We were to be governed by Janizaries instead of parliaments, and are in 
danger from a worse plot than that of the fifth of November; then, if the 
Lords and Commons had been destroyed, there had been a succession ; but 
here both had been destroyed for ever,” This is the language of a man who 
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is glad of an opportunity to rail, and ready to sacrifice truth to interest at 
one time, and to anger at another. 

A year after the chancellor's banishment, another vacancy gave him en- 
courgement for another petition, which the King referred to the Council, 
who, after hearing the question argued by lawyers for three days, determined | 
that the office could be held only by a clergyman, according to the act of 
uniformity, since the provosts had always received institution as for a parson- 
age from the bishops of Lincoln. The King then said, he could not break 
the law which he had made ; and Dr. Zachary Cradock, famous for a single 
sermon, at most for two sermons, was chosen by the Fellows. 

That he asked anything else is not known ; it is certain that he obtained 

nothing, though he continued obsequious to the court through the rest of 
Charles's reign. 

At the accession of King James (in 1685) he was chosen for parliament, 
being then fourscore, at Saltash, in Cornwall ; and wrote a Presage of the 
Downfall of the Turkish Empire, which he presented to the king on his 
birthday. It is remarked, by his commentator Fenton, that in reading Tasso he 
had early imbibed a veneration for the heroes of the Holy War, and azcalous 
enmity to the Turks, which never left him. James, however, having soon 
after begun what he thought a holy war at home, made haste to put all 
molestation of the ‘Turks out of his power. 

James treated him with kindness and familiarity, of which instances are 
given by the writer of his life. One day, taking him into the closet, the king 
asked him how he liked one of the pictures; ‘‘ My eyes,” said Wallcr, ‘‘are 
dim, and I do notknow it.” The king said it was the Princess of Orange. 
‘* She is,” said Waller, ‘‘ like the greatest woman in the world.”” The king 
asked who was that; and was answered, Queen [lizabeth. ‘‘I wonder,” 
said the king, ‘‘ you should think so; but I must confess she had a wise 
council.” ‘And, Sir,” said Waller, ‘‘did you ever know a fool choose a 
wise one?” Such is the story, which I once heard of some other man. 
Pointed axioms, and acute replies, fly loose about the world, and are as- 
signed successively to those whom it may be the fashion to celebrate. 

When the king knew that he was about to marry his daughter to Dr, 
Birch, a clergyman, he ordered a French gentleman to tell him, that ‘‘the 
king wondered he could think of marrying his daughter to a falling church.” 
‘‘The king,” said Waller, ‘‘does me great honour, in taking notice of my 
domestic affairs; but I have lived long enough to observe that this falling 
church has got a trick of rising again.”’ 

He took notice to his friends of the king’s conduct ; and said that ‘‘he 
would be left like a whale upon the strand.”” Whether he was privy to any 
of the transactions that ended in the revolution, is not known. His heir 
joined the Prince of Orange, 

Having now attained an age beyond which the laws of nature seldom suffer 
life to be extended, otherwise than by a future state, he seems to have turned 
his mind upon preparation for the decisive hour, and therefore consecrated 
his poetry to devotion. It is pleasing to discover that his piety was without 
weakness ; that his intellectual powers continued vigorous ; and that the lines 
which he composed when ke, for age, could neither read nor write, are not 
inferior to the effusions of his youth. 

Towards the decline of life, he bought a small house, with a little land, at 
Coleshill ; and said, ‘‘ he should be glad to die, like the stag, where he was 
roused.” This, however, did not happen. When he was at Beaconsfield, 
he found his legs grow tumid : he went to Windsor, where Sir Charles Scar- 
borough then attended the king, and requested him, as both a friend and 
physician, to tell him, what that swelling meant, ‘‘Sir," answered Scar- 
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borough, ‘‘ your blood will run no longer.” Walier repeated some lines of 
Virgil, and went home to die. 

As the disease increased upon him, he composed himself for his departure ; 
and calling upon Dr. Birch to give him the holy sacrament, he desired his 
children to take it with him, and made an earnest declaration of his faith in 
Christianity. It now appeared what part of his conversation with the great 
could be remembered with delight. He related, that being present when the 
Duke of Buckingham talked profanely before King Charles, he said to him, 
‘My lord, Iam a great deal older than your grace, and have, I believe, 
heard more arguments for atheism than ever your grace did; but I have 
lived long enough to see there is nothing in them; and so, I hope, your 
grace will.” 

He died October 21, 1687, and was buried at Beaconsficld, with a monu- 
ment erected by his son’s executors, for which Rymer wrote the inscription, 
and which I hope is now rescued from dilapidation. 

He left several children by his second wife; of whom, his daughter was 
married to Dr. Birch. Benjamin, the eldest son, was disinherited, and sent 
to New Jersey as wanting common understanding. Edmund, the second 
son, inherited the estate, and represented Agmondesham in parliament, but 
at last turned quaker. William, the third son, was a merchant in London. 
Stephen, the fourth, was an eminent doctor of laws, and one of the com- 
missioners for the union. ‘There is said to have been a fifth, of whom no 
account has descended. 

The character of Waller, both moral and intellectual, has been drawn by 
Clarendon, to whom he was familiarly known, with nicety, which certainly 
none to whom he was not known can presume to emulate. It is therefore 
inserted here, with such remarks as others have supplied; after which, 
nothing remains but a critical examination of his poetry. 

‘Edmund Waller,” says Clarendon, ‘‘ was born to a very fair estate, by 
the parsimony, or frugality, of a wise father and mother: and he thought it 
so commendable an advantage, that he resolved to improve it with his 
utmost care, upon which in his nature he was too much intent; and in order 
to that, he was so much reserved and retired, that he was scarcely ever heard 
of, till by his address and dexterity he had gotten a very rich wife in the city, 
against all the recommendation and countenance and authority of the court, 
which was thoroughly engaged on the behalf of Mr. Crofts, and which used 
to be successful, in that age, against any opposition. He had the good for- 
tune to have an alliance and friendship with Dr. Morley, who had assisted 
and instructed him in the reading many good books, to which his natural 
parts and promptitude inclined him, especially the poets; and at the age 
when other men used to give over writing verses (for he was near thirty years 
when he first engaged himself in that exercise, at least that he was known to 
do so), he surprised the town with two or three pieces of that kind; as ifa 
tenth Muse had been newly born to cherish drooping poetry. ‘The doctor at 
that time brought him into that company, which was most celebrated for 
good conversation ; where he was received and esteemed with great applause 
and respect. He was a very pleasant discourser in earnest and in jest, and 
therefore very grateful to all kind of company, where he was not the less 
esteemed for being very rich. 

‘‘ He had been even nursed in parliaments, where he sat when he was very 
young ; and so, when they were resumed again (aftera long intermission), he 
appeared in those assemblies with great advantage; having a graceful way 
of speaking, and by thinking much on several arguments (which his temper 
and complexion, that had much of melancholic, inclined him to), he seemed 
often to speak upon the sudden, when the occasion had only administered 
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the opportunity of saying what he had thoroughly considered, which gave a 
great iustre to all he said; which yet was rather of delight than weight. 
There needs no more be said to extol the excellence and power of his wit, and 
pleasantness of his conversation, than that it was of magnitude enough to 
cover a world of very great faults ; that is, so to cover them, that they were 
not taken notice of to his reproach, viz. a narrowness in his nature to the 
lowest degree ; an abjectness and want of courage to support him in any 
virtuous undertaking ; an insinuation and servile flattery to the height, the 
vainest and most imperious nature could be contented with; that it pre- 
served and won his life from those who most resolved to take it, and in an 
occasion in which he ought to have been ambitious to have lost it; and then 
preserved him again from the reproach and the contempt that was due to 
him for so preserving it, and for vindicating it at such a price that it had 
power to reconcile him to those whom he had most offended and provoked ; 
and continued to his age with that rare felicity, that his company was ac- 
ceptable where his spirit was odious ; and he was at least pitied where he 
was most detested.” 

Such is the account of Clarendon; on which it may not be improper to 
make some remarks. 

‘* He was very little known till he had obtained a rich wife in the city.” 

He obtained a rich wife about the age of three-and-twenty ; an age, before 
which few men are conspicuous much to their advantage. He was now, 
however, in parliament and at court; and, if he spent part of his time in 
privacy, it is not unreasonable to suppose, that he endeavoured the improve- 
ment of his mind as well as his fortune. 

That Clarendon might misjudge the motive of his retirement is the more 
probable, because he has evidently mistaken the commencement of his 
poetry, which he supposes him not to have attempted before thirty. As his 
first pieces were perhaps not printed, the succession of his compositions was 
not known ; and Clarendon, who cannot be imagined to have been very 
studious of poetry, did not rectify his first opinion by consulting Waller's 
book, 

Clarendon observes, that he was introduced to the wits of the age by Dr. 
Morley ; but the writcr of his life relates that he was already among them, 
when, hearing a noise in the street, and inquiring the cause, they found a 
son of Ben Jonson under an arrest. This was Morley, whom Waller set free 
at the expense of one hundred pounds, took him into the country as director 
of his studies, and then procured him admission into the company of the 
friends of literature. Of this fact Clarendon had a nearer knowledge than 
the biographer, and is therefore more to be credited. 

The account of Waller's parliamentary eloquence is seconded by Burnet, 
who, though he calls him ‘‘the delight of the House,” adds, that ‘‘ he was 
only concerned to say that which should make him be applauded, he never 
laid the business of the House to heart, being a vain and empty, though a 
witty man.” 

Of his insinuation and flattery it is not unreasonable to believe that the 
truth is told. Ascham in his elegant description of those whom in modern 
language we term wits, says, that they are ofen flatterers, and private 
wockers. Waller showed a little of both, when, upon sight of the Duchess 
of Newcastle’s verses on the Death of a Stag, he declared that he would give 
all his own compositions to have written them, and being charged with the 
exorbitance of his adulation, answered, that ‘‘ nothing was too much to be 
given, that a lady might be saved from the disgrace of such a vile perfor- 
mance.” This however was no very mischievous or very unusual deviation 
from truth : had his hypocrisy been confined to such transactions, he might 
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have been forgiven, though not praised ; for who forbears to flatter an author 
or a lady? 

Of the laxity of his political principles, and the weakness of his resolution, 
he expcrienced the natural effect, by losing the esteem of every party. From 
Cromwell he had only his recall; and from Charles the Second, who de- 
lighted in his company, he obtained only the pardon of his relation Hamp- 
den, and the safety of Hampden’s son. 

As far as conjecture can be made from the whole of his writing, and his 
conduct, he was habitually and deliberately a friend to monarchy. His de- 
viation towards democracy proceeded from his connexion with Hampden, 
for whose sake he prosecuted Crawley with great bitterness ; and the invec- 
tive which he pronounced on that occasion was so popular, that twenty 
thousand copies are said by his biographer to have been sold in one day. 

It is confesscd that his faults still left him many friends, at least many 
companions. His convivial power of pleasing is universally acknowledged ; 
but those who conversed with him intimately; found him not only passionate, 
especially in his old age, but resentful ; so that the interposition of friends 
was sometimes necessary. 

His wit and his poetry naturally connected him with the polite writers of 
his time : he was joined with Lord Buckhurst in the translation of Corneille’s 
Pompey; and is said to have added his help to that of Cowley in the ori- 
ginal draught of the Rehearsal. 

The care of his fortune, which Clarendon imputes to him in a degree 
little less than criminal, was either not constant or not successful; for, 
having inherited a patrimony of three thousand five hundred pounds a year 
in the time of James the First, and augmented at least by one wealthy mar- 
riage, he left, about the time of the Revolution, an income of not more than 
twelve or thirteen hundred ; which, when the different value of moncy is 
reckoned, will be found perhaps not more than a fourth part of what he once 
possessed. 

Of this diminution, part was the consequence of the gifts which he was 
forced to scatter, and the fine which he was condemned to pay at the detec- 
tion of his plot; and if his estate, as is related in his life, was sequestered, 
he had probably contracted debts when he lived in exile; for we are told, 
that at Paris he lived in splendour, and was the only Englishman, except the 
Lord St. Albans, that kept a table. 

His unlucky plot compelled him to sell a thousand a year; of the waste of 
the rest there is no account, except that he is confessed by his biographer to 
have been a bad economist. He seems to have deviated from the common 
practice ; to have been a hoarder in his first years, and a squanderer in his last. 

Of his course of studies, or choice of books, nothing is known more than 
that he professed himself unable to read Chapman's translation of Homer 
without rapture. His opinion concerning the duty of a poet is contained in 
his declaration, that ‘‘ he would blot from his works any line that did not 
contain some motive to virtue.” 

The characters by which Waller intended to distinguish his writing are 
sprightliness and dignity; in his smallest pieces, he endeavours to be gay ; in 
the larger to be great. Of his airy and light productions, the chief source is 
gallantry, that attentive reverence of female excellence which has descended 
to us from the Gothic ages. As his poems are commonly occasional, and 
his addresses personal, he was not so liberally supplied with grand as with 
soft images ; for beauty is more easily found than magnanimity. 

The delicacy, which he cultivated, restrains him to a certain nicety and 
caution, even when he writes upon the slightest matter. He has, therefore, 
in his whole volume, nothing burlesque, and seldom anything ludicrous. or 
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familiar. He seems always to do his best; though his subjects are often 
unworthy of his care. 

It is not easy to think without some contempt on an author, who is growing 
illustrious in his own opinion by verses, at one time, ‘‘To a Lady, who can 
do anything but sleep, when she pleases ;” at another, ‘‘To a Lady whocan 
sleep when she pleases ;” now, ‘Toa Lady, on her passing through a crowd 
of people;” then, ‘'On a braid of divers colours woven by four Ladies ;” 
‘‘On atrce cut in paper;” or, ‘‘To a Lady, from whom he reccived the copy 
of verses on the paper-tree, which, for many years, had been missing.” 

Genius now and then produces a lucky trifle. We still read the Dove of 
Anacreon, and Sparrow of Catullus: and a writer naturally pleases himself 
with a performance, which owes nothing to the subject. But compositions 
merely pretty have the fate of other pretty things, and are quitted in time for 
something useful ; they are flowers fragrant and fair, but of short duration ; 
or they are blossoms to be valued only as they foretell fruits. 

Among Waller's little poems are some, which their excellency ought to 
secure from oblivion; as, To Amoret, comparing the different modes of 
regard with which he looks on her and Sacharissa; and the verses On 
Love, that begin, Anger in hasty words or blows. 

In others he is not equally successful; sometimes his thoughts are deficient, 
and sometimes his expression. 

The numbers are not always musical; as, 


Fair Venus, in thy soft arms 
The god of rage confine: 
For thy whispers are the charms 
Which only can divert his fiorce design, 
What though he frown, and to tumult do incline; 
Thou the flame 
Kindled in his breast canst tame 
With that snow which unmelted Hes on thino, 


He seldom indeed fetches an amorous sentiment from the depths of 
science; his thoughts are for the most part easily understood, and his images 
such as the superficies of nature readily supplics ; he has a just claim to 
popularity, because he writes to common degrees of knowledge ; and is free 
at least from philosophical pedantry, unless perhaps the end of a song to the 
Sun may be excepted, in which he is too much a Copernican. To which 
may be added the simile of the Za/m in the verses on her passing through @ 
crowd ; and a line in a more serious poem on the Restoration, about vipers 
and treacle, which can only be undcrstood by those who happen to know 
the composition of the Theriaca. 

His thoughts are sometimes hyperbolical, and his images unnatural :— 


The plants admire, 
No less than those of old did Orpheus’ lyre; 
If she sit down, with tops all tow’rds her bow’d, 
They round about her into arbours crowd ; 
Or if she walks, in even ranks they stand, 
Like some well-marshall’d and obsequious band. 


In another place ; 


While in the park I sing, the listening deer 

Attend my passion, and forget to fear : 

When to the beeches I report my flame, 

They bow their heads, as if they felt the same. 

To gods appealing, when I reach their bowers 

With loud complaints they answer me in showers, 
To thee a wild and cruel soul is given, 

More deaf than trees, and prouder than the Heaven! 
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On the head of a stag; 
O fertile head ! which every year 
Could such a crop of wonder bear! 
The teeming earth did never bring, 
So soon, so hard, so huge a thing: 
Which might it never have been cast, 
Each year’s growth added to the last, 
These lofty branches had supplied 
The earth’s bold sons’ prodigious pride: 
Heaven with these engines had been scaled, 
When mountains heap’d on mountains fail'd. 

Sometimes having succeeded in the first part, he makes a feeble conclusion. 
In the song of '‘Sacharissa’s and Amoret’s Friendship,” the two last stanzas 
ought to have been omitted. 

His images of gallantry aye not always in the highest degree delicate. 

Then shall my love this doubt displace 
And gain such trust that I may come 

And banquet sometimes on thy face, 
But make my constant meals at home, 

Some applications may be thought too remote and unconsequential ; as in 

the verses on the Lady Dancing: 
The sun in figures such as these 
Joys with the moon to play: 
To the sweet strains they advance, 
Which do result from their own spheres ; 
As this nymph’s dance 
Moves with the numbers which she hears, 
Sometimes a thought, which might perhaps fill a distich, is expanded and 
‘attenuated till it grows weak and almost evanescent. 
Chloris! since first our calm of peace 
Was frighted hence, this good we find, 
Your favours with your fears increase, 
And growing mischiefs make you kind. 
So the fair tree, which still preserves 
Her fruit, and state, while no wind blows, 
In storms from that uprightness swerves ; 
And the glad earth about her strows 
With treasure from her yiclding boughs. 

His images are not always distinct ; as, in the following passage, he con- 
founds Love as a person with Love as a passion : 

Some other nymphs, with colours faint, 
And pencil slow, may Cupid paint, 
And a weak heart in time destroy ; 

She has a stamp, and prints the boy; 
Can, with a single look, inflame 

The coldest breast, the rudest tame. 

His sallies of casual flattcry are sometimes elegant and happy, as that in 
return for the Silver Pen ; and sometimes empty and trifling, as thet upon 
the Card torn by the Queen. There are a few lines written in the Duchess’s 
Tasso, which he is said by Fenton to have kept a summer under correction. 
It happened to Waller, as to others, that his success was not always in pro- 
portion to his labour. 

Of these pretty compositions, neither the beauties nor the faults deserve 
much attention. The amorous verses have this to reeoommend them, that 
they are less hyperbolical than those of some other poets. Waller is not 
always at the last gasp; he does not die of a frown, nor live upon a smile. 
There is, however, too much love, and too many trifles. Little things are 
wade too important ; and the Empire of Beauty is represented as exerting 
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fts influence further than can be allowed by the multiplicity of human 
passions, and the variety of human wants. Such books, therefore, may be 
considered as showing the world under a false appearance, and, so far as 
they obtain credit from the young and unexperienced, as misleading expecta- 
tion, and misguiding practice. 

Of his nobler and more weighty performances, the greater part is panegy- 
rical: for of praise he was very lavish, as is observed by his imitator, Lord 
Lansdowne : 

No satyr stalks within the hallow’d ground, 
But queens and heroines, kings and gods abound ; 
Glory and arms and love are all the sound. 

In the first poem, on the danger of the prince on the coast of Spain, there 
is a puerile and ridiculous mention of Arion at the beginning ; and the last 
paragraph, on the cable, is in part ridiculously mean, and in part ridiculously 
tumid. ‘The poem, however, is such as may be justly praised, without much 
allowance for the state of our poetry and language at that time. 

The two next poems are upon the king’s behaviour at the death of Buck- 
ingham, and upon his Navy. 

He has, in the first, used the pagan deities with great propriety : 

’Twas want of such a precedent as this 
Made the old heathens frame their gods amiss. 

In the poem on the Navy, those lines are very noble which suppose the 
king’s power secure against a second deluge ; so noble, that it were almost 
criminal to remark the mistake of centre for surface, or to say that the 
empire of the sea would be worth little if it were not that the waters termi- 
nate in land. 

The poem upon Sallee has forcible sentiments ; but the conclusion is feeble. 
That on the Repairs of St. Paul’s has something vulgar and obvious ; such 
as the mention of Amp4ion ; and something violent and harsh : as, 

So all car minds with his conspire to grace 

The Gentiles’ great apostle, and deface 

These state obscuring sheds, that like a chain 
Seem’d to confine, and fetter him again : 

Which the glad saint shakes off at his command, 
As once the viper from his sacred hand, 

So joys the aged oak, when we divide 

The creeping ivy from his injured side. 

Of the two last couplets, the first is extravagant, and the second mean. 

His praise of the Queen is too much exaggerated ; and the thought, that 
he ‘‘saves lovers, by cutting off hope, as gangrenes are cured by lopping 
the limb,” presents nothing to the mind but disgust and horror. 

Of the Battle of the Summer Islands, it seems not easy to say whether it is 
intended to raise terror or merriment. The beginning is too splendid for 
jest, and the conclusion too light for seriousness. The versification is studied, 
the scenes are diligently displayed, and the images artfully amplified ; but as 
at ends neither in joy nor sorrow, it will scarcely be read a second time. 

The panegyric upon Cromwell has obtained from the public a very liberal 
dividend of praise, which however cannot be said to have been unjustly 
lavished ; forsuch a series of verses had rarely appeared before in the English 
language. Of the lines some are grand, some are graceful, and all are 
musical. ‘There is now and then a feeble verse, or a trifling thought; but 
its great fault is the choice of its hero. 

The poem of the War with Spain begins with lines more vigorous and 
striking than Waller is accustomed to produce. The succeeding parts are 
variegated with better passages and worse. There is something too tar- 
fetched in the comparison of the Spaniards drawing the English on by salut- 
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ing St. Lucar with cannon, to lambs awakening the lion by bleating. The 
fate of the Marquis and his Lady, who were burnt in their ship, would have 
moved more, had the poet not made him die like the Phoonix, because he 
had spices about him, nor expressed their affection and their end by a con- 
ceit at once false and vulgar : 

Alive, in equal flames of love they burn’d, 

And now together are to ashes turn’d. 

The verses to Charles, on his return, were doubtless intended to counter- 
balance the panegyric on Cromwell. If it has been thought inferior to that 
with which it is naturally compared, the cause of its deficience has becn 
already remarked. 

The remaining pieces it is not necessary to examine singly. They must 
be supposed to have faults and beauties of the same kind with the rest. ‘The 
Sacred Poems, however, deserve particular regard ; they were the work of 
Waller's declining life, of those hours in which he looked upon the fame 
and the folly of the time past with the sentiments which his great predecessor 
Petrarch bequeathed to posterity, upon his review of that love and poetry 
which have given him immortality. 

That natural jealousy which makes every man unwilling to allow much 
excellence in another, always produces a disposition to believe that the mind 
grows old with the body; and that he, whom we are now forced to confess 
superior, is hastening daily to a level with ourselves. By delighting to 
think this of the living, we learn to think it of the dead; and [Tenton, with 
all his kindness for Waller, has the luck to mark the cxact time when his 
genius passed the zenith, which he places at his fifty-fifth year. This is to 
allot the mind but asmall portion. Intellectual decay is doubtless not un- 
common; but it seems not to be universal. Newton was in his eighty-fifth 
year improving his chronology, 1 few days before his death ; and Waller 
appears not, in my opinion, to have lost at eighty-two any part of his 
poetical power. 

His Sacred Poems do not please like some of his other works ; but before 
the fatal fifty-five, had he written on the same subjects, his success would 
hardly have been better. 

It has been the frequent lamentation of good men, that verse has been too 
little applied to the purposes of worship, and many attempts have been 
made to animate devotion by pious poetry. That they have very seldom 
attained their end is sufficiently known, and it may not be improper to in- 
quire why they have miscarried. 

Let no pious ear be offended if I advance, in opposition to many au- 
thorities, that poetical devotion cannot often please. The doctrines of re- 
ligion may indeed be defended in a didactic poem; and he, who has the 
happy powcr of arguing in verse, will not lose it because his subject is 
sacred. A poet may describe the beauty and the grandeur of nature, the 
flowers of the spring, and the harvests of autumn, the vicissitudes of the 
tide, and the revolutions of the sky, and praise the Maker for his works, in 
lines which no reader shall lay aside. The subject of the disputation is not 
piety, but the motives to piety ; that of the description is not God, but the 
works of God. 

Contemplative piety, or the intercourse between God and the human soul, 
cannot be poetical. Man, admitted to implore the mercy of his Creator, 
and plead the merits of his Redeemer, is already in a higher state thav 
poetry can confer. 

The essence of poetry is invention ; such invention as, by producing some 
thing unexpected, surprises and delights. ‘The topics of devotion are few, 
and being few are universally known ; but, few as they are, they can be made 


WALLER. ITs 


no more; they can receive no grace from novelty of sentiment, and very 
little from novelty of expression. 

Poetry pleases by exhibiting an idea more grateful to the mind than things 
themselves afford. This effect proceeds from the display of those parts of 
nature which attract, and the concealment of those which repel, the imagina- 
tion: but religion must be shown as it is; suppression and addition equally 
corrupt it; and such as it is, it is known already. 

From poetry the reader justly expects, and from good poctry always ob- 
tains, the cnlargement of his comprehension and elevation of his fancy: but 
this is rarely to be hoped by Christians from metrical devotion. Whatever 
is great, desirable, or tremendous, is comprised in the name of the Supreme 
Being. Omnipotence cannot be exalted; Infinity cannot be amplified ; 
Perfection cannot be improved. 

The employments of pious meditation are Faith, Thanksgiving, Repen- 
tance, and Supplication.—Faith, invariably uniform, cannot be invested by 
fancy with decorations, Thanksgiving, the most joyful of all holy effusions, 
yet addressed to a Being without passions, is confined to a few modes, and 
is to be felt rather than expressed. Repentance, trembling in the presence 
of the judge, is not at lcisure for cadences and epithets. Supplication of 
man to man may diffuse itself through many topics of persuasion ; but sup- 
plication to God can only cry for mercy. 

Of sentiments purely religious, it will be found that the most simple ex- 

ression is the most sublime. Poetry loses its lustre and its power, because 
it is applied to the decoration of something more excellent than itself. All 
that pious verse can do is to help the memory and delight the ear, and for 
these purposes it may be very useful; but it supplies nothing to the mind. 
The ideas of Christian Theology are too simple for eloquence, too sacred 
for fiction, and too majestic for ornament; to recommend them by tropes 
and figures, is to magnify by a concave mirror the sidereal hemisphere. 

As much of Waller's reputation was owing to the softness and smooth- 
ness of his numbers, it is proper to consider those minute particulars to 
which a versifier must attend. 

He certainly very much excelled in smoothness most of the writers who 
were living when his poetry commenced. ‘The poets of Elizabeth had at- 
tained an art of modulation, which was afterwards neglected or forgotten. 
Fairfax was acknowledged by him as his model ; and he might have studied 
with advantage the poem of Davies,* which, though merely philosophical, 
yet seldom leaves the ear ungratified. 

But he was rather smooth than strong; of the full resounding line, which 
Pope attributes to Dryden, he has given very few examples. The critical 
See has given the praise of strength to Denham, and of sweetness to 

aller, r) 

His excellence of versification has some abatements. He uses the ex- 
pletive do very frequently; and, though he lived to see it almost universally 
ejected, was not more careful to avoid it in his last compositions than in his 
first. Praise had given him confidence; and finding the world satisfied, he 
Satisfied himself. 

His rhymes are sometimes weak words: so is found to make the rhyme 
twice in ten lines, and occurs often as a rhyme through his book. 

His double rhymes, in heroic verse, have been censured by Mrs. Phillips, 
who was his rival in the translation of Corneille’s ‘‘ Pompey;” and more 
faults might be found, were not the inquiry below attention. 


* Sir John Davies, intituled, “Nosce teipsum. This Oracle expounded in twa 


Elegies; I. Of Humane Knowledge; II. Of the Soule of Man and the Immortaliti’ 
thereof, 1699,” : 
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He sometimes uses the obsolete termination of verbs, as waxeth, affecteth ; 
and sometimes retains the final syllable of the preterite, as amazed, supposed, 
of which I know not whether it is not to the detriment of our language that 
we have totally rejected them. 

Of triplets he is sparing; but he did not wholly forbear them: of an 
Alexandrine he has given no example. 

The general charactcr of his poetry is elegance and gaiety. He is never 
pathetic, and very rarely sublime. He scems: neither to have hada mind 
much elevated by nature, nor amplified by learning. His thoughts are such 
as a liberal conversation and large acquaintance with life would easily 
supply. They had however then, perhaps, that grace of novelty which they 
are now often supposed to want by those who, having already found them 
in later books, do not know or inquire who produced them first, This 
treatment is unjust. Let not the original author lose by his imitators. 

Praise, however, should be due before it is given. The author of Waller's 
Life ascribes to him the first practice of what Erythrazeus and some late 
critics call 4lliteration, of using in the same verse many words beginning 
with the same letter. But this knack, whatever be its value, was so frequent 
among early writers, that Gascoigne, a writer of the sixteenth century, warns 
the young poet against affecting it; Shakspeare, in the ‘‘ Midsummer Night's 
Dream,"’ is supposed to ridicule it; and in another play the sonnet of 
Holofernes fully displays it. 

He borrows too many of his sentiments and illustrations from the old 
Mythology, for which it is vain to plead the example of ancient poets: the 
deities, which they introduced so frequently, were considered as realities, so 
far as to be received by the imagination, whatever sober reason might even 
then determine. But of these images time has tarnished the splendour. A 
fiction, not only detected but despised, can never afford a solid basis to any 
position, though sometimes it may furnish a transient allusion, or slight 
illustration. No modern monarch can be much exalted by hearing that, as 
Hercules had his c/ud, he has his navy. 

But of the praise of Waller, though much may be taken away, much will 
remain ; for it cannot be denied that he added something to our elegance of 
diction, and something to our propriety of thought; and to him may be 
applied what Tasso said, with equal spirit and justice, of himself and Guarini, 
when, having perused the Pastor Fido, he cried out, ‘‘If he had not read 
Aminta, he had not excelled it.”’ 

As Waller professed himself to have learned the art of versification from 
Fairfax, it has been thought proper to subjoin a specimen of his work, which, 
after Mr. Hoole’s translation, will perhaps not be soon reprinted. By 
knowing the state in which Waller found our poetry, the reader may judge 
how much he improved it. 

1. 

Erminia’s steed (this while) his mistresse bore 
Through forrests thicke among the shadie treene, 
Her feeble hand the bridle raines forelore, 

Halfe in a swoune she was for fear I weene ; 

But her flit courser spared nere the more, 

To beare her through the desart woods unseene 
Of her strong foes, that chas’d her through the plaine, 
And still pursu’d, but still pursu’d in vaine, 

2. 

Like as the wearie hounds at last retire, 

Windlesse, displeased, from the fruitlesse chace, 

When the slie beast Tapisht in bush and brire, 

No art nor paines can rowse out of his place: 
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The Christian knights so full of shame and ire 

Keturned backe, with faint and wearie pace ! 
Yet still the fearfull Dame fied, swift as winde, 
Nor euer staid, nor euer lookt behinde, 


Through thicke and thinne, all night, all day, she drined, 
Withouten comfort, companie, or guide, 
Her plaints and tearcs with cuery thought reuiucd, 
She heard and saw her greefes, but nought beside. 
But when the sunne his burning chariot diued 
In Thetis waue, and wearie teame vntide, 
On Iordans sandie banks her course she staid, 
At last, there downe she light, and downe she laid. 


4, 


Her teares, her drinke; her food, her sorrowings, 
This was her dict that vnhappie night: 
But sleepe (that sweet repose and quict brings) 
To ease the greefes of discontented wight, 
Spred forth his tender, soft, and nimble wings, 
In his dull armes foulding the virgin bright ; 
And loue, his mother, and the graces kept 
Strong watch and warde, while this faire Ladie slept. 


5. 


The birds awakte her with their morning song, 

Their warbling musicke pearst her tender eare, 

The murmuring brookes and whistling windes among 

The ratling boughes, and leaues, their parts did beare ; 

Her eies vnclos’d beheld the groues along 

Of swaines and shepherd groomes, that dwellings wearo; 
And that sweet noise, birds, winds, and waters sent, 
Prouokt again the virgin to lament. 


6. 

Her plaints were interrupted with a sound, 
That seem’d from thickest bushes to proceed, 
Some iolly shepherd sung a lustie round, 
And to his voice had tun’d his oaten reed ; 
Thither she went, an old man there she found, 
(At whose right hand his little flock did feed) 

Sat making baskets, his three sonnes among 

That learn’d their father’s art, and learn’d his song. 


vp 
Beholding one in shining armes appeare 
The scelie man and his were sore dismaid ; 
But sweet Erminia comforted their feare, 
Her ventall vp, her visage open laid, 
You happie folke, of heau’n beloucd deare, 
Work on (quoth she) upon your harmless traid, 
These dreadfull armes I beare no warfare bring | 
To your sweet toile, nor those sweet tunes you sing. 


8. 

But father, since this land, these townes and towres, 
Destroied are with swor(, with fire and spoile, 
How may it be unhurt, that you and yours 
In safetie thus, applic your harmlesse toile P 
My sonne (quoth he) this pore estate of ours 
Js euer safe from storm of warlike broile ; 

This wildernesse doth vs in safetie keepe, 

No thundring dram, 20 trumpet breakes our sleepe. 
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9. 
Yaply iust hean’ns defence and shield of right, 
Doth loue the innocence of simple swains, 
The thunderbolts on highest mountains light, 
And scld or neuer strike the lower plaines : 
So kings have cause to feare Bellonaes might, 
Not they whose sweat and toile their dinner gaine®, 
Nor cver greedic soldier was entised 
By pouertie, neglected and despised, 


10. 


O Pouertie, chefe of the heau’nly brood, 

Dearer to me than wealth or kingly crownoe! 

No wish for honour, thirst of others good, 

Can moue my hart, contented with mine owne : 

We quench our thirst with water of this flood, 

Nor fear we poison should therein be throwne: 
These little flocks of shecpe and tender goates 
Giue milke for food, and wool to make us coates, 


11. 


We little wish, we need but little wealth, 
From cold and hunger vs to cloath and feed ; 
These are my sonnes, their care proserucs from stealth 
Their fathers flocks, nor servants moe I need: 
Amid these groues I walke oft for my health, 
And to the fishes, birds, and beastes giue heed, 
How they are fed, in forrest, spring and lake, 
And their contentment for ensample take, 


12. 


Time was (for each one hath his doting time, 

These siluer locks were golden tresses than) 

That countrie life I hated as a crime, 

And trom the forrests sweet contentment ran, 

To Memphis’ stately pallace would I clime, 

And there became the mightie Caliphes man, 
And though I but a simple gardner weare, 
Yet could I marke abuses, see and heare, 


13. 


Entised on with hope of future gaine, 
I suffred long what did my soule displease; 
But when my youth was spent, my hope was vaine, 
1 felt my native strength at last decrease ; 
I gan my losse of lustie yeeres complaine, 
And wisht I had enjoy’d the countries peace; 
I bod the court farewell, and with content 
My later age here have I quiet spent. 


14, 

While thus he spake, Erminia husht and still 
His wise discourses heard, with great attention, 
His speeches graue those idle fancies kill, 
Which in her troubled soule bred such disscntion 3 
After much thought reformed was her will, 
Within those woods to dwell was her intention, 

Till fortune should occasion new afford, 

To turne her home to her desired Lord, 


15, 
She said therefore, O shepherd fortunate ! 
That troubles some didst whilom feele and proua, 
Yet liuest now in this contented state, 
jet my mishap thy thoughts to pitie mouc, 
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To entertaine me as a willing mate F 

¥n shepherds life, which I admire and louc; 
Within these pleasant groues perchance my hart, 
Of her discomforts, may vnload some part, 

16. 

If gold or wealth of most esteemed deare, 

If iewels rich, thou diddest hold in prise, 

Such store thereof, such plentie haue I seen, 

As to a greedie minde might well suffice : 

With that downe trickled many a siluer teare, 

Two christall streames fell from her watric cies; 
Part of her sad misfortunes then she told, 
And wept, and with her wept that shopherd old. 


17, 
With specches kinde, he gan the virgin deare 
Towards his cottage gent q home to guide; 
His aged wife there made her homely cheare, 
Yet welcomde her, and plast her by her side. 
The Princesse dond a poor pastoraes geare, 
A kerchiefe course vpon her head she tide; 
But yet her gestures and her Jookes (I gesse) 
Were such, as ill beseem’d a shepherdesse. 
18, 
Not those rude garments could obscure, and hide 
The heaw nly beautie of her angels face, 
Nor was her princely ofspring damnifide, 
Or ought disparag’de, by those labours bace ; 
Her little flocks to pasture would she guide, 
And milke her goates, and in their folds them place, 
Both cheese and butter could she make, and frame 
Ter selfe to please the shepherd and his dame. 


Senne cecal 


POMFRET. 


SAF Mr. John Pomfret nothing is known but from a slight 
#} and confused account prefixed to his poems by a nameless 
| friend ; who relates, that he was the son of the Rev. Mr. Pomfret, 
rector of Luton, in Bedfordshire ; that he was bred at Cam- 
bridge ;* entered into orders, and was rector of Malden, in 
Bedfordshire, and might have risen in the church; but that, when he 
applied to Dr. Compton, Bishop of London, for institution to a living of 
considerable value, to which he had been presented, he found a troublesome 
obstruction raised by a malicious interpretation of some passage in his 
Choice ; from which it was inferred, that he considered happiness as more 
likely to be found in the company of a mistress than of a wife. 

This reproach was easily obliterated: for it had happened to Pomfret as 
to allother men who plan schemes of life ; he had departed from his purpose, 
and was then married. 

The malice of his enemies had however a very fatal consequence: the 
delay constrained his attendance in London, whcre he caught the small-pox, 
and died in 1703, in the thirty-sixth year of his age. 

He published his poems in 1699; and has been always the favourite of 
that class of readers, who, without vanity of criticism, seek only their own 
amusement. 

* He was of Queen’s College there, and, by the University register, appears to have 
taken his Bachelor’s degree in 3684, and his Master’s in 1698, 
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His Choice exhibits a system of life adapted to common notions, and 
equal to common expectations ; such a State as affords plenty and tran- 
quillity, without exclusion of intellectual pleasures. Perhaps no composition 
in our language has been oftener perused than Pomfret’s Choice. 

In his other poems there is an easy volubility ; the pleasure of smooth 
metre is afforded to the ear, and the mind is not oppressed with ponderous 
or entangled with intricate sentiment. He pleases many; and he who 
pleases many must have some species of merit, 
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sail" the Earl of Dorset the character has been drawn so largely and 

i} so elegantly by Prior, to whom he was familiarly known, that 
i) nothing can be added by a casual hand; and, as its author is 
so generally read, it would be useless officiousness to transcribe it. 

Charles Sackville was born January 24, 1637. Having been 
educated under a private tutor, he travelled into Italy, and returned a little 
before the Restoration. Hewas chosen into the first parliament that was 
called, for East Grinstead in Sussex, and soon became a favourite of Charles 
the Second ; but undertook no public employment, being too eager of the 
riotous and licentious pleasures which young men of high rank, who 
aspired to be thought wits, at that time imagined themselves entitled to 
indulge. 

One of these frolics has, by the industry of Wood, come down to posterity. 
Sackville, who was then Lord Buckhurst, with Sir Charles Sedley and Sir 
Thomas Ogle, got drunk at the Cock in Bow Street, by Covent Garden, and, 
going into the balcony, exposed themselves to the populace in very indecent 
postures. At last, as they grew warmer, Sedley stood forth naked, and 
harangued the populace in such profane language, that the public indig- 
nation was awakened ; the crowd attempted to force the door, and, being 
repulsed, drove in the performers with stones, and broke the windows of 
the house. 

For this misdemeanour they were indicted, and Sedley was fined five 
hundred pounds: what was the sentence of the othersis not known. Sedley 
employed Killigrew and another to procure a remission from the king; but 
(mark the friendship of the dissolute !) they begged the fine for themselves, 
and exacted it to the last groat. 

In 1665, Lord Buckhurst attended the Duke of York as a volunteer in the 
Dutch war ; and was in the battle of June 5, when eighteen great Dutch 
ships were taken, fourteen others were destroyed, and Opdam the admiral, 
who engaged the Duke, was blown up beside him, with all his crew. 

On the day before the battle, he is said to have composed the celebrated 
song, Zo all you Ladies now at land, with equal tranquillity of mind and 
promptitude of wit. Seldom any splendid story is wholly true. I have 
heard from the late Earl of Orrery, who was likely to have good hereditary 
intelligence, that Lord Buckhurst had been a week employed upon it, and 
only retouched or finished it on the memorable evening. But even this, 
whatever it may subtract from his facility, leaves him his courage. 

He was soon after made a gentleman of the bed-chamber, and sent on 
short embassies to France. 

In 1674, the estate of his uncle, Lionel Cranfield, Earl of Middlesex, came 
to him by its owner's death, and the title was conferred on him the year after. 
In 1677, he became, by the death of his father, Earl of Dorset, and inherited 
the estate of his family, 
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In 684, having buried his first wife, of the family of Bagot, who left him 
no child, he married a daughter of the Earl of Northampton, celebrated 
both for beauty and understanding. 

He received some favourable notice from King James ; but soon found it 
necessary to oppose the violence of his innovations, and with some other 
lords appeared in Westminster Hall to countenance the bishops at their trial. 
+ As enormities grew every day less supportable, he found it necessary to 
concur in the Revolution. He was one of those lords who sat every day in 
council to preserve the public peace, after the king’s departure ; and, what 
is not the most illustrious action of his life, was employed to conduct the 
Princess Anne to Nottingham with a guard, such as might alarm the popu- 
lace, as they passed, with false apprehensions of her danger. Whatever end 
may be designed, there is always something despicable in a trick. 

He became, as may be easily supposed, a favourite of King William, who, 
the day after his accession, made him lord chamberlain of the household, 
and gave him afterwards the garter. He happened to be among those that 
were tossed with the king in an open boat sixteen hours, in very rough and 
cold weather, on the coast of Holland. His health afterwards declined ; and 
on January 19, 1705-6, he died at Bath. 

He was a man whosc elegance and judgment were universally confessed, 
and whose bounty to the learned and witty was generally known. To the 
indulgent affection of the public, Lord Rochester bore ample testimony in 
this remark: / know not how ét zs, bu¢ Lord Buckhurst may do what he will, 
yet ts never in the wrong. 

If such a man attempted poetry, we cannot wonder that his works were 
praised. Dryden, whom, if Prior tells truth, he distinguished by his 
beneficence, and who lavished his blandishments on those who are not 
known to have so well deserved them, undertaking to produce authors of 
our own country superior to those of antiquity, says, J would instance 
your lordship in satire, and Shakspeare in tragedy. Would it be imagined 
that, of this rival to antiquity, all the satires were little personal invectives, 
and that his longest composition was a song of eleven stanzas ? 

The blame, however, of this exaggerated praise falls on the encomiast, 
not upon the author ; whose performances are, what they pretend to be, the 
effusions of a man of wit; gay, vigorous, and airy. His verses to Howard 
show great fertility of mind ; and his Dorinda has been imitated by Pope. 
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jf) EORGESTEPNEY, descended from the Stepneys of Prendergast, 
in Pembrokeshire, was born at Westminster in 1663. Of his 
Yey| father's condition or fortune we have no account. Having re- 

’—a| ceived the first part of his education at Westminster, where he 
passed six years in the college, he went at nineteen to Cam- 
bridge,* where he continued a friendship begun at school with Mr. Mon- 
tague, afterwards Earl of Halifax. They came to London together, and are 
said to have been invited into public life by the Earl of Dorset. 

His qualifications recommended him to many foreign employments, so 
that his time seems to have been spent in negotiations. In 1692 he was sent 
envoy to the Elector of Brandenburgh ; in 1693, to the imperial court ; in 
1694, to the Elector of Saxony ; in 1696, to the Electors of Mentz and Co- 
logne, and the Congress at Frankfort ; in 1698, a second time to Branden- 


* He was entered of Trinity College, and took his master’s degree in 1689, 
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burgh ; in 1699, to the King of Poland ; in 1701 again to the emperor ; and in 
1706 to the States General. In 1697 he was made one of the commissioners 
of trade. His life was busy, and not long. He died in 1707; and is buried 
in Westminster Abbey, with this epitaph, which Jacob transcribed ; 


H. 8. E. 
GEORGIUS ic Armiger, 
ir 


Ob Ingenii acumen, 
Litterarum ‘Scientiam, 
Morum Suavitatem, 
Rerum Usum, 
Virorum Amplissimorum Consuetudinem, 
Lingua, Styli, ac Vite Elegantiam, . 
Preclara Officia cum Britannix tum Europe prestita, 
Sud wtate multum celebratus, 
Apud posteros semper celebrandus; 
Plurimas Legationes obiit 
Ea Fide, Diligentia, ac Felicitate, 
Ut Augustissimorum Principum 
Gulielmi et Annxw 
Spem in illo repositam 
Nunquam fefellerit, 
Haud raro superaverit. 
Post longum honorum cursum 
Brevi temporis spatio confectum, 
Cum Nature parum, Fame satis vixerat, 
Animam ad altiora aspirantem placide efflavit, 


On the left hand, 


G.S. 
Ex Equestri Familia Stepneiorum, 
De Prendergast, in Comitatu 
Pembrochiensi oriundus, 
Westmonasterii natus est, A.D. 1663. 
lectus in Collegium 
Sancti Petri Westmonast. A. 1676. 
Sancti Trinitatis Cantab. 1682. 
Consisiariorum quibus Commercii 
Cura commissa est 1697. 
Chelseiz mortuus, et, comitante 
Magna Proccrum 
Frequentia, huc clatus, 1707. 


It is reported that the juvenile compositions of Stepney made corey authors 
blush. 1 know not whether his poems will appear such wonders to the 
present age. One cannot always easily find the reason for which the world 
has sometimes conspired to squander praise. It is not very unlikely that he 
wrote very early as well as he ever wrote; and the performances of youth 
have many favourers, because the authors yet lay no claim to public honours, 
and are therefore not considered as rivals by the distributors of fame. 

He apparently professed himself a poet, and added his name to those of 
the other wits in the version of Juvenal; but he is a very licentious trans- 
lator, and does not recompense his neglect of the author by beauties of his 
own. In his original poems, now and then, a happy line may perhaps be 
found, and now and then a short composition may give pleasure. But there 
is, in the whole, little either of the grace of wit, or the vigour of nature, 


—— 
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J. PHILIPS. 
MIOHN PHILIPS was born on the 30th of December, 1676, at 


MW 


Bampton, in Oxfordshire ; of which place ‘iis father, Dr. Stephen 
Philips, Archdeacon of Salop, was minister. The first part of his 
education was domestic; after which, he was scnt to Winchester, 
where, as we are told by Dr. Sewel, his biographer, he was soon 
distinguished by the superiority of his exercises ; and, what is less easily to 
be credited, so much endeared himself to his schoolfellows by his civility and 
good-nature, that they, without murmur or ill-will, saw him indulged by the 
master with particular immunities, It is related, that, when he was at 
school, he seldom mingled in play with the other boys, but retired to his 
chamber; where his sovereign pleasure was to sit, hour after hour, while his 
_ hair was combed by somebody, whose service he found means to procure.* 

At school he became acquainted with the poets ancient and modern, and 
fixed his attention particularly on Milton. 

In 1694 he entered himself at Christ-church, a college at that time in the 
highest reputation, by the transmission of Busby’s scholars to the care, first 
of Fell, and afterwards of Aldrich. Here he was distinguished as a genius 
eminent among the eminent, and for friendship particularly intimate with 
Mr. Smith, the author of Phaedra and Hippolytus. The profession which 
he intended to follow was that of physic; and he took much delight in 
natural history, of which botany was his favourite part. 

His reputation was confined to his friends and to the university; till about 
1703 he extended it to a wider circle by the Splendid Shilling, which struck 
the public attention with a mode of writing new and unexpected. 

This performance raised him so high, that, when Europe resounded with 
the victory of Blenheim, he was, probably with an occult opposition to 
Addison, employed to deliver the acclamation of the Tories. It is said that 
he would willingly have declined the task, but that his friends urged it upon 
him. It appears that he wrote this poem at the house of Mr. St. John. 

Blenheim was published in 1705. The next year produced his greatest work, 
the poem upon Cider, in two books; which was received with loud praises, 
and continued long to be read, as an imitation of Virgil’s Georgic, which 
needed not shun the presence of the original. 

He then grew probably more confident of his own abilities, and began to 
meditate a poem on the Last Day; a subject on which no mind can hope to 
equal expectation. 

This work he did not live to finish ; his diseases, a slow consumption and 
an asthma, put a stop to his studies ; and on Feb. 15, 1708, at the beginning 
of his thirty-third year, put an end to his life. 

He was buricd in the cathedral of Hereford; and Sir Simon Harcourt, 
afterwards lord chancellor, gave him a monument in Westminster Abbey. 





* Tanac Vossius relates, that he also delighted in having his hair combed when he 
could have it done by barbers or other persons skilled in the rules of prosody. Of the 
passage that contains this ridiculous faucy, the following is a translation: “ Many 
people take delight in the rubbing of their limbs, and the combing of their hair; but 
these exercises would delight much more if the servants at the baths, and of the bars 
bers, were so skilful in this art, that mey could express any measures with their 
fingers. I remember that more than once I have fallen into the hands of men of this 
sort, who could imitate any measure of eonee in combing the hair, so as sometimes to ~ 
express very intelligibly iambics, trochees, dactyls, &c. from whence there arose to me 
pe i See his Treatise do Poematum cantu ct viribus Rythmi, Oxon, 
16 t} Dp. ® ° 
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The inscription at Westminster was written, as 1 have heard, by Dr. Atter- 
bury, though commonly given to Dr. Freind. 


His epitaph at Hereford : 


JOHANNES eer 
s shige om. ; 
Obiit 15 dic Feb. Anno Etat. sum 32, 
Cujus 
OUssa si requiras, hanc Urnam inspice: 
Si ingenium nescias, ipsius Opera consule; 
Si Tumulum desideras, 
Templum adi Westmonasteriense: 
Qualis quantusgue Vir fucrit, 
Dicat elegans illa et preclara, 
Qux cenotaphium ibi decorat, 
Inscriptio. 
Quam interim erga Cognatos pius et officiosus, 
Testetur hoc saxum 
A Maria Puriuips Matre ipsius picntissima, 
Dilecti Filii Memoriw@ non sine Lacrymis dicatum. 


His Epitaph at Westminster : 


Herefordis conduntur Ossa, 

Hoe in Delubro statuitur Imago, 
Britanniam omnem pervagatur Fama 
JOHANNIS PHILIPS: 

Qui Viris bonis doctisque juxta charus, 
Immortale suum Ingenium, 
Eruditione multiplici excultum, 

Miro animi candore, 

Eximiaé morum simplicitate 
Honestavit. 

Litterarum Amoniorum sitim, 

- Quam Wintoniz Puer sentire cowperat, 
Inter Adis Christi Alumnos jugiter explevit 
Tn illo Musarum Domicilio 
Preeclaris Aamulorum studiis excitatus, 
Optimis scribendi Magistris semper intentus, 
Carmina sermone Patrio composuit 
A Grecis Latinisque fontibus feliciter deducta, 
Atticis Romanisque auribus omnino digna, 
Versuum quippe Harmoniam 
Rythmo didicerat. 

Antiquo illo, libero multiformi 
Ad res ipsas apto prorsus, et attemperato, 
Non numeris in eundem feré orbem redeuntibus, 
Non Clausularum similiter cadentium sono 
Metiri: 
Uni in hoc laudis genere Miltono secundus, 
Primoque peene Par. 
Res seu Tenues, seu Grandes, seu Mediocres 
Ornandas sumserat, 
Nusquam, non quod decuit, 

Et videt, et assccutus est, 
fyregius, quocunque Stylum verteret, 
Fandi author, et Modorum artifex. 

Fas sit Huic, 

Auso licdét & tua Metrorum Lege disccdere 
O Poesis Anglicans Pater, atque Conditor, Chaueere, 
Alterum tibi latus claudere, 

Vatum certe Cineres, tuos undique stipantium 
Non dedecebit Chorum. 

Simon Harcourt Miles, 

Viri bené de se, de Litteris meriti 
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Quoad viveret Fautor, 
Post Obitum pid memor, 
Hoe illi Saxum poni voluit. 
J. Pairs, StepHant, §.T. P, Archidiacoul 
Salop, Filius, natus est Bamptonia 
In agro Oxon, Dec. 30, 1676. 
Obiit Herefordix, Feb. 15, 1708. 

Philips has been always praised, without contradiction, asa man modest, 
blameless, and pious; who bore narrowness of fortune without discontent, 
and tedious and painful maladies without impatience ; beloved by those that 
knew him, but not ambitious to be known. He was probably not formed 
for a wide circle. His conversation is commended for its innocent gaiety, 
which seems to have flowed only among his intimates, for I have been told, 
that he was in company silent and barren, and employed only upon the 
pleasure of his pipe. His addiction to tobacco is mentioned by one of his 
biographers, who remarks that in all his writings, except Blenheim, he has 
found an opportunity of celebrating the fragrant fume. In common life he 
was probably one of those who please by not offending, and whose person 
was loved because his writings were admired. He died honoured and 
lamented, before any part of his reputation had withered, and before his 
patron St. John had disgraced him. 

His works are few. ‘The Splendid Shilling has the uncommon merit of an 
original design, unless it may be thought precluded by the ancient Centos, 
To degrade the sounding words and stately construction of Milton, by an 
application to the lowest and most trivial things, gratifies the mind with a 
momentary triumph over that grandeur which hitherto held its captives in 
admiration ; the words and things are presented with a new appearance, and 
novelty is always grateful where it gives no pain. 

But the merit of such performances begins and ends with the first author. 
He that should again adapt Milton’s phrase to the gross incidents of common 
life, and even adapt it with more art, which would not be difficult, must yet 
expect but asmall part of the praise which Philips has obtained ; he can only 
hope to be considered as the repeater of a jest. 

‘‘The parody on Milton,” says Gildon, ‘‘isthe only tolerable production 
of its author.” This is a censure too dogmatical and violent. The poem of 
Blenheim was never denied to be tolerable, evcn by those who do not allow 
its supreme excellence. It is indeed the poem of a scholar, a// inexpert of 
war, of aman who writes books from books, and studies the world in a 
college. Heseems to have formed his ideas of the field of Blenheim from 
the battles of the heroic ages, or the tales of chivalry, with very litttle com- 
prehension of the qualities necessary to the composition of a modern hero, 
which Addison has displayed with so much propriety. He makes Marl- 
borough behold at a distance the slaughter made by Tallard, then haste to 
encounter and restrain him, and mow his way through ranks made headless 
by his sword. | 

He imitates Milton’s numbers indecd, but imitates them very injudiciously. 
Deformity is easily copied ; and whatever there is in Milton which the reader 
wishes away, all that is obsolete, peculiar, or licentious, is accumulated with 
great care by Philips. Milton's verse was harmonious, in proportion to the 
general state of our metre in Milton’s age ; and, if he had written after the 
improvements made by Dryden, it is reasonable to believe that he would have 
admitted a more pleasing modulation of numbers into his work; but Philips 
sits down with a resolution to make no more music than he found ; to want 
all that his master wanted, though he is very far from having what his master 
had. Those asperities, therefore, that are venerable in the Paradise J oat, 
are contemptible in the Blenheim, 
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There is a Latin ode written to his patron St. John, in return for a present 
of wine and tobacco, which cannot be passed without notice. It is gay and 
elegant, and exhibits several artful accommodations of classic expressions to 
new purposes. It seems better turned than the ode of Hannes.* 

To the poem on Cider, written in imitation of the Georgics, may be given 
this peculiar praise, that it is grounded in truth; that the precepts which it 
contains are exact and just; and that it is thercfore, at once, a book of enter- 
tainment and of science. This I was told by Miller, the great gardener and 
botanist, whose expression was, that there were many books written on the 
same subject in prose, which do not contain so much truth as that poem. 

In the disposition of his matter, so as to intersperse precepts relating to - 
the culture of trees with sentiments more generally alluring, and in easy and 
graceful transitions from one subject to another, he has very diligently imitated 
his master; but he unhappily pleased himself with blank verse, and supposed 
that the numbers of Milton, which impress the mind with veneration, com- 
bined as they are with subjects of inconceivable grandeur, could be sustained 
by images which at most can rise only to elegance. Contending angels may 
shake the regions of Heaven in blank verse ; but the flow of equal measures, 
and the embellishment of rhyme, must recommend to our attention the art 
of engrafting, and decide the merit of the redstreak and pearmain. 

What study could confer, Philips had obtained; but natural deficience 
cannot be supplied. Fle seems not born to greatness and elevation. He is 
never lofty, nor docs he often surprise with unexpected excellence; but 
perhaps to his last poem may be applied what Tully said of the work of 
Lucretius, that z¢ zs written with much art, though with few blazes of gentus. 

The following fragment, written by Edmund Smith, upon the works of 
Philips, has been transcribed from the Bodleian manuscripts. 


"(A Prefatory Discourse to the poem on Mr. Philips, with a character of 

his writings. 

‘It is altogether as equitable some account should be given of those who 
have distinguished themselves by their writings, as of those who are re- 
nowncd for great actions. It is but reasonable they, who contribute so 
much to the immortality of others, should have some share in it themselves ; 
and since their genius is only discovered by their works, it is just that their 
virtues should be recorded by their friends. For no modest men (as the 
person I write of was in perfection) will write their own panegyrics ; and it 
is very hard that they should go without reputation, only because they the 
more deserve it. The end of writing Lives is for the imitation of the readers, 
It will be in the power of very few to imitate the Duke of Marlborough ; we 
must be content with admiring his great qualities and actions, without hopes 
of following them. The private and social virtues are more easily tran- 
scribed. The Life of Cowley is more instructive, as well as more fine, than 
any we have in our language. And itis to be wished, since Mr. Philips had 
so many of the good qualities of that poet, that I had some of the abilities of 
his historian. 

‘‘The Grecian philosophers have had their lives written, their morals 
commended, and their sayings recorded. Mr. Philips had all the virtues to 


* This ode I am willing to mention, because there seems to be an error in all the 
printed copies, which is, I find, retained in the last. They all read; 
Quam Gratiarum cura decentium 
OQ! O! labellis cui Venus insidet. 
- The author probably wrote, 


Quam Gratiarum cura decentium 
Ornat; labellis cui Venus insidet. 
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which most of them only pretended, and all their integrity without any of 
their affectation. 

‘‘The French are very just to eminent men in tnis point; not a learned 
man nor a poet can die, but all Europe must be acquainted with his accom- 
plishments. They give praise and expect it in their turns: they commend 
their Patrus and Moliéres as well as their Condés and Turennes; their 
Pellisons and Racines have their eloygics, as well as the prince whom they 
celebrate ; and their poems, their mercuries and orations, nay their very 
gazettes, are filled with the praises of the Icarned. 

‘TI am satisfied, had they a Philips among them, and known how to 
value him ; had they one of his learning, his temper, but above all of that 
particular turn of humour, that altogether new genius, he had been an ex- 
ample to their poets, and a subject of their panegyrics, and perhaps set in 
competition with the ancients, to whom only he ought to submit. 

‘‘T shall therefore endeavour to do justice to his memory, since nobody 
else undertakes it. And indeed I can assign no cause why so many of his 
acquaintance (that are as willing and more able than myself to give an 
account of him) should forbear to celebrate the memory of one so dear to 
them, but only that they look upon it as a work entirely belonging to me. 

‘‘T shall content myself with giving only a character of the person and 
bis writings, without meddling with the transactions of his life, which was 
altogether private : I shall only make this known observation of his family, 
that there was scarcely so many extraordinary men in anyone. I have been 
acquainted with five of his brothers (of which three are still living), all men 
of fine parts, yet all of a very unlike temper and genius. So that their 
fruitful mother, like the mother of the gods, seems to have produced a 
numerous offspring, all of different though uncommon faculties. Of the 
living, neither their modesty, nor the humour of the present age, permits 
me to speak : of the dead, I may say something. 

‘‘One of them had made the greatest progress in the study of the law of 
nature and nations of any one I know. He had perfectly mastered, and 
even improved, the notions of Grotius, and the more refined ones of Puffen- 
dorf. He could refute Hobbes with as much solidity as some of greater 
name, and expose him with as much wit as Echard. ‘That noble study, 
which requires the greatest reach of reason and nicety of distinction, was 
not at all difficult tohim. “T'was a national loss to be deprived of one who 
understood a science so necessary, and yet so unknown in England. I shall 
add only, he had the same honesty and sincerity as the person I write of, 
but more heat : the former was more inclined to argue, the latter to divert : 
one employcd his reason more ; the other his imagination : the former had 
been well qualified for those posts, which the modesty of the latter made him 
refuse. His other dead brother would have been an ornament to the 
college of which he was a member. He had a genius cither for poetry or 
oratory ; and, though very young, composcd several very agreeable pieces, 
In all probability he would have written as finely as his brother did nobly, 
He might have been the Waller, as the other was the Milton, of his time. 
The one might celebrate Marlborough, the other his beautiful offspring. 
This had not been so fit to describe the actions of heroes as the virtues of 
private men. In a word, he had been fitter for my place; and, while his 
brother was writing upon the greatest men that any age ever produced, ina 
style equal to them, he might have served as a panegyrist on him. 

‘*This is all I think necessary to say of his family. I shall proceed to 
himself and his writings; which I shall first treat of, because I know they 
are censured by some out of envy, and more out of ignorance, 

“ “ The Splendid Shilling, which is far the least considerable, has the more 
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general reputation, and perhaps hinders the character of the rest. The sty‘e 
agreed so well with the burlesque, that the ignorant thought it could become 
nothing else. Everybody is pleased with that work. But to judge rightly 
of the other requires a perfect mastery of poetry and criticism, a just con- 
tempt of the little turns and witticisms now in vogue, and, above all, a per- 
fect understanding of poetical diction and description. 

‘* All that have any taste of poetry will agree that, the great burlesque is 
much to be preferred to the low. It is much easier to make a great thing 
appear little, than a little one great : Cotton and others of a very low genius 
have done the former; but Philips, Garth, and Boileau, only the latter. 

‘*A picture in miniature is every painter's talent ; buta piece for a cupola, 
where all the figures are enlarged, yet proportioned to the eye, requires a 
master’s hand. 

‘‘It must still be more acceptable than the low burlesque, because the 
images of the latter are mean and filthy, and the language itself entirely un- 
known to all men of good breeding. The style of Billingsgate would not 
make a very agreeable figure at St. James's. A gentleman would take but 
little pleasure in language, which he would think it hard to be accosted in, or 
in reading words which he could not pronounce without blushing. The 
lofty burlesque is the more to be admired, because, to write it, the author 
must be master of two of the most different talents in nature. A talent to 
find out and expose what is ridiculous, is very different from that which is to 
raise and elevate. We must read Virgil and Milton for the one, and Horace 
and Hudibras for the other. We know that the authors of excellent come- 
dies have often failed in the grave style, and the tragedian as often in 
comedy. Admiration and laughter are of such opposite natures, that they 
are seldom created by the same person. The man of mirth is always ob- 
serving the follies and weaknesses, the serious writer the virtues or crimes of 
mankind ; one is pleased with contemplating a beau, the other a hero: even 
from the same object they would draw different ideas : Achilles would appear 
in very different lights to Thersites and Alexander; the one would admire 
the courage and greatness of his soul ; the other would ridicule the vanity 
and rashness of his temper. As the satirist says to Hannibal: 

-~—— J, curre per Alpes, 
Ut pueris placeas, et declamatio fias. 

‘' The contraricty of style to the subject pleases the more strongly, because 
it is more surprising ; the expectation of the reader is pleasantly deceived, 
who expects an humble style from the subject, or a great subject from the 
style. It pleases the more universally, because it is agreeable to the taste 
both of the grave and the merry; but more particularly so to those who have 
a relish of the best writers, and the noblest sort of poetry. I shall pro- 
eit only one passage out of this poet, which is the misfortune of his Galli- 

ask-ns : 

. My Galligaskins, which have long withstood 

The winter’s fury and encroaching frosts, 

By time subdued (what will not time subdue!) 
This is admirably pathetical, and shows very well the vicissitudes of sublu- 
nary things. The rest goes on to a prodigious height ; anda man in Green» 
land could hardly have made a more pathetic and terrible complaint. Is il 
not surprising that the subject should be so mean, and the verse so pompous, 
that the least things in his poetry, as in a microscope, should grow great 
and formidable to the eye ; especially considering that, not understanding 
French, he had no model for his style? that he should have no writer to 
imitate, and himself be inimitable? that he should do all this before he 
_ Was twenty? at an age which is usually pleased with a glare of {alse thoughts 
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little turns, and unnatural fustian? at an age, at which Cowley, Dryden, and 
I had almost said Virgil, were inconsiderable? So soon was his imagination 
at its full strength, his judgment ripe, and his humour complete. 

‘‘ This poem was written for his own diversion, without any design of pub- 
lication. It was communicated but to me: but soon spread, and fell into the 
hands of pirates. It was put out, vilely mangled, by Ben Bragge; and ém- 
pudently said to be corrected by the author. ‘This grievance is now grown 
more epidemical ; and no man now has a right to his own thoughts, ora 
title to his own writings. Xenophon answered the Persian, who demanded 
his arms, ‘‘ We have nothing now left but our arms and our valour: if we 
surrender the onc, how shall we make use of the other?” Poets have nothing 
but their wits and their writings ; and if they are plundered of the latter, [ 
don’t see what good the former can do them. To pirate, and publicly own 
it, to prefix their names to the works they steal, to own and avow the theft, 
I believe, was never yet heard of butin England. It would sound oddly to 
posterity, that, in a polite nation, in an enlightened age, under the direction 
of the most wise, most learned, and most generous encouragers of know- 
ledge in the world, the property of a mechanic should be better secured than 
that of a scholar! that the poorest manual operations should be more valued 
than the noblest products of the brain! that it should be felony to rob a 
cobbler of a pair of shoes, and no crime to deprive the author of his whole 
subsistence ! that nothing should make a man a sure title to his own writings 
but the stupidity of them ! that the works of Dryden, should meet with less 
encouragement than those of his own Flecknoe, or Blackmore! that Tillot- 
son and St. George, Tom Thumb and Temple, should be set on an equal 
foot! This is the reason why this very paper has been so long delayed ; 
and while the most impudent and scandalous libels are publicly vended by 
the pas this innocent work is forced to steal abroad as if it were a 
libel. 

‘‘Our present writers are by these wretches reduced to the same condition 
Virgil was, when the centurion seized on his estate. But I don’t doubt but 
I can fix upon the Mzecenas of the present age, that will retrieve them from 
it. But, whatever effect this piracy may have upon us, it contributed very 
much to the advantage of Mr. Philips ; it helped him to a reputation which 
he neither desired nor expected, and to the honour of being put upon a 
work of which he did not think himself capable ; but the event showed his 
modesty. And it was reasonable to hope, that he, who could raise mean 
subjects so high, should still be more elevated on greater themes; that he, 
that could draw such noble ideas from a shilling, could not fail upon such a 
subject as the Duke of Marlborough, which zs capable of heightening even 
the most low and trifling gentus. And, indeed, most of the great works 
which have been produced in the world have been owing less to the poet 
than the patron. Men of the greatest genius are sometimes lazy, and want 
a spur; often modest, and dare not venture in public; they certainly know 
their faults in the worst things ; and even their best things they are not fond 
of, because the idea of what they ought to be is far above what they are. 
This induced me to believe that Virgil desired his work might be burnt, had 
not the same Augustus, that desired him to write it preserved it from de- 
struction. A scribbling beau may imagine a poet may be induced to write, 
by the very pleasure he finds in writing ; but that is seldom, when people 
are necessitated to it. I have known men row, and use very hard labour, 
for diversion, which if they had been tied to, they would have thought them- 
selves very unhappy. 

‘*But to return to Blenheim, that work so much admired by some, and 
censured by others. I have often wished he had wrote it in Latin, that be 
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might be out of the reach of the empty critic, who could have as little under- 
stood his meaning in that language as they do his beauties in his own. 

‘* False critics have been the plague of all ages ; Milton himself, in a very 
polite court, has been compared to the rumbling of a wheclbarrow ; he had 
' been on the wrong side, and therefore could not be a good poet. And this, 
perhaps, may be Mr. Philtps's case. 

‘‘But I take generally the ignorance of his readers to be the occasion of 
their dislike. People that have formed their taste upon the French writers 
ean have no relish for Philips; they admire points and turns, and conse- 
quently have no judgment of what is great and majestic: he must look little 
in their eyes, when he soars so high as to be almost out of their view. I 
cannot therefore allow any admirer of the French to be a judge of Blenheim, 
nor any who takes Bouhours for a complete critic. He generally judges of 
the ancients by the moderns, and not the moderns by the ancients; he takes 
those passages of their own authors to be really sublime which come the 
nearest to it; he often calls that a noble and a great thought which is only 
a pretty and a fine one ; and has more instances of the sublime out of Ovid 
de Tristibus, than he has out of all Virgil. 

‘*T shall allow, therefore, only those to be judges of Philips, who make 
the ancients, and particularly Virgil, their standard. 

‘‘ But before I enter on this subject, I shall consider what is particular in 
the style of Philips, and examine what ought to be the style of heroic poetry ; 
and next inquire how far he is come up to that style. 

‘* His style is particular, because he lays aside rhyme, and writes in blank 
verse, and uses old words, and frequently postpones the adjective to the sub- 
stantive, and the substantive to the verb; and leaves out little particles, a, 
and ¢he,; her, and zs, and uses frequent appositions. Now let us examine, 
whether these alterations of Style be conformable to the true sublime,” 

* * s 
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eae) I LLIAM WALSH, the son of Joseph Walsh, Esq. of Abberley, 
: aN in Worcestershire, was born in 1663, as appears from the 
A ope; account of Wood, who relates, that at the age of fifteen he 
LA became, in 1678, a gentleman commoner of Wadham College. 

a= ~§=—s- He left the university without a degree, and pursucd his studies 
at London and at home; that he studied, in whatever place, is apparcnt 
from the effect, for he became, in Mr. Dryden's opinion, ¢he dest critic in the 
nation. 

He was not, however, merely a critic or a scholar, but a man of fashion, 
and, as Dennis remarks, ostentatiously splendid in his dress. He was like- 
wise a member of parliament and a courtier, knight of the shire for his 
native county in several parliaments ; in another the representative of Rich- 
mond in Yorkshire ; and gentleman of the horse to Queen Anne, under the 
Duke of Somerset. 

Some of his verses show him to have been a zealous friend to the Revolu- 
tion ; but his political ardour did not abate his reverence or kindness for 
Dryden, to whom he gave a Dissertation on Virgil's Pastorals, in which, how- 
ever studied, he discovers some ignorance of the laws of French versification. 

In 1705, he began to correspond with Mr. Pope, in whom he discovered 
very early the power of poetry. ‘Their letters are written upon the pastoral 
one the Italians, and those pastorals which Pope was then preparing 
9 publish, . 
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The kindnesses which are first experienced are seldom forgotten. Pope 
always retained a grateful memory of Walsh's notice, and mentioned him 
in one of his latter pieces among those that had encouraged his juvenile 
studies. 

Granville the polite, 
And knowing Walsh, would tell me I could write, 

In his Essay on Criticism he had given him more splendid praise; and, 
in the opinion of his learned commentator, sacrificed a little of his judgment 
to his gratitude. 

‘The time of his death I have not learned. It must have happened between 
1707, when he wrote to Pope; and 1711, when Pope praised him in his 
I’ssay. The epitaph makes him forty-six years old: if Wood's account be 
right, he diced in 1709. 

He is known more by his familiarity with greater men, than by anything 
done or written by himself. 

His works are not numerous. In prose he wrote Eugenia, a Defence ai 
Women ; which Dryden honoured with a preface. 

Esculapius, or the Hospital of Fools, publisned after his death. 

A Collection of Letters and Poems, amorous and gallant, was published 
in the volumes called ‘‘ Dryden's Miscellany,” and some other occasional 

ieces. 
? To his Poems and I etters is prefixed a very judicious prefuce upon Epis- 
tolary Composition and Amorous Poetry. 

In his Golden Age Restored, there was something of humour, while the 
facts were recent: but it now strikes no longer. In his imitation of Horace, 
the first stanzas are happily turned ; and in all his writings there are pleasing 
passages. He has, however, more elegance than vigour, and seldom rises 
higher than to be pretty. 
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)F the great poet whose life I am about to delineate, the curiosity 

which his reputation must excite will require a display more 
w p| ample than can now be given. His contemporaries, however 
YAj| they reverenced his genius, left his life unwritten; and nothing 
therefore can be known beyond what casual mention and uncer- 
tain tradition have supplied. 

JOHN DRYDEN was born August 9, 1631, at Aldwinkle, near Oundle, the 
son of Erasmus Dryden of ‘Tichmarsh; who was the third son of Sir Eras- 
mus Dryden, Baronet, of Canons Ashby. All these places are in North- 
amptonshire; but the original stock of the family was in the county of 
Huntingdon. 

He is reported by his last biographer, Derrick, to have inherited from his 
father an estate of two hundred a year, and to have been bred, as was said, 
an anabaptist. For either of these particulars no authority is given. Such 
a fortune ought to have secured him from that poverty which seems always 
to have oppressed him; or, if he had wasted it, to have made him ashamed 
of publishing his necessities, But though he had many enemies, who un- 
doubtedly examined his life with a scrutiny sufficiently malicious, I do not 
remember that he is ever charged with waste of his patrimony. He was 
indeed sometimes reproached for his first religion. I am therefore in- 
clined to believe that Derrick’s intelligence was partly true, and partly 
erroneous. 

From Westminster school, where he was instructed as one of the King’s 
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scholars by Dr, Busby, whom he long after continued to reverence, he was 
in r6s0 elected to one of the Westminster scholarships at Cambridge.* 

Of his school performances has appeared only a poem on the death of 
Lord Hastings, composed with great ambition of such conceits as, notwith- 
standing the reformation begun by Waller and Denham, the example of 
Cowley still kept in reputation. Lord Hastings died of the small-pox; and 
his poet has made of the pustules first rosebuds, and then gems; at last 
exalts them into stars ; and says, 

No comet necd foretell his change drew on, 
; Whose corpse might seem a constellation. 

At the university he does not appear to have been eager of poetical dis- 
tinction, or to have lavished his early wit either on fictitious subjects or 
public occasions. He probably considered, that he, who purposed to be an 
author, ought first to be a student. He obtained, whatever was the reason, 
no fellowship in the college. Why he was excluded cannot now be known, 
and it is vain to guess; had he thought himself injured, he knew how to 
complain. In the life of Plutarch he mentions his education in the college 
with gratitude ; but, in a prologue at Oxford, he has these lines : 

Oxford to him a dearer name shall be 

Than his own mother-university : 

Thebes did his green, unknowing youth engage: 
He chooses Athens in his riper age. 

It was not till the death of Cromwell, in 1658, that he became a public 
candidate for fame, by publishing Heroic Stanzas on the late Lord Pro- 
tector; which, compared with the verses of Sprat and Waller on the same 
occasion, were sufficient to raise great expectations of the rising poet. 

When the king was restored, Dryden, like the other panegyrists of usur- 

pation, changed his opinion, or his profession, and published Astraea Redux ; 
a poem on the happy Restoration and Return of his most sacred Majesty 
King Charles the Second. : 
- The reproach of inconstancy was, on this occasion, shared with such 
numbers, that it produced neither hatred nor disgrace! If he changed, he 
changed with the nation. It was, however, not totally forgotten when his 
reputation raised him enemies. 

The same year, he praised the new king in a second poem on his restora- 
tion, In the Astrzea was the line, 

An horrid stil/ness first invades the ear, ‘ 

And in that silence we a tempest fear— 
for which he was persecuted with perpetual ridicule, perhaps with more than 
was deserved. Sz/ence is indeed mere privation ; and, so considered, cannot 
invade ; but privation likewise certainly is darkness, and probably cold, yet 
poetry has never been refused the right of ascribing effects or agency to 
them as to positive powers. No man scruples to say that darkness hinders 
him from his work; or that cold has killed the plants. Death is also priva- 
tion; yet who has made any difficulty of assigning to Death a dart and the 
power of striking? 

In settling the order of his works there is some difficulty; for, even when 
they are important enough to be formally offered to a patron, he does not 
commonly date his dedication; the time of writing and publishing is not 
always the same; nor can the first editions be easily found, if even from 
them could be obtained the necessary information. 

The time at which his first play was exhibited is not certainly known, 
because it was not printed till it was, some years afterwards, altered and re- 


* He went off to Trinity College, and was admitted to a bachelor’s degree in 1653, 
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vived; but since the plays are said to be printed in the order in which they 
were written, from the dates of some, those of others may be inferred; and 
thus it may be collected, that in 1663, in the thirty-second year of his life, 
he commenced a writer for the stage ; compelled undoubtedly by necessity, 
for he appears never to have loved that exercise of his genius, or to have 
much pleased himself with his own dramas. 

Of the stage, when he had once invaded it, he kept possession for many 
years; not indecd without the competition of rivals who sometimes pre- 
vailed, or the censure of critics, which was often poignant and often just ; 
but with such a degree of reputation as made him at least secure of being 
heard, whatever might be the final determination of the public. 

His first picce was a comedy called the ‘‘ Wild Gallant.” We began with 
no happy auguries ; for his performance was so much disapproved, that he was 
compelled to recall it, and change it from its imperfect state to the form in 
which it now appears, and which is yet sufficiently defective to vindicate the 
Critics. 

I wish that there were no necessity of following the progress of his theatrical 
fame, or tracing the meanders of his mind through the whole series of his 
dramatic performances ; it will be fit, however, to enumerate them, and to 
take especial notice of those that are distinguished by any peculiarity, in- 
trinsic or concomitant; for the composition and fate of eight-and-twenty 
dramas include too much of a poetical life to be omitted. 

In 1664, he published the ‘' Rival Ladies,’’ which he dedicated to the Earl of 
Orrery, a man of high reputation both as a writer and a statesman. In this 
play he made his essay of dramatic rhyme, which he defends, in his dedica- 
tion, with sufficient certainty of a favourable hearing; for Orrery was him- 
self a writer of rhyming tragedies. 

He then joined with Sir Robert Howard in the ‘‘ Indian Queen,” a tragedy 
in rhyme. The parts which cither of them wrote are not distinguished. 

The ‘‘ Indian Emperor ” was published in 1667. It isa tragedy in rhyme, 
intended for a sequel to Howard's ‘‘Indian Queen.’ Of this connexion 
notice was given to the audience by printed bills, distributed at the door ; 
an expcdient supposed to be ridiculed in the ‘‘ Rehearsal,” when Bayes tells 
aoe many reams he has printed, to instil into the audience some conception 
of his plot. 

In this play is the description of Night, which Rymer has made famous 
by preferring it to those of all other poets. 

The practice of making tragedies in rhyme was introduced soon after the 
Restoration, as it seems by the Earl of Orrery, in compliance with the 
opinion of Charles the Second, who had formed his taste by the French 
theatre ; and Dryden, who wrote, and made no difficulty of declaring that 
he wrote only to please, and who perhaps knew that by his dexterity o¥ 
versification he was more likely to excel others in rhyme than without it, 
very readily adopted his master’s preterence. He therefore made rhyming 
tragedies, till, by the prevalence of manifest propriety, he seems to have 
grown ashamed of making them any longer. 

To this play is prefixed a very vehement defence of dramatic rhyme, in 
confutation of the preface to the ‘‘ Duke of Lerma,” in which Sir Robert 
Howard had censured it. 

In 1667 he published ‘‘ Annus Mirabilis, the Year of Wonders,” which 
may be esteemed one of his most elaborate works. 

It is addressed to Sir Robert Howard by a letter, which is not properly a 
dedication ; and, writing to a poet, he has interspersed many critical obser- 
vations, of which some are common, and some perhaps ventured without 
much consideration, He began, even now, to exercise the domination of 
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conscious genius, by recommending his own performance: ‘'I am satisfied 
that as the prince and general [Rupert and Monk] are incomparably the best 
subjects I hayeever had, so what I have written on them is much better 
than what I have performed on anyother. As I have endeavoured to adorn 
my poem with noble thoughts, so much more to express those thoughts with 
elocution.” 

It is written in quatrains, or heroic stanzas of four lines; a measure which 
he had learned from the Gondibert of Davenant, and which he then thought 
the most majestic that the English language affords. Of this stanza he 
mentions the incumbrances, increased as they were by the exactness which 
the age required. It was, throughout his life, very much his custom to re- 
commend his works by representation of the difficulties that he had encoun- 
tered, without appearing to have sufficiently considered, that where there is 
no difficulty there is no praise. 

There seems to be, in the conduct of Sir Robert Howard and Dryden 
towards each other, something that is not now easily to be explained. Dry- 
den, in his dedication to the Iarl of Orrery, had defended dramatic rhyme ; 
and Howard, in the preface to a collection of plays, had censured his opinion. 
Dryden vindicated himself in his Dialogue on Dramatic Poetry: Howard, in 
his preface to the ‘‘ Duke of Lerma, ’ animadverted on the Vindication ; and 
Dryden, in a preface to the Indian Emperor, replied to the Animadversions 
with great asperity, and almost with contumely. The dedication to this play 
is dated the year in which the '‘ Annus Mirabilis "’ was published. Here ap- 
pears a Strange inconsistence ; but Langbaine affords some help, by relating 
that the answer to Howard was not published in the first edition of the play, 
but was added when it was afterwards reprinted ; and as the Duke of Lerma 
did not appear till 1668, the same year in which the dialogue was published, 
there was time enough for enmity to grow up between authors, who, writing 

-both for the theatre, were naturally rivals. 

He was now so much distinguished, that in 1668 he succeeded Sir William 
Davenant as pocet-laureat. The salary of the laureat had been raised in 
favour of Jonson, by Charles the First, from an hundred marks to one 
hundred pounds a year, and a tierce of wine ; a revenue in those days not 

- inadequate to the conveniences of life. 

The same year, he published his essay on Dramatic Poetry, an elegant and 
instructive dialogue, in which we are told, by Prior, that the principal 
character is meant to represent the Duke of Dorset. This work seems to 
have given Addison a model for his Dialogues upon Medals. 

‘‘Secret Love, or the Maiden Queen ”’ (1668), is a tragi-comedy. In the 
preface he discusses a curious question, whether a poet can judge well of his 
own productions? and determines very justly, that, of the plan and disposi- 
tion, and all that can be reduced to principles of science, the author may 
depend upon his own opinion ; but that, in those parts where fancy pre- 
dominates, self-love may easily deceive. He might have observed, that what 
is good only because it pleases, cannot be pronounced good till it has been 
found to please. 

“Sir Martin Marr-all’” (1668) is a comedy, published without preface or 
dedication, and at first without the name of the author. Langbaine charges 
it, like most of the rest, with plagiarism; and observes, that the song is 
translated from Voiture, allowing however that both the sense and measure 
are exactly observed. 

‘‘The Tempest” (1670) is an alteration of Shakspeare’s play, made by 
Dryden in conjunction with Davenant, ‘‘ whom,” says he, ‘‘I found of so 
quick a fancy, that nothing was proposed to him in which he could not sud- 
denly produce a thought extremely pleasant and surprisine . and those first 
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thoughts of his, contrary to the Latin proverb, were not always the least 
happy; and as his fancy was quick, so likewise were the products of it remote 
and vew. He borrowed not of any other; and his imaginations were such 
as could not easily enter into any other man,” 

The effect produced by the conjunction of these two powerful minds was, 
that to Shakspeare’s monster, Caliban, is added a sister-monster, Syco- 
rax ; and a woman, who, in the original play, had never scen a man, Is in 
this brought acquainted with a man that had never scen a woman. 

About this time, in 1673, Dryden seems to have had his quiet much dis- 
turbed by the success of the ‘‘ Empress of Morocco,” a tragedy written in 
rhyme by Elkanah Settle ; which was so much applauded, as to make him 
think his supremacy of reputation in some dangcr. Settle had not only 
been prosperous on the stage, but, in the confidence of success, had pub- 
lished his play, with sculptures and a preface of defiance. Here was one 
offence added to another ; and, for the last blast of inflammation, it was 
acted at Whitehall by the court-ladies. 

Dryden could not now repress these emotions, which he called indigna- 
tion, and others jealousy ; but wrote upon the play and the dedication such 
criticism as malignant impatience could pour out in haste. 

Of Settle he gives this character: ‘‘ He’s an animal of a most deplored 
understanding, without conversation. His being is in a twilight of sense, 
and some glimmering of thought which he can never fashion into wit or 
English. His style is boisterous and rough-hewn, his rhyme incorrigibly 
rewd, and his numbers perpetually harsh and ill-sounding. The little talent 
which he has, is fancy. He somctimes labours with a thought; but, with 
the pudder he makes to bring it into the world, ‘tis commonly still-born ; so 
that, for want of learning and elocution, he will never be able to express any 
thing either naturally or justly.” 

This is not very decent ; yet this is one of the pages in which criticism 
prevails most over brutal fury. He proceeds: ‘‘ He has a heavy hand at 
fools, and a great felicity in writing nonsense for them. Tools they will be 
in spite of him. His King, his two Empresses, his Villain, and his Sub- 
villain, nay his Hero, have all a certain natural cast of the father—thcir folly 
was born and bred in them, and something of the Elkanah will be visible.’’ 

This is Dryden's general declamation ; I will not withhold from the reader 
a particular remark. Having gone through the first act, he says, ‘‘To 
conclude this act with the most rumbling piece of nonsense spoken yet : 


’ To flattering lightning our se ee smiles conform, 
Which, back’d with thunder, do but gild a storm, 


Conform a smile to lightning, make a smile imitate lightning, and flattering 
lightning: lightning sure is a threatening thing. And this lightning must 
gild a storm. Now, if I must conform by smiles to lightning, then my 
smiles must gild a storm too: to gé/d with smiles, is a new invention of 
gilding. And gild a storm by being dacked with thunder, Thunder is part 
of the storm ; so one part of the storm must help to g/d another part, and 
help by dacking,; as if a man would gild a thing the better for being backed, 
or having a load upon his back. So that here is p/ding by conforming, 
smiling, lightning, backing, and thundering, The whole is as if I should 
say thus: I will make my counterfeit smiles look like a flattering stone-horse, 
which, being backed with a trooper, does but gild the battle. I am mis- 
taken if nonsense is not here pretty thick sown. Sure the poet writ these 
two lines aboard some smack in a storm, and, being sea-sick, spewed up a 
good lump of clotted nonsense at once.” 

Here is perhaps a sufficient specimen; but as the pamphlet, though 
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Dryden's, has never been thought worthy of republication, and is not easily 
to be found, it may gratify curiosity to quote it more largely: 
Whene’er she bleeds, 

He no severer a damnation needs, 

That dares pronounce the sentence of her death, 

Than the infection that attends that breath. 
That attends that breath.——-The poct is at dreath again; breath can never 
‘scape him; and here he brings in a éreath that must be 2z7/ectious with 
pronouncing a sentence ; and this sentence is not to be pronounced till the 
condemned party d/eeds; that is, she must be executed first, and sentenced 
after; and the proxouncing of this sentence will be infectious; that is, others 
will catch the disease of that sentence, and this infecting of others will 
torment a man’s self. The whole is thus; when she bleeds, thou needest no 
greater hell or torment to thyself, than infecting of others by pronouncing a@ 
sentence upon her. What hodge-podge does he make here! Never was 
Dutch grout such clogging, thick, indigestible stuff. But this is but a taste 
to stay the stomach ; we shall have a more plentiful mess presently. 

‘* Now to dish up the poet’s broth that I promised : 

or when we’re dead, and our freed souls enlarged, 

Of nature’s grossecr burden we're discharged, 

Then, gentle as a happy lover’s sigh, 

Like wand’ring metcors through the air we'll fiy, 

And in our airy walk, as subtle guests, 

We'll steal into our cruel futhers’ breasts, 

There read their souls, and track each passion’s sphere; 

See how nevenne moves there, Ambition here; 

And in their orbs view the dark characters 

Of sieges, ruins, murders, blood, and wars. 

We'll blot out all those hideous draughts, and write 

Pure and white forms; then with a radiant light 

Their breasts encircle, till their passions be 

Gentle as nature in its infancy ; 

Till, soften’d by our charms, their furies cease, 

And their revenge resolves into a peace. 

Thus by our death their quarrel ends, 

Whom living we made foes, dead we’ll make friends. 
If this be not a very liberal mess, I will refer myself to the stomach of any 
moderate guest. And a rare mess it is, far excelling any Westminster white- 
broth. It is a kind of giblet porridge, made of the giblets of a couple of 
young geese, stodged full of meteors, orbs, spheres, track, hideous draughts, 
dark characters, white forms, and radiant lights, designed not only to please 
appetite, and indulge luxury, but it is also physical, being an approved 
medicine to purge choler ; for it is propounded, by Morena, as a receipt to 
cure their fathers of their choleric humours; and, were it written in cha- 
racters as barbarous as the words, might very well pass for a doctor's bill. 
To conclude: it is porridge, ‘tis a receipt, 'tis a pig with a pudding in the 
belly, ‘tis I know not what: for, certainly, never anyone that pretended to 
write sense had the impudence before to put such stuff as this into the 
mouths of those that were to speak it before an audience, whom he did not 
take to be all fools; and after that to print it too, and expose it to the exami- 
nation of the world. But let us see what we can make of this stuff. 

For when we're dead, and our freed souls enlarged—— 


Here he tells us what it is to be dead, it is to have our freed souls set free. 
Now, if to have a soul set free, is to be dead; then to have a freed soul set 
free, is to have a dead man die. 

Then, gently as a happy lover’s sigh—— 
They two like one sigh, and that one sigh like two wandering meteors, 
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—Shall fly through the air~ 


That is, they shall mount above like falling stars, or else they shall skip like 
two Jacks with lanthorns, or Will with a wisp, and Madge with a candle. 

‘(And in their airy walk steal into their cruel fathers’ breasts, like subtle 
guests. So that their fathers’ breasts must be in an airy walk, an airy walk 
of a flier. And there they will read their souls, and track the spheres of 
their passions, ‘That is, these walking fliers, Jack with a lanthorn, &c. will 
put on his spectacles, and fall a rcading souls, and put on his pumps, and 
fall a tracking of spheres: so that he will read and run, walk and fly, at the 
same time! Oh! Nimble Jack! Zhen he will see, how revenge here, how 
ambition there The birds will hop about. Azd then view the dark 
characters of sieges, ruins, murders, blood, and wars, in thetr orbs: Track 
the characters to their forms! Oh! rare sport for Jack! Never was place 
so full of game as these breasts! You cannot stir, but flush a sphere, start 
a character, or unkennel an orb !” 

Settle’'s is said to have been the first play embellished with sculptures ; 
those ornaments seem to have given poor Dryden great disturbance. He 
tries however to ease his pain, by venting his malice in a parody. 

‘*The poet has not only been so imprudent to expose all this stuff, but so 
arrogant to defend it with an epistle ; like a saucy booth-keeper, that, when 
he had put a cheat upon the people, would wrangle and fight with any that 
would not like it, or would offer to discover it; for which arrogance our 
poet receives this correction ; and, to jerk him a little the sharper, I will not 
transpose his verse, but by the help of his own words transnonsense sense, 
that, by my stuff, people may judge the better what his is: 


Great Boy, thy tragedy and sculptures done 

From press, and plates in fleets do homeward comes 
And, in ridiculous and humble pride, 

Their course in ballad-singers’ baskets guide, 
Whose greasy twigs do all new beauties take, 

From the gay shows thy dainty sculptures make, 
Thy lines a mess of rhyming nonsense yield, 

A senscless tale, with flattering fustian fill’d. 

No grain of sense does in one line appear, 

Thy words big bulks of boisterous bombast bear. 
With noise they move, and from players’ mouths rebound, 
When their tongues dance to thy words’ empty sound. 
By thee inspired the rumbling verses roll, 

As if that rhyme and bombast lent a soul: 

And with that soul they seem taught duty too, 

To huffing words does humble nonsense bow, 

As if it would thy worthless worth enhance, 

To th’ lowest rank of fops thy praise advance ; 

To whom, by instinct, all thy stuffis dear: 

Their loud claps echo to the theatre. 

From breaths of fools thy commendation spreads, 
Fame sings thy praise with mouths of logger-heads, 
With noise and laughing each thy fustian greets, 
*Tis clapt by quires of empty-headed cits, 

Who have their tribute sent, and homage given, 

As men in whispers send loud noise to Heaven. 


«Thus I have daubed him with his own puddle: and now we are come 
from aboard his dancing, masking, rebounding, breathing fleet ; and, as if 
we had landed at Gotham, we meet nothing but fools and nonsense.” 

Such was the criticism to which the genius of Dryden could be reduced, 
between rage and terror; rage with little provocation, and terror with little 
danger. ‘To see the highest mind thus levelled with the meanest may pro- 
duce some solace to the consciousness of weakness, and some mortification 
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to the pride of wisdom. But let it be remembered, that minds are not levelled 
in their powers but when they are first levelled in their desires. Dryden 
and Settle had both placed their happiness in the claps of multitudes. 

‘‘An Evening’s Love, or the Mock Astrologer,” a comedy (1671), is dedi- 
cated to the illustrious Duke of Newcastle, whom he courts by adding to 
his praises those of his lady, not only as a lover but a partner of his studies. 
Jt is unpleasing to think how many names, once celebrated, are since for- 
gotten. Of Newcastle’s works ncthing is now known but his ‘‘ Treatise on 
Horsemanship.” 

The Preface seems very elaborately written, and contains many just 
remarks on the Fathers of the English drama. Shakspcare’s plots, he says, 
are in the hundred novels of Cinthio ; those of Beaumont and Fletcher in 
Spanish stories ; Jonson only made them for himself. His criticisms upon 
tragedy, comedy, and farce, are judicious and profound. He endeavours to 
defend the immorality of some of his comedies by the example of former 
writers ; which is only to say that he was not the first nor perhaps the 
greatest offender. Against those that accused him of plagiarism he alleges 
a favourable expression of the king: ‘‘ He only desired that they who accuse 
me of thefts, would steal him plays like mine; and then relates how much 
labour he spends in fitting for the english stage what he borrows from others, 

‘‘Tyrannic Love, or the Royal Martyr” (1672), was another tragedy in 
rhyme, conspicuous for many passages of strength and elegance, and many 
of empty noise and ridiculous turbulence. Therants of Maximin have been 
always the sport of criticism ; and were at length [1681], if his own confession 
may be trusted, the shame of the writer. 

Cif this play he has taken care to let the reader know, that it was contrived 
and written in seven weeks. Want of time was often his excuse, or perhaps 
shortness of time was his private boast in the form of an apology. 

It was written before the ‘‘ Conquest of Granada,” but published after it. 
Thedesign is torecommend piety. ‘‘I considered that pleasure was not theonly 
end of Poesy; and that even the instructions of morality were not so wholly 
the business of a poet, as that precepts and examples of piety were to be 
omitted ; for to leave that employment altogether to the clergy, were to forget 
that religion was first taught in verse, which the laziness or dulness of suc- 
ceeding priesthood turned afterwards into prose.” ‘Thus foolishly could 
Dryden write, rather than not show his malice to the parsons. 

The two parts of the ‘‘Conquest of Granada” (1672), are written with a 
seeming determination to glut the public with dramatic wonders, to exhibit 
in its highest elevation a theatrical meteor of incredible love and impossible 
valour, and to leave no room for a wilder flight to the extravagance of 
posterity. All the rays of romantic heat, whether amorous or warlike, glow 
in Almanzor by a kind ofconcentration. He is above all laws; he is exempt 
from all restraints; he ranges the world at will, and governs wherever he 
appears. He fights without inquiring the cause, and loves in spite of the 
obligations of justice, of rejection by his mistress, and of prohibition from 
the dead. Yet the scenes are, for the most part, delightful ; they exhibit a 
kind of iJlustrious depravity, and majestic madness, sucb as, if it is sometimes 
despised, is often reverenced, and in which the ridiculous is mingled with the 
astonishing. 

In the epilogue to the second part of the ‘‘ Conquest of Granada,” Dryden 
indulges his favourite pleasure of discrediting his predecessors ; and this epi- 
logue he has defended by a long postscript. He had promised a second 
dialogue, in which he should more fully treat of the virtues and faults of the 
English poets, who have written in the dramatic, epic, or lyric way. This 
promise was never formally performed ; but, with respect to the dramatic 


\ 


writers, he has given us in his prefaces and in this postscript, something 
equivalent; but his purpose being to exalt himself, by the comparison, he 
shows faults distinctly, and only praises excellence in general terms. 

A play thus written, in professed defiance of probability, naturally drew 
upon itself the vultures of the theatre. One of the critics that attacked it 
was Martin Clifford, to whom Sprat addressed the Life of Cowley, with such 
veneration of his critical powers as might naturally excite great expectations 
of instruction from his remarks. But let honest credulity beware of re- 
cciving characters from contemporary writers. Clifford’s remarks, by the 
favour of Dr. Percy, were at last obtained ; and, that no man may ever want 
them more, I will extract enough to satisfy all reasonable desire. 

In the first letter his observation is only general ; ‘‘ You do live,” says he, 
‘*in as much ignorance and darkness as you did in the womb; your writings 
are like a Jack-of-all-trade's shop ; they have a varicty, but nothing of value ; 
and if thou art not the dullest plant-animal that ever the earth produced, all 
that I have conversed with are strangely mistaken in thee.” 

In the second he tells him that Almanzor is not more copied from Achilles 
than from Ancient Pistol. ‘‘But I am," says he, ‘‘strangely mistaken if I 
have not seen this very Almanzor of yours in some disguise about this town, 
and passing under another name. _ [Fr’ythee tell me true, was not.this Huff- 
cap once the Indian Emperor? and at another time did he not call himself 
Maximin? Was not Lyndaraxa once called Almeria? I mean under 
Montezuma the Indian Emperor. I protest and vow they are either the 
same, or so alike, that I cannot, for my heart, distinguish one from the 
other. You are therefore a strange unconscionable thief ; thou art not con- 
tent to steal from others, but dost rob thy poor wretched self too.”’ 

Now was Settle’s time to take his revenge. He wrote a vindication of his 
own lines ; and, if he is forced to yield anything, makes his reprisals upon 
his enemy. To say that his answer is equal to the censure, is no high com- 
mendation. ‘To expose Dryden’s method of analyzing his expressions, he 
tries the same expcriment upon the same description of the ships in the 
‘‘ Indian Emperor,’’ of which however he does not deny the excellence ; but 
intends to show, that by studied misconstruction everything may be equally 
represented as ridiculous. After so much of Dryden's elegant animadver- 
sions, justice requires that something of Settle’s should be exhibited. The 
following observations are therefore extracted from a quarto pamphlet of 
ninety-five pages : 

“ Fate after him below with pain did move, 
And victory could scarce keep pace above. 


These two lines, if he can show me any sense or thought in, or anything but 
bombast and noise, he shall make me believe every word in his observations 
on Morocco sense. 

‘‘Jn the ‘Empress of Morocco’ were these lines : 

I'l travel then to some remoter sphere, 
Till 1 find out new worlds, and crown you there, 

**On which Dryden made this remark : 

‘‘T believe our learned author takes a sphere for a country ; the sphere 
of Morocco! as if Morocco were the globe of earth and water ; but a globe is 
no sphere neither, by his leave,’ &c. 

‘*So sphere must not be sense, unless it relate to a circular motion about 
a globe, in which sense the astronomers use it. I would desire him to ex- 
pound those lines in Granada : 


I'll to the turrets of the palace go 
And add new fire to those that fight below. 
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Thence, Hero-like, with torches by my side, 
(Far be the omen tho’) my Love I'll guide. 
No, like his better fortune: Vl appear, 
With open arms, loose veil, and flowing hair, 
Just flying forward from my rowling sphere. 


I wonder, if he be so strict, how he dares make so bold with sphere himself, 
and be so critical in other men’s writings. Fortune is fancied standing on a 
globe, not on a sphere, as he told us in the first act. 

‘Because Elkanah's similes are the most unlike things to what they are 
compared in the world, I'll venture to start a simile in his Annus Mirabilis: 
he gives this poetical description of the ship called the London : 

The goodly London in her gallant trim, 

The Phanix-daughter of the vanquisht old, 

Like a rich bride does to the ocean swim, 

And on her shadow rides in floating gold. 

Her fing aloft spread ruffling in the wind, 

And sanguine streamers seem’d the floud to fire: 

The weaver, charm’d with what his loom design’d, 

Goes on to sca, and knows not to retire. 

With roomy decks her guns of mighty strength, 

Whose Jow-laid mouths cach mounting billow laves, 

Deep in her draught, and warlike in her length, 

She seems a sca-wusp flying on the waves. 
What a wonderful pudder is here, to make all these poetical beautifications 
ofaship; that is, a phen7x in the first stanza, and but a wasp in the lastt 
nay, to make his humble comparison of a zvasf more ridiculous, he does no: 
say it flies upon the waves as nimbly as a wasp, or the like, but it seemed a 
wasp, But our author at the writing of this was not in his altitudes, to com- 
pare ships to floating palaces ; a comparison to the purpose was a perfection 
he did not arrive to till the Indian Emperor's days. But perhaps his simili- 
tude has more in it than we imagine ; this ship had a great many guns in 
her, and they, put all together, made the sting in the wasp’s tail: for this is 
all the reason I can guess, why it seemed a wasp. But, because we will 
allow him all we can to help out, let it be a phenzx sea-wasp, and the rarity 
of such an animal may do much towards heightening the fancy. 

‘*It had been much more to his purpose, if he had designed to render the 
senseless play little, to have searched for some such pedantry as this: 


Two ifs scarce makes one possibility. 

If justice will take all, and nothing give, 
Justice, methinks, is not distributive, 

To dio or kill you is the alternative. 
Rather than take your life, I will not live. 


‘¢ Observe how prettily our author chops logic in heroic verse. ‘Three such 
fustian canting words as distributive, alternative, and two zfs, no man but 
himself would have come within the noise of. But he’s a man of general 
learning, and all comes into his play. 

‘*’T would have done well too if he could have met with the rant or two, 
worth the observation: such as, 


Move swiftly, Sun, and fly a lover’s pace, . 
Leave months and weeks behind thee in ‘thy race, : 


‘* But surely the Sun, whether he flies a lover's or not a lover's pace, leaves 
weeks and months, nay years too, behind him in his race. 

‘*Poor Robin, or any other of the philo-mathematics, would have “ given 
him satisfaction in the point. jf 


If I could kill thee now, thy fate ’s so low, : 
That 1 must stoop ere 1 can give the blows g 
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But mine is fixt so far above thy crown, 
That all thy men, 
Piled on thy back, can never pull it down. 


* Now where that is, Almanzor’s fate js fixed, I cannot guess; but, 
wherever it is, I believe Almanzor, and think that all Abdalla’s subjects, 
piled upon one another, might not pull down his fate so well as without 
piling : besides, I think Abdalla so wise a man, that, if Almanzor had told 
him piling his men npon his back might do the feat, he would scarcely bear 
such a weight, for the pleasuie of the exploit; but it is a huff, and let 
Abdalla do it if he dare. 

The people like a headlong torrent go, 

And every dam they break or overflow. 

But, unopposed, they cither lose their force, 

Or wind in volumes to their former course ; 
a very pretty allusion, contrary to all sense or reason. Torrents, I take it, 
let them wind never so much, can never return to their former course, unless 
hecan suppose that fountains can go upwards, which is impossible ; nay more, 
in the foregoing page he tells us so too; a trick of a very unfaithful memory. 

But can no more than fountains upward flow ; 
which of a ¢orrent, which signifies a rapid stream, is much more impossible. 
Besides, if he goes to quibble, and say that it is possible by art water may 
be made return, and the same water run twice in one and the same channel ; 
then he quite confutes what he says: for it is by being opposed, that it runs 
into its former course ; for all engines that make water so return, do it by 
compulsion and opposition. Or, if he means a headlong torrent for a tide, 
which would be ridiculous, yet they do not wind in volumes, but come fore- 
right back (if their upright lies straight to their former course), and that by 
opposition of the sea-water, that drives them back again. 

‘* And for fancy, when he lights of anything like it, ’tis a wonder if it be 
not borrowed. As here, for example of, I find this fanciful thought in his 
Ann, Mirab. 

Old father Thames raised up his reverend head; 
But fear’d the fate of Simois would return ; 
Deep in his ooze he sought his sedgy bed, 

And shrunk his waters back into his urn. 

‘This is stolen from Cowley's Davidcis, p. 9. 

Swift Jordan started, and straight backward ficd, 
Hiding amongst thick reeds his aged head. 

And when the Spaniards their assault begin, 

At once beat those without and these within. 

‘‘This Almanzor speaks of himself; and sure for onc man to conquer an 
army within the city, and another without the city, at once, is something 
difficult : but this flight is pardonable to some we mcct with in Granada: 
Osmin, speaking of Almanzor, 

Who, like a tempest that outrides the wind, 

Made a just battle, ere the bodies join’d. 
Pray, what does this honourable person mean by a /emfest that outrides the 
wind / a tempest that outrides itself. To suppose a tempest without wind, 
is as bad as supposing a man to walk without feet; for if he supposes the 
tempest to be something distant from the wind, yet, as being the effect of 
wind only, to come before the cause is a little preposterous ; so that, if he 
takes it one way, or if he takes it the other, those two 2/s will scarcely make 
one possibility.” Vunough of Settle. 

‘‘ Marriage a-la-mode’’ (1673) is a comedy dedicated to the Earl of Ro- 
chester ; whom he acknowledges not only as the defender of his poetry, but 
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the promoter of his fortune. Langbaine places this playin 1673. The Earl 
of Rochester, therefore, was the famous Wilmot, whom yet tradition always 
represents as an enemy to Dryden, and who is mentioned by him with some 
disrespect in the preface to Juvenal. 

‘'The Assignation, or Love ina Nunnery,” a comedy (1673), was driven 
off the stage, against the opinion, as the author says, of the best judges. It 
is dedicated, in a very elegant addrcss, to Sir Charles Sedley ; in which he 
finds an opportunity for his usual complaint of hard treatment and unreason- 
able censure. 

‘‘ Amboyna” (1673) is a tissue of mingled dialogue in verse and prose, and 
was perhaps written in less time than ‘‘The Virgin Martyr;” though the 
author thought not fit either ostentatiously or mournfully to tell how little 
labour it cost him, or at how short a warning he produced it. It was a tem- 
porary performance, written in the time of the Dutch war, to inflame the 
nation against their enemies ; to whom he hopes, as he declares in his epi- 
logue, to make his poetry not less destructive than that by which Tyrtzeus of 
old animated the Spartans, This play was written in the second Dutch war, 
in 1673. 

“ “Lesitus and Cressida” (1679) is a play altered from Shakspeare ; but so 
altered, that, even in Langbaine’s opinion, ‘‘the last scene in the third act 
is a master-picce.” It is introduced by a discourse ‘‘on the Grounds of 
Criticism in Tragedy,” to which I suspect that Rymer’s book had given 
occasion, 

‘The Spanish Fryar’ (1681) is a tragi-comedy, eminent for the happy 
coincidence and coalition of the two plots. As it was written against the 
papists, it would naturally at that time have friends and enemies ; and partly 
by the popularity which it obtained at first, and partly by the real power 
both of the serious and risible part, it continued long a favourite of the 

ublic. 
: It was Dryden's opinion, at least, for some time, and he maintains it in 
the dedication of this play, that the drama required an alternation of comic 
and tragic scenes; and that it is necessary to mitigate by alleviations of 
merriment the pressure of ponderous events, and the fatigue of toilsome 
passions, ‘*‘ Whoever,” says he, ‘‘cannot perform both parts, zs but half a 
writer for the stage.”’ 

‘The Duke of Guise,” a tragedy (1683), written in conjunction with 
Lee, as Gdipus had been before, seems to deserve notice only for the offence 
which it gave to the remnant of the Covenanters, and in general to the 
enemies of the court, who attacked him with great violence, and were an- 
swered by him; though at last he seems to withdraw from the conflict, by 
transferring the greater part of the blame or merit to his partner. It hap- 
pened that a contract had been made between them, by which they were to 
join in writing a play: and ‘“‘he happened,” says Dryden, ‘‘to claim the 
promise just upon the finishing of a poem, when I would have been glad of 
a little respite.— Zzwo-thirds of it belonged to him; and to me only the first 
scene of the play, the whole fourth act, and the first half, orsomewhat more, 
of the fifth.” 

This was a play written professedly for the party of the Duke of York, 
whose succession was then opposed. A parallel is intended between the 
Leaguers of France and the Covenanters of England: and this intention 
produced the controversy. | 

‘‘Albion and Albanius’”’ (1685) is a musical drama or opera, written, like 
the ‘‘ Duke of Guise,” against the Republicans, With what success it was 
performed, I have not found.* 

® Downes says, it was performed on a very unlucky day, viz, that on which the 
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** The State of Innocence and Fall of Man” (1675) is termed by him an 
opera: it is rather a tragedy in heroic rhyme, but of which the personages 
are such as cannot decently be exhibited on the stage. Some such pro- 
duction was foreseen by Marvel, who writes thus to Milton: 

Or if a work so infinite be spann’d, 

Jealous I was lest some less skilful hand 

(Such as disquict always what is well, 

And by ill-imitating would excel), 

Might hence presume the whole creation’r day 

To change in scenes, and show it in a play. 
It is another of his hasty productions ; for the heat of his imagination raised 
it in a month. 

This composition is addressed to the Princess of Modena, then Duchess 
of York, in a strain of flattery which disgraces genius, and which it was 
wonderful that any man that knew the meaning of his own words could use 
without self-detestation. It is an attempt to mingle earth and heaven, by 
praising human excellence in the language of religion. 

‘The preface contains an apology for heroic verse and poctic licence; by 
which is meant not any liberty taken in contracting or extending words, but 
the use of bold fictions and ambitious figures. 

The reason which he gives for printing what was never acted cannot be 
overpassed : ‘‘ I was induced to it in my own defence, many hundred copies 
of it being dispersed abroad without my knowledge or consent ; and every 
one gathering new faults, it became at length a libel against me.” These 
copies, as they gathered faults, were apparently manuscript ; and he lived in 
an age very unlike ours, if many hundred copies of fourteen hundred lines 
were likely to be transcribed. An author has aright to print his own works, 
and need not seck an apology in falsehood ; but he that could bear to write 
the dedication felt no pain in writing the preface. 

‘‘Aureng Zebe” (1676) is a tragedy founded on the actions of a great 
prince then reigning, but over nations not likely to employ their critics upon 
the transactions of the English stage. If he had known and disliked his 
own charactcr, our trade was not in those times secure from his resentment. 
His country is at such a distance, that the manners might be safely falsified, 
and the incidents feigned; for the remoteness of place is remarked, by 
Racine, to afford the same conveniences to a poet as Iength of time, 

This play is written in rhyme ; and has the appearance of being the most 
elaborate of all the dramas. ‘The personages are impcrial ; but the dialogue 
ts often domestic, and therefore susceptible of sentiments accommodated to 
familiar incidents. ‘The complaint of life is celebrated ; and there are many 
other passages that may be read with pleasure. 

This play is addressed to the Earl of Mulgrave, afterwards Duke of 
Buckingham, himself, if not a poet, yet a writer of verses, and acritic. In 
this address Dryden gave the first hints of his intention to write an epic 
poem. He mentions his design in terms so obscure, that he seems afraic 
Jest his plan should be purloined, as, he says, happened to him when he 
told it more plainly in his preface to Juvenal. ‘‘’The design,” says he, 
‘‘you know is great, the story linglish, and neither too near the prescnt 
times, nor too distant from them.” 

‘¢ All for Love, or the World well Lost’ (1678), a tragedy founded upon 
the story of Antony and Cleopatra, he tells us, ‘‘is the only play which he 
wrote for himself: the rest were given to the people. It is by universal 


Duke of Monmouth landed in the west; and he intimates, that the consternation into 
which the kingdom was thrown by this event was a reason why it was performed but 
six times, and was in general ill received, 
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consent accounted the work in which he has admitted the fewest improprie- 
ties of style and character ; but it has one fault equal to many, though 
rather moral than critical, that, by admitting the romantic omnipotence of 
love, he has recommended, as laudable and worthy of imitation, that con- 
duct which, through all ages, the good have censured as vicious, and the 
bad despised as foolish. 

Of this play the prologue and the epilogue, though written upon the 
common topics of malicious and ignorant criticism, and without any pur- 
ticular relation to the characters or incidents of the drama, are deservedly 
celebrated for their elegance and sprightliness, 

‘‘Limberham, or the Kind Keeper” (1680), is a comedy, which, after the 
third night, was prohibited as too indecent for the stage. What gave 
offence, was in the printing, as the author says, altered or omitted. Dryden 
confesses that its indecency was objected to ; but Langbaine, who yet seldom 
favours him, imputes its expulsion to resentment, because it ‘'so much ex- 
posed the keeping part of the town.” 

‘* @idipus " (1679) is a tragedy formed by Dryden and Lee, in conjunc- 
tion, from the works of Sophocles, Seneca, and Corneille. Dryden planned 
the scenes, and composed the first and third acts. 

‘‘Don Sebastian "’ (1690) is commonly esteemed cither the first or second 
of his dramatic performances. It is too long to be all acted, and has many 
characters and many incidents; and though it is not without sallies of 
frantic dignity, and more noise than meaning, yet, as it makes approachcs 
to the possibilities of real life, and has some sentiments which leave a strong 
impression, it continued long to attract attention. Amidst the distresses of 
princes, and the vicissitudes of empire, are inserted several scenes which the 
writer intended for comic; but which, I suppose, that age did not much 
commend, and this would not endure. There are, however, passages of 
excellence universally acknowledged ; the dispute and the reconciliation of 
Dorax and Sebastian has always been admired. 

This play was first acted in 1690, after Dryden had for some years dis- 
continued dramatic poetry. 

‘‘Amphytrion "’ is a comedy derived from Plautus and Moliére. The 
dedication is dated Oct. 1690. This play seems to have succeeded at its 
first appearance; and was, I think, long considered as a very diverting 
entertainment. 

‘*Cleomenes ” (1692) is a tragedy, only remarkable as it occasioned an 
incident related in the Guardian, and allusively mentioned by Dryden in 
his preface. As he came out from the representation, he was accosted thus 
by some airy stripling; ‘‘ Had I been left alone with a young beauty, I 
would not have spent my time like your Spartan.” ‘‘ That, sir,” said 
dea ‘‘ perhaps is true; but give me leave to tell you, that you are no 
nero.” 

‘King Arthur” (1691) is another opera. It was the last work that 
Dryden performed for King Charles, who did not live to see it exhibited, 
and it does not seem to have becn ever brought upon the stage.* In the 
dedication to the Marquis of Halifax, there is a very elegant character of 
Charles, and a pleasing account of his latter life. When this was first 
brought upon the stage, news that the Duke of Monmouth had landed was 
told in the theatre ; upon which the company departed, and Arthur was 
exhibited no more. 

His last drama was ‘‘ Love Triumphant,” a tragi-comedy. In his dedi- 
cation tothe Earl of Salisbury he mentions ‘‘the lowness of fortune to 


* This isa mistake (vide last sentence of the paragraph). It was set to music by 
Purcell, and well received, and is yet a favourite entertainment, 
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which he ha) voluntarily reduced himself, and of which he has no reason to 
be ashamed.” 

This play appeared in 1694. It is said to have been unsuccessful. The 
catastrophe, procecding merely from a change of mind, is confessed by the 
author to be defective. Thus he began and ended his dramatic labours with 
ill success. 

From such a number of theatrical pieces, it will be supposed, by most 
readers, that he must have improved his fortune; at least, that such diligence 
with such abilities must have set penury at defiance. But in Dryden's time 
the drama was very far from that universal approbation which it has now 
obtained. ‘The playhouse was abhorred by the Puritans, and avoided by 
those who desired the character of seriousness or decency. A grave lawyer 
would have debased his dignity, and a young trader would have impaired 
his credit, by appearing in those mansions of dissolute licentiousness. The 
profits of the theatre, when so many classes of the people were deducted 
from the audience, were not great ; and the poet had, for a long time, but a 
Single night. ‘The first that had two nights was Southern; and the first 
that had three was Rowe. ‘There were, however, in those days, arts of im- 
proving a poet’s profit, which Dryden forbore to practise ; and a play there- 
fore seldom produced him more than a hundred pounds, by the accumulated 
gain of the third night, the dedication, and the copy. 

Almost every piece had a dedication, written with such clegance and luxu- 
riance of praise, as neither haughtiness nor avarice could be imagined able 
to resist. But he seems to have made flattery too cheap. ‘That praise is 
worth nothing of which the price is known. 

To increase the value of his copies, he often accompanied his work with a 
ames of criticism ; a kind of learning then almost new in the English 

nguage, and which he, who had considered with great accuracy the princi- 
ples of writing, was able to distribute copiously as occasions arose. By these 
dissertations the public judgment must have been much improved ; and Swift, 
who conversed with Dryden, relates that heregrettcd the success of his own in- 
Structions, and found his readers madesuddenly too skilful to be easily satisfied. 

His prologues had such reputation, that for some time a play was con- 
sidered as less likely to be well received, if some of his verses did not intro- 
duce it. The price of a prologue was two guineas, till, being asked to write 
one for Mr. Southern, he demanded three ; ‘‘ Not,” said he, ‘‘ young man, 
out of disrespect to you, but the players have had my goods too cheap.” 

Though he declares, that in his own opinion his genius was not dramatic, 
he had great confidence in his own fertility ; for he is said to have engaged, 
by contract, to furnish four plays a year. 

It is certain that in one year, 1678,* he published All for Love, Assigna- 
tion, two parts of the Conquest of Granada, Sir Martin Marr-all, and the 
State of Innocence, six complete plays, with a celerity of performance, 
which, though all Langbaine's charges of plagiarism should be allowed, 
shows such facility of composition, such readiness of language, and such 
copiousness of sentiment, as, since the time of Lopez de Vega, perhaps no 
other author has possessed.. 

He did not enjoy his reputation, however great, nor his profits, however 
small, without molestation. He had critics to endure, and rivals to oppose. 
The two most distinguished wits of the nobility, the Duke of Buckingham 
and Earl of Rochester, declared themselves his enemies. 

Buckingham characterized him, in 1671, by the name of Bayes in the 


* Dr. Johnson in this assertion was misled by Langbaine. Only one of these plays 
@ppeared in 1678, Nor were there more than three in any one year, The dates are 
now added from the original editions. 
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Rehearsal: a farce which he is said to have written with the assistance of 
Butler, the author of Hudibras; Martin Clifford, of the Chartcr-house; and 
Dr. Sprat, the friend of Cowley, then his chaplain. Dryden and his friends 
laughed at the length of time, and the number of hands, employed upon this 
performance; in which, though by some artifice of action it yet keeps pos- 
session of the stage, it is not possible now to find anything that might not 
have been written without so long delay, or a confederacy so numerous, 

To adjust the minute events of literary history is tedious and troublesome; 
it requires indeed no great force of understanding, but often depends upon 
inquiries which there is no opportunity of making, or is to be fetched from 
books and pamphlets not always at hand. 

The Rehearsal was played in 1671,* and yet is represented as ridiculing 
passages in the Conquest of Granadat and Assignation, which were not pub- 
lished in 1678; in Marriage a-la-mode, published in 1673; and in Tyrannic 
Love, in 1677. These contradictions show how rashly satire is applied. 

It is said that this farce was originally intended against Davenant, who, in 
the first draught, was characterized by the name of Bilboa. Davenant had 
been a soldier and an adventurer. 

There is one passage in the Rehearsal still remaining, which seems to have 
related originally to Davenant. Bayes hurts his nose, and comes in with 
brown paper applied to the bruise; how this affected Dryden, does not 
appear. Davenant’s nose had suffered such diminution by mishaps among 
the women, that a patch upon that part evidently denoted him. 

It is said likewise that Sir Robert Howard was once meant. The design 
was probably to ridicule the reigning poet, whoever he might be. 

Much of the personal satire, to which it might owe its first reception, ig 
now lost or obscured. Bayes probably imitated the dress, and mimicked the 
manner, of Dryden: the cant words which are so often in his mouth may be 
supposed to have been Dryden's habitual phrases, or customary exclamations. 
Bayes, when he is to write, is blooded and purged ; this, as Lamotte relates 
himself to have heard, was the real practice of the poet. 

‘There were other strokes in the Rehearsal by which malice was gratified ; 
the debate between Love and Honour, which keeps Prince Volscius in a 
single boot, is said to have alluded to the misconduct of the Duke of Ormond, 
who lost Dublin to the rebels while he was toying with a mistress. 

The Earl of Rochester, to suppress the reputation of Dryden, took Settle 
into his protection, and endeavoured to persuade the public that its appro- 
bation had been to that time misplaced. Settle was a while in high repu- 
tation ; his Empress of Morocco, having first delighted the town [1673], was 
carried in triumph to Whitehall, and played by the ladies of the court. Now 
was the poetical meteor at the highest: the next moment began its fall. 
Rochester withdrew his patronage ; seeming resolved, says one of his bio- 
graphers, ‘‘to have a judgment contrary to that of the town ;” perhaps 
being unable to endure any reputation beyond a certain height, even when 
he had himself contributed to raise it. 

Neither critics nor rivals did Dryden much mischief, unless they gained 
from his own temper the power of vexing him, which his frequent bursts of 
resentment give reason to suspect. He is always angry at some past, or 
afraid of some future censure ; but he lessens the smart of his wounds by 
the balm of his own approbation, and endeavours to repel the shafts of 
criticism by opposing a shield of adamantine confidence, 


* It was published in 1672. 

+ The Conquest of Granada was published in 1672; The Assignation, in 1673; 
Marriage a-la-mode in the same year, and Tyrannic Love, in 167%, Alterations and 
additions also were made to the “ Rehearggl” 
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The perpetual accusation produced against him was that of plagiarism, 
against which he never attempted any vigoruus defence ; for though he was 
perhaps sometimes injuriously censured, he would, by denying part of the 
charge, have confessed the rest ; and, as his adversaries had the proof in 
their own hands, he, who knew that wit had little power against facts, wisely 
left, in that perplexity which it generally produces, a question which it was 
his interest to suppress, and which, unless provoked by vindication, few were 
likely to examine. 

Though the life of a writer, from about thirty-five to sixty-three, may be sup- 
posed to have been sufficiently busied by the composition of eight-and- 
twenty pieces for the stage, Dryden found room in the same space for 
many other undertakings. 

But how mwch soever he wrote, he was at least once suspected of writing 
more ; for in 1679, a paper of verses, called ‘‘An Essay on Satire," was 
shown about in manuscript, by which the Earl of Rochester, the Duchess 
of Portsmouth, and others, were so much provoked, that, as was supposed 
(for the actors were never discovered), they procured Dryden, whom they 
suspected as the author, to be waylaid and beaten. This incident is men- 
tioned by the Duke of Buckinghamshire, the true writer, in his ‘‘ Art of 
Poetry ;” where he says of Dryden, 

Though praised and beaten for anothcr’s rhymes, 
His own deserve as great applause sometimes. 

His reputation in time was such, that his name was thought necessary to 
the success of every poetical or literary performance, and therefore he was 
engaged to contribute something, whatever it might be, to many publica- 
tions. He prefixed the Life of Polybius to the translation of Sir Henry 
Sheers ; and those of Lucian and Plutarch, to versions of their works b 
different hands. Of the English Tacitus he translated the first book ; and, 
if Gordon be credited, translated it from the French. Such acharge can 
hardly be mentioned without some degree of indignation; but it is not, 
I suppose, so much to be inferred, that Dryden wanted the literature neces- 
sary to the perusal of Tacitus, as that, considering himself as hidden ina 
crowd, he had no awe of the public; and, writing merely for money, was 
contented to get it by the nearest way. 

In 1680, the Epistles of Ovid being translated by the poets of the time, 
among which one was the work of Dryden, and another of Dryden and 
Lord Mulgrave, it was necessary to introduce them by a preface; and 
Dryden, who on such occasions was regularly summoned, prefixed a dis- 
course upon translation, which was then struggling for the liberty that it 
now enjoys. Why it should find any difficulty in breaking the shackles of 
verbal interpretation, which must for ever debar it from clegance, it would 
be difficult to conjecture, were not the power of prejudice every day observed. 
The authority of Jonson, Sandys, and Holiday, had fixed the judgment of. 
the nation ; and it was not easily believed that a better way could be found 
than they had taken, though Fanshaw, Denham, Waller, and Cowley, had 
tried to give examples of a different practice. 

In 1681, Dryden became yet more conspicuous by uniting politics with 
poetry, in the memorable satire called Absalom and Achitophel, written 
against the faction which, by Lord Shaftesbury’s incitement, set the Duke of 
Monmouth at its head, 

Of this poem, in which personal satire was applied to the support of public 
principles, and in which therefore every mind was interested, the reception 
was eager, and the sale so large, that my father, an old bookseller, told me, 
he had not known it equalled but by Sacheverell’s trial. 

The reason of this general perusal Addison has attempted to derive from 
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the delight which the mind feels in the investigation of secrets; and thinks 
that curiosity to decipher the names procured readers to the poem. There 
is no need to inquire why those verses were read, which, to all the attrac- 
tions of wit, elegance, and harmony, added the co-operation of all the fac- 
tious passions, and filled every mind with triumph or resentment. 

It could not be supposed that all the provocation given by Dryden would 
be endured without resistance or reply. Both his person and his party were 
exposed in their turns to the shafts of satire, which, though neither so well 
pointed, nor perhaps so well aimed, undoubtedly drew blood. 

One of these poems is called Dryden's Satire on his Muse: ascribed, 
though, as Pope says, falsely, to Somers, who was afterwards chancellor. 
The poem, whosesocver it was, has much virulence, and some sprightliness. 
The writer tells all the ill that he can collect both of Dryden and his friends. 

The poem of Absalom and Achitophel had two answers, now both for- 
gotten ; one called Azaria and Hushai; the other Absalom senior. Of these 
hostile compositions, Dryden apparently imputes Absalom senior to Settle, 
by quoting in his verses against him the second line. Azaria and Hushai 
was, as Wood says, imputed to him, though it is somewhat unlikely that 
he should write twice on the same occasion. ‘This is a difficulty which I 
cannot remove, for want of a minuter knowledge of poetical transactions. 

The same year he published The Medal, of which the subject is a medal 
struck on Lord Shaftesbury’s escape from a prosecution, by the ignoramus 
of a grand jury of Londoners, 

In both poems he maintains the same principles, and saw them both at- 
tacked by the same antagonist. Elkanah Settle, who had answered Absa- 
lom, appeared with equal courage in opposition to The Medal, and published 
an answer called The Medal Reversed, with so much success in both encoun- 
ters, that he left the palm doubtful, and divided the suffrages of the nation. 
Such are the revolutions of fame, or such is the prevalence of fashion, that 
the man whose works have not yet been thought to deserve the care of col- 
lectiag them, who died forgotten in an hospital, and whose latter years were 
spent in contriving shows for fairs, and carrying an elegy or epithaiamium, of 
which the beginning and end were occasionally varied, but the intermediate 
parts were always the same, to every house where there was a funeral or a 
wedding, might with truth have had inscribed upon his stone, 

Here lies the Rival and Antagonist of Dryden. 

Settle was, for his rebellion, severely chastised by Dryden under the name 
of Doeg, in the second part of Absalom and Achitophel ; and was perhaps 
for his factious audacity made the city poet, whose annual office was to de- 
scribe the glories of the Mayor's day. Of these bards he was the last, and 
seems not much to have deserved even this degree of regard, if it was paid 
to his political opinions : for he afterwards wrote a panegyric on the virtues 
of Judge Jeffreys; and what more could have been done by the meanest 
zealot for prerogative ? 

Of translated fragments, or occasional poems, to enumerate the titles, or 
settle the dates, would be tedious, with little use. It may be observed, that, 
as Dryden's genius was commonly excited by some personal regard, he rarely 
writes upon a general topic. 

Soon after the accession of King James, when the design of reconciling 
the nation to the Church of Rome became apparent, and the religion of the 
court gave the only efficacious title to its favours, Dryden declared himself a 
convert to popery. This at any other time might bave passed with little cen- 
sure. Sir Kenelm Digby embraced popery ; the 1wo Reynolds reciprocally 
converted one another ;* and Chillingworth himself was a while so entangled 

* Dr. John Reynolds, who lived temp, Jac, I. was at first a zealous Papist, and his 


DRYDEN. 149 


in the wilds of controversy, as to retire for quiet to an infallible church. If 
men of argument and study can find such difficulties, or such motives, as 
may either unite them to the Church of Rome, or detain them in uncertainty, 
there can be no wonder that a man, who perhaps never inquired why he was 
a protestant, should by an artful and experienced disputant be made a papist, 
overborne by the sudden violence of new and unexpected arguments, or de- 
ceived by a representation which shows only the doubts on one part, and 
only the evidence on the other. 

That conversion will always be suspected that apparently concurs with 
interest. He that never finds his error till it hinders his progress towards 
wealth or honour, will not be thought to love truth only for herself. Yet it 
may easily happen that information may come at a commodious time ; and, 
as truth and interest are not by any fatal necessity at variance, that one may 
by accident introduce the othcr. When opinions are struggling into popu- 
larity, the arguments by which they are opposed or defended become more 
known ; and he that changes his profession would perhaps have changed it 
before, with the like opportunities of instruction. This was the then state 
of popery ; every artifice was used to show it in its fairest form ; and it must 
be owned to be a religion of external appearance sufficiently attractive. 

It is natural to hope that a comprchensive is likewise an elevated soul, and 
that whoever is wise is also honest. Iam willing to believe that Dryden, 
having employed his mind, active as it was, upon different studies, and filled 
it, capacious as it was, with other materials, came unprovided to the con- 
troversy, and wanted rather skill to discover the right than virtue to maintain 
it. ap inquiries into the heart are not for man ; we must now Icave him to 
ais Judge. 

‘The priests, having strengthened their cause by so powerful an adherent, 
were not long before they brought him into action. They engaged him to 
defend the controversial papers found in the strong box of Charles the Second; 
and, what yet was harder, to defend them agaiust Stillingfleet. 

With hopes of promoting popery, he was employed to translate Maim- 
bourg’s History of the League; which he published with a large introduction. 
His name is likewise prefixed to the English Life of Francis Xavier; but 
I know not that he ever owned himself the translator. Perhaps the use of 
his name was a pious fraud, which however seems not to have had much 
effect ; for neither of the books, I believe, was ever popular. 

The version of Xavier’s Life is commended by Brown, in a pamphlet not 
written to flatter ; and the occasion of it is said to have been, that the queen, 
when she solicited a son, made vows to him as her tutelary saint. 

He was supposed to have undertaken to translate Varillas’s History of 
Heresies ; and, when Burnet published remarks upon it, to have written an 
Answer; upon which Burnet makes the following observation : 

‘‘T have been informed from England, that a gentleman, who is famous 
both for poetry and several other things, had spent three months in trans- 
lating M. Varillas’s History; but that, as soon as my Reflections appeared, 
he discontinued his labour, finding the credit of his author was gone. Now, 
if he thinks it is recovered by his Answer, he will perhaps go on with his 
translation ; and this may be, for aught I know, as good an entertainment 
for him as the conversation that he had set on between the Hinds and 
Panthers and all the rest of animals, for whom M. Varillas may serve well 
enough as an author: and this history and that poem are such extraordinary 
things of their kind, that it will be but suitable to see the author of the worst 
poem become likewise the translator of the worst history that the age hag 


brother William as earnest a Protestant; but by mutual disputation each converted 
the other. Vide Fuller's Church History, p, 47, book X. 
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produced. If his grace and his wit improve both proportionably, he will 
hardly find that he has gained much by the change he has made, from 
having no religion, to choose one of the worst. It is true, he had somewhat 
to sink from in matter of wit; but, as for his morals, it is scarcely possible 
for him to grow a worse man than he was. He has lately wreaked his malice 
on me for spoiling his three months labour; but in it he has done meall the 
honour that any man can receive from him, which is to be railed at by him. 
If I had ill-nature enough to prompt me to wish a very bad wish for him, 
it should be, that he would go on and finish his translation. By that it will 
appear, whether the English nation, which is the most competent judge in 
this matter, has, upon the seeing our debate, pronounced in M. Varillas’s 
favour, or in mine. It is true, Mr. D. will suffer a little by it; but at least 
it will serve to keep him in from other extravagances ; and if he gains little 
honour by this work, yet he cannot lose so much by it as he has done by his 
last employment.” 

Having probably felt his own inferiority in theological controversy, he was 
desirous of trying whether, by bringing poetry to aid his arguments, he 
might become a more efficacious defender of his new profession. ‘To reason 
in verse was, indeed, one of his powers ; but subtilty and harmony, united, 
are still feeble, when opposed to truth. 

Actuated therefore by zeal for Rome, or hope of fame, he published the 
Hind and Panther [7687], a poem in which the Church of Rome, figured by 
the wtlk-white Hind, defends her tenets against the Church of England, re- 
presented by the Panther, a beast beautiful, but spotted. 

A fable, which exhibits two beasts talking theology, appears at once full 
of absurdity ; and it was accordingly ridiculed in the City Mouse and Coun- 
try Mouse, a parody, written by Montague, afterwards Ear] of Halifax, and 
Prior, who then gave the first specimen of his abilities. 

The conversion of such a man, at such a time, was not likely to pass un- 
censured. Three dialogues were published by the facetious Thomas Brown, 
of which the two first were called Reasons of Mr. Bayes’s changing his 
Religion : and the third, the Reasons of Mr. Haynes the Player’s Conversion 
and Re-conversion. The first was printed in 1688, the second not till 16go, 
the third in 1691. The clamour seems to have been long continued, and 
the subject to have strongly fixed the public attention. 

In the two first dialogues Bayes is brought into the company of Crites and 
Eugenius, with whom he had formerly debated on dramatic poetry. The 
two talkers in the third are Mr. Bayes and Mr. Haynes. 

Brown was a man not deficient in literature, nor destitute of fancy ; but he 
seems to have thought it the pinnacle of excellence to be a merry fellow ; 
and therefore laid out his powers upon small jests or gross buffoonery ; so 
that his performances have little intrinsic value, and were read only while 
they were recommended by the novelty of the event that occasioned them. 

These dialogues are like his other works: what sense or knowledge they 
contain is disgraced by the garb in which it is exhibited. One great source 
of pleasure is to call Dryden /tt/e Bayes. Ajax, who happens to be men- 
tioned, is ‘‘he that wore as many cow-hides upon his shield as would have 
furnished half the king's army with shoe-leather.”’ 

Being asked whether he had seen the Hind and Panther, Crites answers: 
**Seen it! Mr. Bayes; why I can stir nowhere but it pursues me: it haunts 
me worse than a pewter-buttoned sergeant does a decayed cit. Sometimes 
I meet it in a bandbox, when my laundress brings home my linen; some- 
times, whether I will or no, it lights my pipe at a coffee-house ; sometimes 
it surprises me in a trunk-maker’s shop; and sometimes it refreshes my 
memory for me on the backside of a Chancery-lane parcel, For your 
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comfort too, Mr. Bayes, I have not only seen it, as you may perceive, but 
have read it too, and can quote it as freely upon occasion as a frugal trades- 
man can quote that noble treatise the Worth of a Penny to his extravagant 
’prentice, that revels in stewed apples and penny custards."’ 

The whole animation of these compositions arises from a profusion of 
ludicrous and affected comparisons, ‘‘’lo secure one’s chastity,” says Bayes, 
‘little more is necessary than to leave off a correspondence with the other 
sex, which, to a wise man, is no greater a punishment than it would be toa 
fanatic parson to be forbid seeing ‘The Cheats and the Committee ; or for my 
Lord Mayor and Aldermen to be interdicted the sight of the London 
Cuckolds.” This is the general strain, and therefore I shall be easily 
excused the labour of more transcription, 

Brown docs not wholly forget past transactions: ‘‘You began,” says 
Crites to Bayes, ‘‘a very indifferent religion, and have not mended the 
matter in your last choice. Jt was but reason that your Muse, which ap- 
peared first in a tyrant’s quarrel, should employ her last efforts to justify the 
usurpation of the Hind.” 

Next year the nation was summoned to celebrate the birth of the Prince, 
Now was the time for Dryden to rouse his imagination, and strain his voice. 
Happy days were at hand, and he was willing to enjoy and diffuse the 
anticipated blessings. He published a poem, filled with predictions of 
greatness and prosperity; predictions, of which it is not necessary to tell 
how they have been verified. 

A few months passed after these joyful notes, and every blossom of popish 
hope was blasted for ever by the Revolution. A papist now could be no 
longer laureat. The revenue, which he had enjoyed with so much pride 
and praise, was transferred to Shadwell, an old enemy, whom he had 
formerly stigmatised by the name of Og. Dryden could not decently 
complain that he was deposed; but scemed very angry that Shadwell suc- 
ceeded him, and has therefore celebrated the intruder’s inauguration in a 
poem exquisitely satirical, called Mac Flecknoe; of which the Dunciad, as 
Pope himself declares, is an imitation, though more extended in its plan, 
and more diversified in its incidents. 

It is related by Prior, that Lord Dorset, when as chamberlain he was 
constrained to eject Dryden from his office, gave him from his own purse an 
allowance equal to the salary. This is no romantic or incredible act of 
generosity ; an hundred a year is often enough given to claims less cogent 
by men less famed for liberality. Yet Dryden always represented himself as 
suffering under a public infliction ; and once particularly demands respect 
for the patience with which he endured the loss of his little fortune. His 
patron might, indeed, enjoin him to suppress his bounty ; but, if he suffered 
nothing, he should not have complained. 

During the short reign of King James, he had written nothing for the 
stage,* being, in his opinion, more profitably employed in controversy and 
flattery. Of praise he might perhaps have been less lavish without inconve- 
nience, for James was never said to have much regard for poctry: he was 
to be flattered only by adopting his religion. 

Times were now changed: Dryden was no longer the court-poet, and was 
to look back for support to his former trade ; and having waited about two 
years, either considcring himself as discountenanced by the public, or per- 
haps expecting a second Revolution, he produced ‘‘Don Sebastian” in 
“690; and inthe next four years four dramas more. 

In 1693 appeared a new version of ‘‘Juvenal and Persius." Of Juvenal 
he translated the first, third, sixth, tenth, and sixteenth satires; and of 

* Albion and Albanius mast however be excepted, 
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Persius the whole work. On this occasion he introduced his two sons to 
the public, as nurslings of the Muses. The fourteenth of Juvenal was the 
work of John, and the seventh of Charles Dryden. He prefixed a very 
ample preface, in the form of a dedication to Lord Dorset ; and there gives 
an account of the design which he had once formed to write an epic poem 
on the actions either of Arthur or the Black Prince. He cunsidered the epic 
as necessarily including some kind of supernatural agency, and had imagined 
a new kind of contest between the guardian angels of kingdoms, of whom 
he conceived that each might be represented zcalous for his charge, without 
any intended opposition to the purposes of the Supreme Being, of which all 
created minds must in part be ignorant. 

This is the most reasonable scheme of celestial interposition that ever was 
formed. ‘The surprises and terrors of enchantments which have succeeded 
to the intrigues and oppositions of Pagan deities, afford very striking scenes, 
and open a vast extent to the imagination ; but, as Boileau observes (and 
Boileau will be seldom found mistaken), with this incurable defect, that, in 
a contest between Heaven and Fell, we know at the beginning which is to 
prevail ; for this reason we follow Rinaldo to the enchanted wood with more 
curiosity than terror. 

In the scheme of Dryden there is one great difficulty, which yet he would 
perhaps have had address enough to surmount. In a war justice can be but 
on one side; and, to entitle the hero to the protection of angels, he must 
fight in defence of indubitable right. Yet some of the celestial beings, thus 
opposed to each other, must have been represented as defending guilt. 

That this pocm was never written, is reasonably to belamented. It would 
doubtless have improved our numbers, and enlarged our language; and 
might perhaps havecontributed by pleasing instructions torectify our opinions, 
and purify our manners. 

What he required as the indispensable condition of such an undertaking, 
a public stipend, was not likely in these times to be obtained. Riches were 
not become familiar to us ; nor had the nation yet learned to be liberal. 

This plan he charged Blackmore with stealing; ‘‘only,” says he, ‘‘the 
guardian angcls of kingdoms were machines too pondcrous for him to 
manage.” 

In 1694, he began the most laborious and difficult of all his works, the 
translation of Virgil ; from which he borrowed two months, that he might 
turn Fresnoy’s Art of Painting into English prose. ‘The preface, which he 
boasts to have written in twelve mornings, exhibits a parallel of poetry and 
painting, with a miscellaneous collection of critical remarks, such as cost a 
mind stored like his no labour to produce them. 

In 1697, he published his version of the works of Virgil ; and, that no 
opportunity of profit might be lost, dedicated the Pastorals to the Lord Clif- 
ford, the Georgics to the Earl of Chesterfield, and the 4Eneid to the Earl of 
Mulgrave. This economy of flattery, at once lavish and discreet, did not 
pass without observation. 

This transiation was censured by Milbourne, a clergyman, styled, by Pope, 
‘‘the fairest of critics,’’ because he exhibited his own version to be compared 
with that which he condemned. 

His last work was his Fables, published in consequence, as is supposed, of 
a contract now in the hands of Mr. Tonson ; by which he obliged himself, in 
consideration of three hundred pounds, to finish for the press ten thousand 
verses. 

In this volume is comprised thewell-known Ode on St. Cecilia's day, which, 
as appeared by a letter communicated to Dr. Birch, he spent a fortnight in 
composing and correcting. But what is this to the patience and diligence of 
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Boileau, whose Equivoque, a poem of only three hundred and forty-six lines, 
took from his life eleven months to write it, and three years to revise it? 

Part of his book of Fables is the first Iliad in English, intended as a speci- 
men oi.a version of the whole. Considering into what hands Homer was to 
fall, the reader cannot but rejoice that his project went no further. 

The time was now at hand which was to put an end to all his schemes and 
labours. On the first of May, 1700, having been some time, as he tells us, a 
cripple in his limbs, he died, in Gerard-strect, of a mortification in his leg. 

There is extant a wild story relating to some vexatious events that hap- 
pened at his funcral, which, at the end of Congreve’s Life, by a writer of I 
know not what credit, are thus related, as I find the account transferred toa 
biographical dictionary. 

‘‘Mr. Dryden dying on the Wednesday morning, Dr. Thomas Sprat, 
then Bishop of Rochester and Dean of Westminster, sent the next day to the 
Lady Elizabeth Howard, Mr. Dryden's widow, that he would make a present 
of the ground, which was forty pounds, with all the other Abbey fees. The 
Lord Halifax likewise sent to the Lady Elizabeth, and Mr. Charles Dryden 
her son, that, if they would give him leave to bury Mr. Dryden, he would 
inter him with a gentleman's private funeral, and afterwards bestow five 
hundred pounds ona monument in the Abbey; which, as they had noreason 
to refuse, they accepted. On the Saturday following the company came ; 
the corpse was put into a velvet hearse; and eightcen mourning coaches, 
filled with company, attended. When they were just ready to move, the 
Lord Jefferies, son of the Lord Chancellor Jefferics, with some of his rakish 


~ companions, coming by, asked whose funeral it was: and being told Mr. 


Dryden's, he said, ‘What, shall Dryden, the greatest honour and ornament 


| of the nation, be buricd after this private manner! No, gentlemen, let all 


that loved Mr. Dryden, and honour his memory, alight and join with me in 
gaining my lady’s consent to let me have the honour of his interment, which 
shall be after another manner than this; and I will bestow a thousand pounds 
on a monument in the Abbey for him.’ The gentlemen in the coaches, not 
knowing of the Bishop of Rochester's favour, nor of the Lord Halifax's 
enerous design (they both having, out of respect to the family, enjoined the 
dy Elizabeth, and her son, to keep their favour concealed to the world, 
and let it pass for their own expense), readily came out of their coaches, and 


attended Lord Jefferies up to the lady’s bedside, who was then sick. He 
‘repeated the purport of what he had before said ; but she absolutely refusing, 


he fell on his knees, vowing never to rise till his request was granted. The 
yest of the company by his desire kneeled also; and the lady, being under a 
sudden surprise, fainted away. As soon as she recovered her speech, she 
cried, Vo, zo. Inough, gentiemen, replied he; my lady is very good, she 
says, Go, go. She repeated her former words with all her strength, but in 
vain, for her fecble voice was lost in their acclamations of joy; and the Lord 
Jefferies ordered the hearsemen to carry the corpse to Mr. Russel's, an 
undertaker in Cheapside, and leave it there till he should send orders for 
the embalmment, which, he added, should be aftcr the royal manner, His 
directions were obeyed, the company dispersed, and Lady Elizabeth and her 
son remained inconsolable. ‘The next day Mr. Charles Dryden waited on 
the Lord Halifax, and the Bishop, to excuse his mother and himself, by 
relating the real truth. But neither his Lordship nor the Bishop would 
admit of any plea: especially the latter, who had the Abbey lighted, the 
ground opened, the choir attending, an anthem ready set, and himself waiting 
for sometime without any corpse to bury. The undertaker, after three days’ 
expectance of orders for embalmment without receiving any, waited on the 
Lord Jefferies; who pretending ignorance of the matter, turned it off with an 
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{ll-natured jest, saying, that those who observed the orders of a drunken frolie 
deserved no better; that he remembered nothing at all of it; and that he might 
do what he pleased with the corpse. Upon this, the undertaker waited upon 
the Lady Elizabeth and her son, and threatened to bring the corpse home, 
and set it before the door. ‘They desired a day’s respite, which was granted. 
Mr. Charles Dryden wrote a handsome letter to the Lord Jefferies, who 
returned it with this cool answer : ‘ ‘That he knew nothing of the matter, 
and would be troubled no more about it.’ He then addressed the Lord 
Halifax and the Bishop of Rochester, who absolutely refused to do anything 
init. In this distress Dr. Garth sent for the corpse to the College of 
Physicians, and proposed a funeral by subscription, to which himself 
set a most noble example. At last a day, about three weeks after Mr. 
Dryden's decease, was appointed forthe interment. Dr. Garth pronounced 
a fine Latin oration, at the College, over the corpse ; which was attended to 
the Abbey by a numerous train of coaches. When the funeral was over, 
Mr. Charles Dryden sent a challenge to the Lord Jefferies, who refusing tq 
answer it, he sent several others, and went often himself ; but could neither 
get a letter delivered, nor admittance to speak to him ; which so incensed 
him, that he resolved, since his lordship refused to answer him like a gentle- 
man, that he would watch an opportunity to meet and fight off-hand, 
though with all the rules of honour; which his lordship hearing, left the 
town: and Mr. Charlcs Dryden could never have the satisfaction of mecting. 
him, though he sought it till his death with the utmost application.” 

This story I once intended to omit, as it appears with no great evidence ; 
nor have I met with any confirmation, but in a letter of Farquhar; and he 
only relates that the funeral of Dryden was tumultuary and confused.* 

Supposing the story true, we may remark, that the gradual change of 
manners, though imperceptible in the process, appears great when dif- 
ferent times, and those not very distant, are compared. If at this timea 
young drunken lord should interrupt the pompous regularity of a magnifi- 
cent funeral, what would be the event, but that he would be justled out of 
the way, and compelled to be quiet? If he should thrust himself into an 
house, he would be sent roughly away; and, what is yet more to the honour 
of the present time, I believe that those, who had subscribed to the funer 
of aman like Dryden, would not, for such an accident, have withdrawn 
their contributions. t 

He was buricd among the poets in Westminster Abbey, where, though 
the Duke of Newcastle had, in a general dedication prefixed by Congreve 
to his dramatic works, accepted thanks for his intention of erecting hima 


* An earlier account of Dryden’s funeral than that above cited, though without 
the circumstances that preceded it, is given by Edward Ward, who in his “ London 
Spy,” published in 1706, relates, that on the occasion there was a performance of 
solemn music at the College, and that at the procession, which himself saw, standing 
at the end of Chancery-lane, Fleet-street, there was a concert of hautboys and trumpets. 
The day of Dryden’s interment, he says, was Monday the 13th of May, which, according 
to Johnson, was twelve days after his decease, and shows how Jong his funeral was in 
suspense. Ward knew not that the expense of it was defrayed by subscription; bu 
compliments Lord Jefferies for so pious an undertaking. He also says, that the taal 
of Dryden’s death was an inflammation in his toe, occasioned by the flesh growing 
over the nail, which being neglected produced a mortification in his leg. 

t In the Register of the College of Physicians, is the following entry :—“ May!8, 
1700. Comitiis Censoriis ordinariis, At the request of several persons of quality, that 
Mr. Dryden might be carried from the College of Physicians to be interred at West 
minster, it was unanimously | pegpe by the President and Censors.” 

Btu entry is not calculated to afford any credit to the narrative concerning Lord 

cries. 
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monument, he lay long without distinction, till the Duke of Buckinghamshire 
gave him a tablet, inscribed only with the name of DRYDEN. 

He married [1663] the Lady Elizabeth Howard, daughter of the Earl of 
Berkshire, with circumstances, according to the satire imputed to Lord Somers, 
not very honourable to either party; by her he had three sons, Charles, 

ohn, and Henry. Charles was usher of the palace to Pope Clement the 

Ith ; and visiting England in 1704, was drowned in an attempt to swim 
across the Thames at Windsor. 

John was author of a comedy called ‘‘ The Husband his own Cuckold.” 
He is said to have died at Rome. Henry entered into some religious order. 
It is some proof of Dryden's sincerity in his second religion, that he taught 
it to his sons. A man, conscious of hypocritical profession in himself, is not 
likely to convert others ; and, as his sons were qualified in 1693 to appear 
' among the translators of Juvenal, they must have been taught some religion 
before their father’s change. 

Of the person of Dryden I know not any account: of his mind, the pore 
trait which has been left by Congreve, who knew him with great familiarity, 
is such as adds our love of his manners to our admiration of his genius, 
‘* He was,” we are told, ‘‘of a nature exceedingly humane and compas- 
sionate, ready to forgive injuries, and capable of a sincere reconciliation with 
those who had offended him. His friendship, where he professed it, went beyond 
his professions. He was of a very easy, of very pleasing access; but some- 
what slow, and, as it were, diffident, in his advances to others ; he had that 
in nature which abhorred intrusion into any society whatever. He was 
therefore less known, and consequently his character became more liable to 
misapprehensions and misrepresentations: he was very modest, and very 
easily to be discountenanced in his approaches to his equals or superiors. 
As his reading had been very extensive, so was he very happy in a memory 
tenacious of everything that he had read. He was not more possessed of 
knowledge than he was communicative of it; but then his communication 
was by no means pedantic, or imposed upon the conversation, but just such, 
and went so far as, by the natural turn of the conversation in which he was 
engaged, it was necessarily promoted or required. He was extremely ready 
and gentle in his correction of the errors of any writer who thought fit to 
consult him, and full as ready and patient to admit the reprehensions of 
others, in respect of his own oversights or mistakes.” 

To this account of Congreve nothing can be objected but the fondness of 
friendship ; and to have excited that fondness in such a mind is no small 
degree of praise. The disposition of Dryden, however, is shown in this 
character rather as it exhibited itself in cursory conversation, than as it 
operated on the more important parts of life. His placability and his friend- 
ship indeed were solid virtues; but courtesy and good humour are oftenfound 
with little real worth. Since Congreve, who knew him well, has told us no 
more, the rest must be collected as it can from other testimonies, and pare 
ticularly from those notices which Dryden has very liberally given us of him- 
self, 

The modesty which made him so slow to advance, and so easy to be 
repulsed, was certainly no suspicion of deficient merit, or unconsciousness 
of his own value: he appears to have known, in its whole extent, the dignity 
of his own character, and to have set a very high value on his own powers 
and performances. He probably did not offer his conversation, because he 
expected it to be solicited ; and he retired from a cold reception, not sub- 
missive but indignant, with such reverence of his own greatness as made him 
unwilling to expose it to neglect or violation. 

His modesty was by no means inconsistent with ostentatiousness ; he is 
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diligent enough to remind the world of his merit, and expresses with very 
little scruple his high opinion of his own powers ; but his self-commendations 
are read without scorn or indignation ; we allow his claims, and love his 
frankness. 

Tradition, however, has not allowed that his confidence in himself exempted 
him from jealousy of others. He is accused of envy and insidiousness ; and 
is particularly charged with inciting Creech to translate Horace, that he 
might tose the reputation which Lucretius had given him. 

Of this charge we immediately discover that it is merely conjectural; the 
purpose was such as no man would confess; and a crime that admits no 
proof, why should we believe ? 

He has been described as magisterially presiding over the younger writers, 
and assuming the distribution of poetical fame ; but he who excels has a right 
to teach, and he whose judgment is incontestable may without usurpation 
examine and decide. 

Congreve represents him as ready to advise and instruct; but there is 
reason to believe that his communication was rather useful than entertaining. 
He declares of himself that he was saturnine, and not one of those whose 
sprightly sayings diverted company; and onc of his censurers makes him say, 

Nor wine nor love could ever see me gay; 
T'o writing bred, I knew not what to say. 

There are men whose powers operate only at leisure and in retirement, and 
whose intellectual vigour deserts them in conversation ; whom merriment con- 
fuses, and objection disconcerts ; whose bashfulness restrains their exertion, 
and suffers them not to speak till the time of speaking is past ; or whose atten- 
tion to their own character makes them unwilling to utter at hazard what has 
not been considered, and cannot be recalled. 

Of Dryden's sluggishness in conversation it is vain to search or to guess 
the cause. He certainly wanted neither sentiments nor language: his in- 
tellectual treasures were great, though they were locked up from his own use, | 
‘His thoughts,” when he wrote, ‘‘flowed in upon him so fast, that his 
only care was which to choose, and which to reject.”” Such rapidity of com- 
position naturally promises a flow of talk ; yet we must be content to believe 
what an enemy says of him, when he likewise says it of himself. But, 
whatever was his character as a companion, it appears that he lived in 
familiarity with the highest persons of his time. It is related by Carte of 
the Duke of Ormond, that he used often to pass a night with Dryden, and 
those with whom Dryden consorted : who they were, Carte has not told, 
but certainly the convivial table at which Ormond sat was not surrounded 
with a plebeian society. He was indeed reproached with boasting of his 
familiarity with the great ; and Horace will support himin the opinion, that 
to please superiors is not the lowest kind of merit. 

The merit of pleasing must, however, be estimated by the means. Favour 
is not always gained by good actions or laudable qualities. Caresses and 
preferments are often bestowed on the auxiliaries of vice, the procurers of 
pleasure, or the flatterers of vanity. Dryden has never becn charged with 
any personal agency unworthy of a good character: he abetted vice and 
vanity only with his pen. One of his enemies has accused him of lewdness 
in his conversation ; but, if accusation without proof be credited, who shall 
be innocent ? 

His works afford too many examples of dissolute licentiousness, and 
abject adulation ; but they were probably, like his merriment, artificial and 
constrained ; the effects of study and meditation, and his trade rather than 
his pleasure. 

Of the mind that can trade in corruption, and can deliberately pollute it- 
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self with ideal wickedness for the sake of spreading the contagion in Society, 
I wish not to conceal or excuse the depravity.—Such degradation of the 
dignity of genius, such abuse of superlative abilities, cannot be contemplated 
but with grief and indignation. What consolation can be had, Dryden has 
afforded, by living to rcpent, and to testify his repentance. 

Of dramatic immorality he did not want examples among his predecessors, 
or companions among his contemporaries: but, in the meanness and ser- 
vility of hyperbolical adulation, I know not whether, since the days in which 
the Roman emperors were deified, he has been ever equalled except by Afra 
Behn in an address to Eleanor Gwyn. When once he has undertaken the 
task of praise, he no longer retains shame in himself, nor supposes it in his 
patron. As many odoriferous bodies are observed to diffuse perfumes from 
year to year, without sensible diminution of bulk or weight, he appears 
never to have impoverished his mint of flattery by his expenses, however 
lavish. He had all the forms of excellence, intellectual and moral, com- 
bined in his mind, with endless variation ; and, when he had scattered on 
the hero of the day the golden shower of wit and virtue, he had ready for 
him, whom he wished to court on the morrow, new wit and virtue with 
another stamp. Of this kind of meanness he never seems to decline the 
practice, or lament the necessity : he considers the great as entitled to en- 
comiastic homage, and brings praise rather as a tribute than a gift, more 
delighted with the fertility of his invention than mortified by the prostitution 
of his judgment. It is indeed not certain, that on these occasions his judg- 
ment much rebelled against his interest. There are minds which easily 
sink into submission, that look on grandeur with undistinguishing reverence, 
and discover no defect where there is elevation of rank and affluence of 
riches. 

With his praises of others and of himself is always intermingled a strain 
of discontent and lamentation, a sullen growl of resentment, or a querulous 
murmur of distress. His works are under-valued, his merit is unrewarded, 
and ‘‘he has few thanks to pay his stars that he was born among English- 
men.” To his critics he is sometimes contemptuous, sometiimes resentful, 
and sometimes submissive. ‘The writer who thinks his works formed for 
duration, mistakes his interest when he mentions his enemies. He degrades 
his own dignity by showing that he was affected by their censures, and 
gives lasting importance to names, which, left to themselves, would vanish 
from remembrance, From this principle Dryden did not often depart ; his 
complaints are for the greater part general ; he seldom pollutes his page with 
an adverse name. He condescended indeed to a controversy with Settle, 
in which he perhaps may be considered rather as assaulting than re- 
pelling ; and since Settle is sunk into oblivion, his libel remains injurious only 
to himself. 

Among answers to critics, no poetical attacks, or altercations, are to be 
included ; they are like other poems, effusions of genius, produced as much 
to obtain praise as to obviate censure, ‘These Dryden practised, and in 
these he excelled. 

Of Collier, Blackmore, and Milbourne, he has made mention in the Pre- 
face of his Fables. To the censure of Collier, whose remarks may be rather 
termed admonitions than criticisms, he makes little reply ; being, at the age 
of sixty-eight, attentive to better things than the claps of a playhouse. He 
complains of Collier's rudeness, and the ‘‘horse-play of his raillery ;’ and 
asserts, that, ‘‘in many places he has perverted by his glosses the meaning” 
of what he censures ; but in other things he confesses that he is justly taxed; 
and says, with great calmness and candour, ‘‘I have pleaded guilty to all 
thoughts or expressions of mine that can be truly accused of obscenity, ime 
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morality, or profaneness, and retract them. If he be my enemy, let him 
triumph; if he be my friend, he will be glad of my repentance.” Yet 
as our best dispositions are imperfect, he left standing in the same book 
a refiection on Collier of great asperity, and indecd of more asperity 
than wit. 

Blackmore he represents as made his enemy by the poem of Absalom 
and Achitophel, which ‘‘he thinks a little hard upon his fanatic patrons ;” 
and charges him with borrowing the plan of his Arthur from the preface to 
ares ‘‘though he had,” says he, ‘‘the baseness not to acknowledge his 

enefactor, but instead of it to traduce me in a libel.” 

The libel in which Blackmore traduced him was a Satire upon Wit; in 
‘which, having lamented the exuberance of false wit and the deficiency of 
true, he proposes that all wit should be re-coined, before it is current, and 
appoints masters of assay who shall reject all that is light or dehased. 


’Tis true, that when the coarse and worthless dross 
Is purged away, there will be mighty loss: 

Ev’n Congreve, Southern, manly Wycherley, 
When thus refined, will grievous sufferers be, 

Into the melting pot when Dryden comes, 

What horrid stench will rise, what noisome fumes ! 
How will he shrink, when all his lewd allay, 

And wicked mixture, shall be purged away ! 


Thus stands the passage in the last edition; but in the original there was 
an abatement of the censure, beginning thus: 


But what remains will be so pure, ’twill bear 
Th’ examination of the most severe. 


Blackmore, finding the censure resented, and the civility disregarded, un- 
generously omitted the softer part. Such variations discover a writer who 
consults his passions more than his virtue ; and it may be reasonably sup- 
posed that Dryden imputes his enmity to its true cause. 

Of Milbourne he wrote only in general terms, such as are always ready at 
the call of anger, whether just or not: a short extract will be sufficient. 
‘‘ He pretends a quarrel to me, that I have fallen foul upon priesthood ; if I 
have, Iam only to ask pardon of good priests, and am afraid his share of 
the reparation will come to little. Let him be satisfied that he shall never 
be able to force himself upon me for an adversary; I contemn him too much 
to enter into competition with him, 

‘‘As for the rest of those who have written against me, they are such 
scoundrels that they deserve not the least notice to be taken of them. Black- 
more and Milbourne are only distinguished from the crowd by being remem- 
bered to their infamy.” 

Dryden indeed discovered, in many of his writings, an affected and ab- 
surd malignity to priests and priesthood, which naturally raised him many 
enemies, and which was sometimes as unseasonably resented as it was 
exerted. Trapp is angry that he calls the sacrificer in the Georgics ‘‘ The 
Holy Butcher ;” the translation is indced ridiculous; but Trapp’s anger 
arises from his zeal, not for the author, but the priest ; as if any reproach of 
the follies of paganism could be extended to the preachers of truth. 

Dryden's dislike of the priesthood is imputed by Langbaine, and I think 
by Brown, to a repulse which he suffered when he solicited ordination ; but 
he denies, in the preface to his Fables, that he ever designed to enter into 
the church ; and such a denial he would not have hazarded, if he could have 
been convicted of falsehood. 

Malevolence to the clergy is seldom at a great distance from irreverence 
of religion, and Dryden affords no exception to this observation. His writ 
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ings exhibit many passages, which, with all the allowance that can be made 
for characters and occasions, are such as piety would not have admitted, and 
such as may vitiate light and unprincipled minds. But there is no reason 
for supposing that he disbelieved the religion which he disobeyed. He for- 
got his duty rather than disowned it. His tendency to profaneness is the 
effect of levity, negligence, and loose conversation, with a desire of accom- 
modating himself to the corruption of the times, by venturing to be wicked 

as far as he durst. When he professed himself a convert to popery, he did 

not pretend to have received any new conviction of the fundamental doc- 

trines of christianity. 

The persecution of critics was not the worst of his vexations ; he was 
much more disturbed by the importunities of want. His complaints of 
poverty are so frequently repeated, either with the dejection of weakness 
sinking in helpless misery, or the indignation of merit claiming its tribute 
from mankind, that it is impossible not to detest the age which could im- 
pose on such a man the necessity of such solicitations, or not to despise the 
man who could submit to such solicitations without necessity. 

Whether by the world's neglect, or his own imprudence, I am afraid that 
the greatest part of his life was passed in exigencies. Such outcries were 
surely never uttered but in severe pain. Of his supplies or his expenses no 
probable estimate can now be made. Ixcept the salary of the laureat, to 
which King James added the office of historiographer, perhaps with some 
additional emoluments, his whole revenue seems to have been casual ; and 
it is well known that he seldom lives frugally who lives by chance. Hope is 
always liberal ; and they that trust her promises make little scruple of revel- 
ling to-day on the profits of the morrow. 

Of his plays the profit was not great; and of the produce of his other 
works very little intelligence can be had. By discoursing with the late ami- 
able Mr. ‘Tonson, I could not find that any memorials of the transactions 
between his predecessor and Dryden had been preserved, except the follow- 
ing papers : 

‘*I do hereby promise to pay John Dryden, Esq., or order, on the 25th of 
March, 1699, the sum of two hundred and fifty guineas, in consideration of 
ten thousand verses, which the said John Dryden, Esq., is to deliver to me, 
Jacob Tonson, when finished, whereof seven thousand five hundred verses, 
more or less, are already in the said Jacob Tonson’s possession. And I do 
hereby farther promise, and engage mysclf, to make up the said sum of two 
hundred and fifty guineas three hundred pounds Sterling to the said John 
Dryden, Esq., his executors, administrators, or assigns, at the beginning of 
the second impression of the said ten thousand verses. 

‘‘In witness whereof I have hereunto set my hand and seal, this 2oth day 
of March, 1693. 

«JACOB TONSON. 

** Sealed and delivered, being 
first duly stampt, pursuant 
to the acts of parliament for 
that purpose, in the pre- 
Sence of 

‘*Ben. Portlock, 
“Will. Congreve,” 
** March 24, 1608. 

“‘ Received then of Mr. Jacob Tonson the sum of two hundred sixty-eight 
pounds fifteen shillings, in pursuance of an agreement for ten thousand 
verses, to be delivered by me to the said Jacob Tonson, whereof I have 
already delivered to him about seven thousand five hundred, more or less; 
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he the said Jacob Tonson being obliged to make up the foresaid sum of two 
hundred sixty-eight pounds fifteen shillings three hundred pounds, at the 
beginning of the second impression of the foresaid ten thousand verses ; 
‘*T say, received by me 
**JOHN DRYDEN, 
‘* Witness, Charles Dryden.” 


Two hundred and fifty guineas, at r/, rs. 6d. is 2687. rss. 

It is manifest, from the dates of this contract, that it relates to the volume 
of Fables, which contains about twelve thousand verses, and for which 
therefore the payment must have been afterwards enlarged. 

I have been told of another letter yet remaining, in which he desires Tone 
son to bring him moncy, to pay for a watch which he had ordered for his 
son, and which the maker would not leave without the price. 

The inevitable consequence of poverty is dependence. Dryden had pro- 
bably no recourse in his exigencies but to his bookseller. The particular 
character of Tonson I do not know ; but the general conduct of traders was 
much less liberal in those times than in our own ; their views were narrower, 
and their manners grosser. ‘To the mercantile ruggedness of that race, the 
delicacy of the poet was sometimes exposed. Lord Bolingbroke, who in his 
youth had cultivated poetry, related to Dr. King of Oxford, that one day, 
when he visited Dryden, they heard, as they were conversing, another person 
entering the house. ‘‘ This,’’ said Dryden, ‘‘is Tonson. You will take care 
not to depart before he goes away: for Ihave not completed the sheet which 
I promised him; and, if you leave me unprotected, I must suffer all the 
rudeness to which his resentment can prompt his tongue.” 

What rewards he obtained for his poems, besides the payment of the booke 
seller, cannot be known. Mr. Derrick, who consulted some of his relations, 
was informed that his Fables obtained five hundred pounds from the Duchess 
of Ormond ; a present not unsuitable to the magnificence of that splendid 
family ; and he quotes Moyle, as relating that forty pounds were paid bya 
musical society for the use of Alexander's Feast. 

In those days the economy of government was yct unsettled, and the pay- 
ments of the exchequer were dilatory and uncertain ; of this disorder thera 
is reason to believe that the laureat sometimes felt the effects; for in one of 
his prefaces he complains of those, who, being intrusted with the distribution 
of the prince's bounty, suffer those that depend upon it to languish in 
penury. 

Of his petty habits or slight amusements, tradition has retained little. Of 
the only two men whom I have found to whom he was personally known, 
one told me, that at the house which he frequented, called Will's coffee- 
house, the appeal upon any literary dispute was made to him: and theother 
related, that his armed chair, which in the winter had a settled and prescrip- 
tive place by the fire, was in the summer placed in the balcony, and that he 
called the two places his winter and his summer seat. This is all the intelli- 
gence which his two survivors afforded me. 

One of his opinions will do him no honour in the present age, though in 
his own time, at least in the beginning of it, he was far from having it con- 
fined to himself. He put great confidence in the prognostications of judicial 
astrology. In the appendix to the Life of Congreve is a narrative of some 
of his predictions wonderfully fulfilled ; but I know not the writer's means of 
information, or character of veracity. That he had the configurations of the 
horoscope in his mind, and considered them as influencing the affairs of men, 
he does not forbear to hint, 

The utmost malice of the stars is past— 
Now frequent trimes the happier lights among, 
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And high-raised Jove, from his dark prison freed, 
Those weights took off that on his planct hung, 
Will gloriously the new-laid works succeed. 


He has elsewhere shown his attention to the planetary powers; and in the 
preface to his Fables has endeavoured obliquely to justify his superstition, by 
attributing the same to some of the ancients. The letter, added to this nar- 
rative, leaves no doubt of his notions or practice [p. 192]. 

So slight and so scanty is the knowledge which I have been able to collect 
concerning the private life and domestic manners of a man, whom every Eng- 
lish generation must mention with reverence as a critic and a poet. 





DRYDEN may be properly considered as the father of English criticism, as 
the writer who first taught us to determine upon principles the merit of com- 
position. Of our former poets, the greatest dramatist wrote without rules, 
conducted through life and nature by a genius that rarely misled, and rarely 
deserted him. Of the rest, those who knew the laws of propriety had 
negiccted to teach them. 

Two Arts of English Poetry were written in the days of Elizabeth by Webb 
and Puttenham, from which something might be learned, and a few hints had 
been given by Jonson and Cowlcy; but Dryden's ‘‘ Essay on Dramatic 
Poetry” was the first regular and valuable treatise on the art of writing. 

He who, having formed his opinions in the present age of English litera- 
ture, turns back to peruse this dialogue, will not perhaps find much increase 
of knowledge, or much novelty of instruction ; but he is to remember that 
critical principles were then in the hands of a few, who had gathered them 
partly from the ancients, and partly from the Italians and French. The 
structure of dramatic poems was not then generally understood. Audiences 
applauded by instinct ; and poets perhaps often pleased by chance. 

A writer who obtains his full purpose loses himself in his own lustre. Of 
an opinion which is no longer doubted, the evidence ceases to be ex- 
amined. Of an art universally practised, the first teacher is forgotten. 
Learning once made popular is no longer learning ; it has the appearance of 
something which we have bestowed upon ourselves, as the dew appears to 
rise from the field which it refreshes. 

To judge rightly of an author, we must transport ourselves to his time, 
and examine what were the wants of his contemporaries, and what 
were his means of supplying them. That which is easy at one time was 
difficult at another. Dryden at least imported his science, and gave his 
country what it wanted before; or, rather, he imported only the materials, 
and manufactured them by his own skill. 

The ‘‘ Dialogue on the Drama’ was one of his first essays of criticism, 
written when he was yet a timorous candidate for reputation, and therefore 
laboured with that diligence which he might allow himself somewhat to re- 
mit, when his name gave sanction to his positions, and his awe of the public 
was abated, partly by custom, and partly by success. It will not be easy to 
find, in all the opulence of our language, a treatise so artfully variegated 
with successive representations of opposite probabilities, so enlivened with 
imagery, so brightened with illustrations, His portraits of the English 
dramatists are wrought with great spirit and diligence. The account of 
Shakspeare may stand as a perpetual model of encomiastic criticism ; exact 
without minuteness, and lofty without exaggeration. The praise lavished 
by Longinus, on the attestation of the heroes of Marathon, by Demesthenes, 
fades away before it. In a few lines is exhibited a character, So extensive 
in its comprehension, and so curious in its limitations, that nothing can be 
added, diminished, or reformed ; nor can the editors and admirers of Shak- 
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speare, in all their emulation of reverence, boast of much morc than of 
having diffused and paraphrased this epitome of excellence, of having 
changed Dryden's gold for baser metal, of lower value, though of greater 
bulk. 

In this, and in all his other essays on the same subject, the criticism of 
Dryden is the criticism of a poet; not a dull collection of theorems, nor a 
rude detection of faults, which perhaps the censor was not able to have 
committed ; but a gay and vigorous dissertation, where delight is mingled 
with instruction, and where the author proves his right of judgment by his 
power of performance. 

The different manner and effect with which critical knowledge may be 
conveyed, was perhaps never more clearly exemplified than in the perfor- 
manccs of Rymerand Dryden. It was said of a dispute between two mathe- 
maticians, ‘‘malim cum Scaligero crrare, quam cum Clavio recte sapere ;” 
that ‘it was more eligible to go wrong with one, than right with the other,” 
A tendency of the same kind every mind must feel at the perusal of Dryden’s 
prefaces and Rymer’s discourses. With Dryden we are wandering in quest 
of Truth ; whom we find, if we find her at all, dressed in the graces of ele- 
gance ; and, if we miss her, the labour of the pursuit rewards itself ; we are 
led only through fragrance and flowers. Rymer, without taking a nearer, 
takes a rougher way; every step is to be made through thorns and brambles ; 
and Truth, if we meet her, appears repulsive by her mien, and ungraceful by 
her habit. Dryden's criticism has the majesty of a queen; Rymer’s has the 
ferocity of a tyrant. 

As he had studied with great diligence the art of Poctry, and enlarged 
or rectified his notions, by experience perpetually increasing, he had his 
mind stored with principles and observations ; he poured out his knowledge 
with little labour ; for of labour, notwithstanding the multiplicity of his pro- 
ductions, there is sufficient reason to suspect that he was not a lover. To 
write com amore, with fondness for the employment, with perpetual touches 
and retouches, with unwillingness to take leave of his own idea, and an 
unwearied pursuit of unattainable perfection, was, I think, no part of his 
character. 

His criticism may be considered as general or occasional. In his general 
precepts, which depend upon the nature of things, and the structure of the 
human mind, he may doubtless be safely recommended to the confidence of 
the reader; but his occasional and particular positions were sometimes 
interested, sometimes negligent, and sometimes capricious. It is not 
without reason that Trapp, speaking of the praises which he bestows on 
Palamon and Arcite, says, ‘‘ Novimus judicium Drydeni de poemate quodam 
Chauceri, pulchro sane illo, et admodum lJaudando, nimirum quod non modo 
vere epicum sit, sed Diada etiam atque Aineada sequet, imo superet. Sed 
novimus eodem tempore viri illius maximi non semper accuratissimas esse 
censuras, nec ad severissimam critices normam exactas: illo judice id 
plerumque optimum est, quod nune pre manius habet, et in quo nunc 
occupatur. ” 

He is therefore by no means constant to himself. His defence and deser- 
tion of dramatic rhyme is generally known. Spence, in his remarks on 
Pope’s Odyssey, produces what he thinks an unconquerable quotation from 
Dryden’s preface to the Aneid, in favour of translating an epic poem into blank 
verse ; but he forgets that when his author attempted the Iliad, some years 
afterwards, he departed from his own decision, and translated into rhyme.. - 

‘When he has any objection to obviate, or any licence to defend, he is not 
very scrupulous about what he asserts, nor very cautious, if the present pur- 
pose be served, not to entangle himself in bis own sophistries. But when 
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all arts are exhausted, like other hunted animals, he sometimes stands at 
bay; when he cannot disown the grossness of one of his plays, he declares 
that he knows not any law that prescribes morality to a comic poet. 

His remarks on ancient or modern writers are not always to be trusted. 
His parallel of the versification of Ovid with that of Claudian has been very 
justly censured by Sewel.* His comparison of the first line of Virgil with 
the first of Statius is not happier. Virgil, he says, is soft and gentle, and 
would have thought Statius mad, if he had heard him thuudering out 

Que supcrimposito moles geminata colosso. 


Statius perhaps heats himsclf, as he proceeds, to exaggerations somewhat 
hyperbolical ; but undoubtedly Virgil would have been too hasty, if he had 
condemned him to straw for one sounding line. Dryden wanted an instance, 
and the first that occurred was impressed into the service. 

What he wishes to say, he says at hazard: he cited Gorboduc, which he 
had never scen; gives a false account of Chapman's versification ; and 
discovers, in the preface to his lables, that he translated the first book of 
the Iliad without knowing what was in the second. 

It will be difficult to prove that Dryden ever made any great advances in 
literature. As having distinguished himself at Westminster under the 
tuition of Busby, who advanced his scholars to a height of knowledge very 
rarely attained in grammar-schools, he resided afterwards at Cambridge ; it 
is not to be supposed, that bis skill in the ancient languages was deficient, 
compared with that of common students, but his scholastic acquisitions 
seem not proportionate to his opportunities and abilities. He could not, 
like Milton or Cowley, have made his name illustrious merely by his learning. 
He mentions but few books, and those such as lie in the beaten track of 
regular study; from which if ever he departs, he is in danger of losing 
himself in unknown regions. 

In his Dialogue on the Drama, he pronounces with great confidence that 
the Latin tragedy of Medea is not Ovid's, because it is not sufficiently inte- 
resting and pathetic. He might have determined the question upon surer 
evidence ; for it is quoted by Quintilian as the work of Seneca; and the 
only line which remains in Ovid’s play, for one line is left us, is not there to 
be found. ‘There was therefore no need of the gravity of conjecture, or the 
discussion of plot or sentiment, to find what was already known upon higher 
authority than such discussions can ever reach. 

His literature, though not always free from ostentation, will be commonly 
found either obvious, and made his own by the art of dressing it ; or super- 
ficial, which, by what he gives, shows what he wanted; or crroneous, hastily 
coliected, and negligently scattered. 

Yet it cannot be said that his genius is ever unprovided of matter, or that 
his fancy languishes in penury of ideas. His works abound with knowledge, 
and sparkle with illustrations. There is scarcely any,science or faculty that 
does not supply him with occasional images and lucky similitudes ; every 
page discovers a mind very widely acquainted both with art and nature, and 
in full possession of great stores of intellectual wealth. Of him that knows 
much it is natural to suppose that he has read with diligence: yct I rather 
believe that the knowledge of Dryden was gleancd from accidental intelli- 
gence and various conversation, by a quick apprehension, a judicious selec- 
tion, and a happy memory, a keen appetite of knowledge, and a powerful 
digestion ; by vigilance that permitted nothing to pass without notice, and a 
habit of reflection that suffered nothing useful to be lost. A mind like 
Dryden's, always curious, always active, to which every understanding was 


* Preface to Ovid’s Metamorphoses, 
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proud to be associated, and of which every one solicifed the regard, by an 
ambitious display of himself, had a more pleasant, perhaps a nearer way to 
knowledge than by the silent progress of solitary reading. I do not sup- 
pose that he despised books, or intentionally neglected them; but that he 
was carried out, by the impetuosity of his genius, to more vivid and speedy 
instructors; and that his studies were rather desultory and fortuitous than 
constant and systematical. 

It must be confessed that he scarcely ever appears to want book learning 
but when he mentions books; and to him may be transferred the praise 
which he gives to his master Charles : 

His conversation, wit, and parts, 

His knowledge in the noblest useful arts, 
Were such, dead authors could not give, 
But habitudes of those that live; 

Who, lighting him, did greater lights receive ; 
He drain’d from all, and all they knew 

His apprehensions quick, his judgment true; 
That the most learn’d with shame confess, 

Hlis knowledge more, his reading only less. 

Of all this, however, if the proof be demanded, I will not undertake to 
give it; the atoms of probability, of which my opinion has been formed, lie 
scattered over all his works ; and by him who thinks the question worth his 
notice, his works must be perused with very close attention. 

Criticism, either didactic or defensive, occupies almost all his prose, except 
those pages which he has devoted to his patrons; but none of his prefaces 
were ever thought tedious. ‘They have not the formality of a settled style, 
in which the first half of the sentence betrays the other. The clauses are 
never balanced, nor the pcriods modelled : every word seems to drop by 
chance, though it falls into its proper place. Nothing is cold or languid: 
the whole is airy, animated, and vigorous ; what is little, is gay; what is 
great, is splendid. He may be thought to mention himself too frequently ; 
but, while he forces himself upon our esteem, we cannot refuse him to stand 
high in his own. Iverything is excused by the play of images, and the 
sprightliness of expression. ‘Though all is easy, nothing is feeble; though 
all seems careless, there is nothing harsh; and though, since his earlier 
works more than a century has passed, they have nothing yet uncouth or 
obsolete. 

He who writes much will not easily escape a manner, such a recurrence of 
particular modes as may be easily noted. Dryden is always another and the 
same, he does not exhibit a second time the same elegancies in the same 
form, nor appears to have any art other than that of expressing with clear- 
ness what he thinks with vigour. His style could not easily be imitated, 
either seriously or ludicrously ; for, being always equable and always varied, 
it has no prominent or discriminative characters. ‘The beauty who is totally 
tree from disproportion of parts and features cannot be ridiculed by an over- 
charged resemblance. 

From his prose, however, Dryden derives only his accidental and secon- 
dary praise ; the veneration with which his name is pronounced by every cul- 
tivator of English literature, is paid to him as he refined the language, 
improved the sentiments, and tuned the numbers of English poetry. 

After about half a century of forced thoughts, and rugged metre, some 
advances towards nature and harmony had been already made by Waller and 
Denham ; they had shown that long discourses in rhyme grew more pleasing 
when they were broken into couplets, and that verse consisted not only in the 
number but the arrangement of syllables. 

But though they did much, who can deny that they left much to do? 
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Their works were not many, nor were their minds of very ample compre- 
hension. More examples of more modes of composition were necessary for 
the establishment of regularity, and the introduction of propriety in word 
and thought. 

Every language of a learned nation necessarily divides itself into diction 
scholastic and popular, grave and familiar, elegant and gross; and from a 
nice distinction of these different parts arises a great part of the beauty of 
btyle. But, if we except a few minds, the favourites of nature, to whom 
their own original rectitude was in the place of rules, this delicacy of selec- 
tion was little known to our authors ; our speech lay before them in a heap 
of confusion ; and every man took for every purpose what chance might 
offer him. 

There was, therefore, before the time of Dryden no poetical diction, 
no system of words at once refined from the grossness of domestic use, and 
free from the harshness of terms appropriated to particular arts. Words 
too familiar, or too remote, defeat the purpose of a poet. From those 
sounds which we hear on small or on coarse occasions, we do not easily re- 
ceive strong impressions, or delightful images ; and words to which we are 
nearly strangers, whenever they occur, draw that attention on themselves 
which they should transmit to things. 

Those happy combinations of words which distinguish poetry from prose 
had been rarely attempted: we had few elegancics or flowers of speech ; the 
roses had not yet been plucked from the bramble, or different colours had 
not been joined to enliven one another. : 

It may be doubted whether Waller and Denham could have overborne the 
prejudices which had long prevailed, and which even then were sheltered by 
the protection of Cowley. The new versification, as it was called, may be 
considered as owing its establishment to Dryden; from whose time it is 
apparent that English poetry has had no tendency to relapse to its former 
savageness. 

The affluence and comprehension of our language is very illustriously 
displayed in our poetical translations of ancient writers ; a work which the 
French seem to relinquish in despair, and wlrich we were long unable to 
perform with dexterity. Ben Jonson thought it necessary to copy Horace 
almost word by word; Feltham, his contemporary and adversary, considers 
it as indispensably requisite in a translation to give linc for line. It is said 
that Sandys, whom Dryden calls the best versifier of the last age, has 
struggled hard to comprise every book in the English Metamorphoses in 
the same number of verses with the original. Holyday had nothing in 
view but to show that he understood his author, with so little regard to 
the grandeur of his diction, or the volubility of his numbers, that his metres 
can hardly be called verses; they cannot be read without reluctance, nor 
will the labour always be rewarded by understanding them. Cowley saw 
that such copiers were a servile race; he asserted his liberty, and spread his 
wings so boldly that he left his authors, It was reserved for Dryden to fix 
the limits of poetical liberty, and give us just rules and cxamples of translation. 

When languages are formed upon different principles, it is impossible that 
the same r.odes of expression should be always clegant in both. While they 
run on together, the closest translation may be considered as the best; but 
when they divaricate, each must take its natural course. Where corre- 
spondence cannot be obtained, it is necessary to be content with something 
equivalent. ‘‘Translation, therefore,” says Dryden, ‘‘is not so loose as 
paraphrase, nor so close as metaphrase.” 

All polished languages have different styles ; the concise, the diffuse, the 
lofty, and the humble, In the proper choice of style consists the resemblance 
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which Dryden principally exacts from the translator. He is to exhibit his 
author's thoughts in such a dress of diction as the author would have given 
them, had his language been English : rugged magnificence is not to be 
softened ; hyperbolical ostentation is not to be repressed ; nor sententious 
affectation to have its poin.s blunted. A translator is to be like his author ; 
it is not his business to excel him. 

The reasonableness of these rules seems sufficient for their vindication 3 
and the effects produced by observing them were so happy, that I know not 
whether they were ever opposed by Sir Edward Sherburne, a man whose 
learning was greater than his powers of poetry, and who, being better quali- 
fied to give the meaning than the spirit of Seneca, has introduced his version 
of three tragedies by a defence of close translation. The authority of Horace, 
which the new translators cited in defence of their practice, he has, by a 
judicious explanation, taken fairly from them; but reason wants not Horace 
to support it. 

It seldom happens that all the necessary causes concur to any great effect: 
will is wanting to power, or power to will, or both are impeded by external 
obstructions. ‘The exigencies in which Dryden was condemned to pass his 
life are reasonably supposed to have blasted his genius, to have driven out 
his works in a state of immaturity, and to have intercepted the full-blown 
elegance which longer growth would have supplied. 

Poverty, like other rigid powers, is sometimes too hastily accused. If the 
excellence of Dryden’s works was lesscned by his indigence, their number 
was increased ; and I know not how it will be proved, that if he had written 
less he would have written better; or that indeed he would have undergone 
the toil of an author, if he had not been solicited by something more pressing 
than the love of praise. 

But, as is said by his Sebastian, 

What had been, is unknown; what is, appears. 
We know that Dryden's several productions were so many successive expe- 
dients for his support; his plays were therefore often borrowed; and his 
poems were almost all occasional. 

In an occasional performance no height of excellence can be expected from 
any mind, however fertile in itsclf, and however stored with acquisitions. 
He whose work is general and arbitrary has the choice of his matter, and takes 
that which his inclination and his studies have best qualified him to display 
and decorate. He is at liberty to delay his publication till he has satisfied 
his friends and himself, till he has reformed his first thoughts by subsequent 
examination, and polished away those faults which the precipitance of ardent 
composition is likely to leave behind it. Virgil is related to have poured out 
a great number of lines in the morning, and to have passed the day in 
reducing them to fewer. 

The occasional poet is circumscribed by the narrowness of his subject. 
Whatever can happen to man has happened so often that little remains for 
fancy or invention. We have been all born; we have most of us been 
married ; and so many have died before us, that our deaths can supply but 
few materials for a poct. In the fate of princes the public has an interest ; 
and what happens to them of good or evil, the poets have always considered 
as business for the Muse. But after so many inauguratory gratulations, 
nuptial hymns, and funeral dirges, he must be highly favoured by nature, or 
by fortune, who says anything not said before. Even war and conquest, 
however splendid, suggest no new images; the triumphant chariot of a vic- 
torious monarch can be decked only with those ornaments that have graced 
his predecessors. 

Not only matter but time is wanting. The poem must not be delayed till 
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the occasion is forgotten. The lucky moments of animated imagination 
cannot be attended ; elegances and illustrations cannot be multiplied by 
gradual accumulation ; the composition must be despatched while conversa- 
tion is yet busy, and admiration fresh ; and haste is to be made, lest some 
other event should lay hold upon mankind. 

Occasional compositions may however sccure to a write: the praise both 
of learning and facility; for they cannot be the effect of long study, and 
must be furnished immediately from the treasures of the mind. 

The death of Cromwell was the first public event which called forth 
Dryden's poetical powers. His heroic stanzas have beauties and defects ; 
the thoughts are vigorous, and, though not always proper, show a mind 
replete with ideas; the numbers are smooth; and the diction, ifnot altogether 
correct, is elegant and easy. 

Davenant was perhaps at this time his favourite author, though Gondibert 
never appears to have been popular ; and from Davenant he learned to please 
his ear with the stanza of four lines alternately rhymed. 

Dryden very early formed his versification ; there are in this early produc- 
tion no traces of Donne’s or Jonson's ruggedness ; but he did not so soon 
free his mind from the ambition of forced conceits, In his verses on the 
Restoration, he says of the King’s exile, 


He, toss’d by Fate— 
Could taste no sweets of youth’s desired age, 
But found his life too true a pilgrimage. 


And afterwards, to show how virtue and wisdom are increased by adversity, 
he makes this remark : 


Well might the ancient poets then confer 

On Night the honour’d name of counsellor, 

Since, struck with rays of prosperous fortune blind, 
We light alone in dark afflictions find. 


His praise of Monk's dexterity comprises such a cluster of thoughts use 
aliicd to one another, as will not elsewhere be easily found ; 


*Twas Monk, whom Providence design’d to loose 
Those real bonds false freedom did impose. 

The blessed saints that watch’d this turning scene 
Did from their stars with joyful wonder lean, 

To sce small clues draw vastest weights along, 
Not in their bulk, but in their order, strong. 
Thus pencils can by one slight touch restoro 
Smiles to that changed face that wept before. 
With case such fond chimeras we pursue, 

As fancy frames for fancy to subdue: 

But when ourselves to action we betake, 

It shuns the mint like gold that chymists make. 
How hard was then his task, at once to be 

What in the body natural we sce! 

Man’s Architect distinctly did ordain 

The charge of muscles, nerves, and of the brain, 
Through viewless conduits spirits to dispense 
The springs of motion from the seat of sense: 
Twas not the hasty product ofa day, 

But the well-ripen’d fruit of wise delay. 

He, like a patient angler, ere he strook, 

Would let them play awhile upon the hook. 

Our healthful food the stomach Jabours thus, 

At first embracing what it straight doth crush, 
Wise leeches will not vain receipts obtrude, 
While growing pains pronounce the humours crude, 
Deaf to complaints they wait upon the ill, 

Till some safe crisis authorize their skill. 
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He had not yet learned, indeed he never learned well, to forbear the im- 
proper use of mythology. After having rewarded the heathen deities for 
their care, 

With Alga who the sacred altar strows P 
To all the sea-gods Charles an offering owes 
A bull to thee, Portunus, shall be slaing 
A ram to you, ye Tempests of the Main. 


He tells us, in the language of religion, 


Prayer storm’d the skies, and ravish’d Charles from thence, 
As heaven itself is took by violence. 


And afterwards mentions one of the most awful passages of Sacred History, 
Other conceits there are, too curious to be quite omitted ; as, 


For by example most we sinn’d before, 
And, glass-like, clearness mix’d with frailty bore. 


How far he was yet from thinking it necessary to found his sentiments on 
nature, appears from the extravagance of his fictions and hyperloles ; 

The winds, that ever modcration knew, 

Afraid to blow too much, too faintly blew; 

Or, out of breath with joy, could not enlarge 

Their straiten’d lungs.— 

It is no longer motion cheats your view; 

As you meet it, the land approacheth you; 

The land returns, and in the white it wears 

The marks of penitence and sorrow bears. 


I know not whether this fancy, however little be its value, was not borrowed. 
A French poct read to Malherbe some verses, in which he represents France 
«Ss moving out of its place to receive the King. ‘‘ Though this,” said Mal- 
herbe, ‘‘was in my time, I do not remember it.” 


His pocm on the Coronation has a more even tenor of thought. Some 
lines deserve to be quoted. 


You have already quench’d sedition’s brand; 

And zeal, that burnt it, only warms the land; 
The jealous sects that durst not trust their cause, 
So far from their own will as to the laws, 

Him for their umpire and their synod take, 

And their appeal alone to Cxsar make. 


Here may be found one particle of that old versification, of which, I be- 
lieve, in all his works, there is not another : 


Nor is it duty, or our hope alone, 
Creates that joy, but full fruition, 


In the verses to the Lord Chancellor Clarendon, two years afterwards, is a 
conceit so hopeless at the first view, that few would have attempted it ; and 
so successfully laboured, that though at last‘it gives the reader more per- 
’ plexity than pleasure, and seems hardly worth the study that it costs, yet it 

must be valued as a proof of a mind at once subtle and comprehensive ; 


In open prospect nothing bounds our cye, 
Until the earth seems join’d unto the sky: 

So in this hemisphere our utmost view 

Ts only bounded by our king and you: 

Our sight is limited where you are join’d, 
And beyond that no farther Heaven can find, 
So well your virtues do with his agree, 

That though your orbs of different greatness be, 
Yet both are bor each other’s use disposed, 
His to enclose, and yours to be enclosed. 
Nor could another in eed room have been, 
Except an emptiness had come between, 
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-_ The comparison of the Chancellor to the Indies leaves all resemblance i:oo 
far behind it : 

And as the Indies were not found before 

Those rich perfumes which from the happy shore 

The winds upon their balmy wings conveyed, 

Whose guilty sweetness first their world betray’d; 

So by your counscls we are brought to view 

A new and undiscover’d world in you. 


There is another comparison, for there is little else in the poem, of which, 
though perhaps it cannot be explained into plain prosaic meaning, the mind 
perceives enough to be delighted, and readily forgives its obscurity for its 
magnificence : 

How strangely active are the arts of peace, 
Whose restless motions less than wars do cease ! 
Peace is not freed from labour, but from noise; 
And war more force, but not more pains employs, 
Such is the mighty swiftness of your mind, 

That, like the carth’s, it leaves our sense behind; 
While you so smoothly turn and roll our sphere, 
That rapid motion docs but rest appear. 

For as in nature's swiftness, with the throng 

Of flying orbs while ours is borne along, 

All scems at rest to the deluded eye, 

Moved by the soul of the same harmony : 

So carried on by your unwearied care, 

We rest in peace, and yet in motion share, 

To this succeed four lines, which perhaps afford Dryden's first attempt at 
those penetrating remarks on human nature, for which he seems to have 
been peculiarly formcd : 

Let envy then those crimes within you sec, 
From which the happy never must be free; 
Envy, that does with misery reside, 

The joy and the revenge of ruin’d pride. 

Into this poem he seems to have collected all his powers ; and after this he 
did not often bring upon his anvil such stubborn and unmalleable thoughts ; 
but, as a specimen of his abilities to unite the most unsociable matter, he 
has concluded with lines of which I think not myself obliged to tell the 
meaning. 

Yet unimpair’d with labours, or with time, 
Your age but seems to a new youth to climb. 
Thus heavenly bodics do our time beget, 

And measure change, but share no part of it: 
And still it shall without a weight increase, 
Like this new year, whose motions never cease. 
For since the glorious course you have begun 
Is led by Charles, as that is by the sun, 

It must both weightless and immortal prove, 
Because the centre of it is above, 


In the Annus Mirabilis he returned to the quatrain, which from that time 
he totally quitted, perhaps from this experience of its inconvenience, for he 
complains of its difficulty. This is one of his greatest attempts. He had 
subjects equal to his abilities, a great naval war, and the Fire of London. 
Battles have always been described in heroic poetry ; but a sca-fight and 
artillery had yet something of novelty. New arts are long in the world before 
poets describe them ; for they borrow everything from their predecessors, 
and commonly derive very little from life. Boileau was the first French 
writer that had ever hazarded in verse the mention of modern war, or the 
etfects of gunpowder. We, who are less afraid of novelty, had already pos 
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session of those dreadful images. Waller had described a sea-fight. Milton 
had not yet transferred the invention of fire-arms to the rebeliious angels. 

This poem is written with great diligence, yet does not fully answer the 
expectation raised by such subjects and such a writer. With the stanza of 
Davenant he has sometimes his vein of parenthesis, and incidental disqui- 
sition, and stops his narrative for a wise remark, 

The general fault is, that he affords more sentiment than description, and 
does not so much impress scenes upon the fancy, as deduce consequences 
and make comparisons. 

The initial stanzas have rather too much resemblance to the first lines of 
Waller’s poem on the war with Spain ; perhaps such a beginning is natural, 
and could not be avoided without affectation. Both Waller and Dryden 
might take their hint from the poem on the civil war of Rome, ‘‘ Orbem jam 
totum,” &c. 

Of the King collecting his navy, he says, 

It seems, as every ship their sovereign knows, 
His awful summons they so goon obey : 

So hear the sealy herds when Proteus blows, 
And so to pasture follow through the sca. 

It would not be hard to believe that Dryden had written the two first lines 
seriously, and that some wag had added the two latter in burlesque. Who 
would expect the lines that immediately follow, which are indeed perhaps 
indecently hyperbolical, but certainly in a mode totally different ? 

To see this fleet upon the ocean move, 
Ar-zels draw wide the curtains of the skies ; 

And Fieaven, as if there wanted lights above, 
For tapers made two glaring comets rise. 

The description of the attempt at Bergen will afford avery complete 
specimen of the descriptions in this poem : 

And now approach’d their fleet from India, fraught 
With all the riches of the rising sun: 

And precious sand from southern climates brought, 
The fatal regions where the war begun. 

Like hunted castors, conscious of their store, 
Their way-laid wealth to Norway’s coast they bring; 

Then first the North’s cold bosom spices bore, 
And winter brooded on the eastern spring, 

By the rich scent we found our Pees prey, 
Which, flank’d with rocks, did close in covert lie; 

And round about their murdering cannon lay, 
At once to threaten and invite the eye. 

Fiercer than cannon, and than rocks more hard, 
The English undertake th’ uncqual war : 

Seven ships alone, by which the port is barr’d, 
Besiege the Indies, and all Denmark dare. 

These fight like husbands, but like lovers those: 
These fain would keep, and those more fain exjoy; 

And to such height their frantic passion grows, 
That what both love, both hazard to destroy : 


Amidst whole heaps of spices lights a ball, 

And now their odours arm’d against them fly; 
Some preciously by shatter’d porcelain fall, 

And some by aromatic splinters die: 


And, though by tempests ofthe prize bereft, 
In Heaven’s inclemency some ease we find; 

Our foes we vanquish’d by our valour left, 
And only yielded to the scas and wind. 
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¥n this manner is the sublime too often mingled with the ridiculous. The 
Dutch seek a shelter for a wealthy fleet : this surely needed no illustration ; 
yet they must fly, not like all the rest of mankind on the same occasion, but 
‘‘like hunted castors ;” and they might with strict propriety be hunted ; for 
we winded them by our noses—their perfemes betrayed them. The husband 
and the over, though of more dignity than the castor, are images too do- 
mestic to mingle properly with the horrors of war. ‘The two quatrains that 
follow are worthy of the author. 

The account of the different sensations with which the two fleets retired, 
wien the night parted them, is one of the fairest flowers of Inglish poetry : 


The night comes on, we cager to pursue 

The combat still, and they ashamed to leave; 
*Till the last streaks of dying day withdrew, 

And doubtful moonlight did our rage deceive. 
In th’ English fleet cach ship resounds with joy, 

And loud applause of their great Ieader’s fame : 
In ficry dreams the Dutch they still destroy, 

And, slumbering, smile at the imagined flame, 
Not so the Holland fleet, who, tired and done, 

Stretch’d on their decks, like weary oxen lie; 
Faint sweats all down their mighty members run, 

(Vast bulks, which little souls but ill supply). 
In dreams they fearful precipices tread, 

Or, shipwreck’d, labour to some distant shore ; 
Or, in dark churches, walk among the dead; 

They wake With horror, and dare sleep no more, 


It is a general rule in poetry, that all appropriated terms of art should be 
sunk in general expressions, because poetry is to speak an universal language. 
This rule is still stronger with regard to arts not liberal, or confined to few, 
and therefore far removed from common knowledge ; and of this kind, 
certainly, is technical navigation. Yet Dryden was of opinion, that a sea- 
fight ought to be described in the nautical knowledge ; ‘‘and certainly,” says 
he, ‘‘as those, who in a logical disputation keep to general terms, would 
hide a fallacy, so those who do it in poetical description would veil their 
ignorance.” 

Let us then appeal to experience ; for by experience at last we learn as 
well what will please as what will profit. In the battle, his terms seem to 
have been blown away ; but he deals them liberally in the dock ; 


So here some pick out bullets from the side, 

Some drive old oakum through each seam and rift: 
Their left-hand does the catking-iron guide, 

The rattling malleé with the right they lift. 


With boiling pitch another near at hand 

hae friendly Sweden brought) the seams in-stops ; 
Which, well laid o’er, the salt-sea waves withstand, 

And shake them from the rising beak in drops. 
Some the gall’d ropes with dauby marling bind, 

Or sear-cloth masts with strong tarpawling coats: 
To try new shrouds onc mounts into the wind, 

And one below their ease or stiffness notes, 


I suppose here is not one term which every reader does not wish away. 

His digression to the original and progress of navigation, with his pros- 
pect of the advancement which it shall receive from the Royal Society, then 
newly instituted, may be considered as an example seldom equalled of sea- 
sonable excursion and artful return, 
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One line, however, leaves me discontented ; he says, that, by the help of 

philosophers, 

Instructed ships shall sail to quick commerce, 

By which remotest regions are allied.— 
Which he is constrained to explain in a note ‘‘by a more exact measure of 
longitude.” It had better become Dryden's learning and genius to have 
laboured science into poetry, and have shown, by explaining longitude, that 
verse di] not refuse the ideas of philosophy. 

His description of the Fire is painted by resolute meditation, out of a mind 
better formed to reason than to feel. The conflagration of a city, with all 
its tumults of concomitant distress, is one of the most dreadful spectacles 
which this world can offer to human eyes ; yct it seems to raise little emotion 
in the breast of the poet; he watches the flame coolly from street to street, 
with now a reflection, and now a simile, till at last he meets the king, for 
whom he makes a speech, rather tedious in a time so busy; and then follows 
again the progress of the fire. 

There are, however, in this part some passages that deserve attention ; as 
in the beginning : 

The diligence of trades and noisefal gain, 
And luxury, more late asleep was laid! 
All was the Night’s, and in her silent reign 
No sound the rest of Nature did invade 

In this deep quict—— 

The expression ‘‘All was the Night’s” is taken from Seneca, who remarks 
on Virgil's line, 

Omnia noctis erant, placida composta quiete, 
that he might have concluded better, 
Omnia noctis erant, 

The following quatrain is vigorous and animated ; 

The ghosts of traitors from the bridge descend 
With bold fanatic spectres to rejoice ; 

About the fire into a dance they bend, 
And sing their sabbath notes with feeble voice. 

The prediction of the improvements which shall be made in the new city 
is elegant and poetical, and with an event which poets cannot always boast 
has been happily verified. ‘The poem concludes with a simile that might 
have better been omitted. 

Dryden, when he wrote this poem, seems not yet fully to have formed his 
versification, or settled his system of propriety. 

From this time he addicted himself almost wholly to the stage, ‘‘to 
which,” says he, ‘‘my genius never much inclined me,” merely as the most 
profitable market for poetry. By writing tragedies in rhyme, he continued 
to improve his diction and his numbers. According to the opinion of Harte, 
who had studied his works with great attention, he settled his principles of 
versification in 1676, when he produced the play of Aureng Zebe; and 
according to his own account of the short time in which he wrote Tyrannic 
Love, and the State of Innocence, he soon obtained the full effect of dili- 
gence, and added facility to exactness. 

Rhyme has been so long banished from the theatre, that we know not its 
effect! upon the passions of an audience; but it has this convenience, that 
sentences stand more independent on each other, and striking passages 
are therefore easily selected and retained. Thus the description of Night in 
the Indian Emperor, and the rise and fall of empire in the Conquest of 
Granada, are more frequently repeated than any lines in Al! for Love or 
Don Sebastian, 
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To search his plays for vigorous sallies and sententious elegances, or to fix 
the dates of any little pieces which he wrote by chance, or by Solicitation, 
were labour too tedious and minute. 

His dramatic labours did not so wholly absorb his thoughts, but that he 
promulgated the laws of translation in a preface to the English Epistles of 
Ovid; one of which he translated himself, and another in conjunction with 
the Earl of Mulgrave. 

Absalom and Achitophel is a work so well known, that particular criticism 
fs superfluous. If it be considered as a poem political and controversial, it 
will be found to comprise all the excellences of which the subject is sus« 
ceptible; acrimony of censure, elegance of praise, artful delineation of cha- 
racters, variety and vigour of sentiment, happy turns of language, and 
pleasing harmony of numbers; and all these raised to such a height as can: 
scarcely be found in any other English composition. 

It is not, however, without faults ; some lines are inelegant or improper, 
and too many are irreligiously licentious. The original structure of the poem 
was defective ; allegories drawn to great length will always break ; Charles 
could not run continually parallel with David. 

The subject had likewise another inconvenience : it admitted little imagery 
or description ; and a long poem of mere sentiments easily becomes tedious ; 
though all the parts are forcible, and every line kindles new rapture, the 
reader, if not relieved by the interposition of something that soothes the 
fancy, grows weary of admiration, and defers the rest. 

As an approach to historical truth was necessary, the action and cata- 
strophe were not in the poet’s power ; there is therefore an unpleasing dispro- 
portion between the beginning and the end. We are alarmed by a faction 
formed out of many sects, various in their principles, but agreeing in their 
purpose of mischicf, formidable for their numbers, and strong by their sup- 
ports ; while the king’s friends are few and weak. The chiefs on either part 
are set forth to view ; but when expectation is at the height, the king makes 
a speech, and 

Henceforth a series of new times began. 


Who can forbear to think of an enchanted castle, with a wide moat and 
lofty battlements, walls of marble and gates of brass, which vanishes at once 
into air, when the destined knight blows his horn before it ? 

In the second part, written by Tate, there is a long insertion, which, for 
poignancy of satire, exceeds any part of the former. Personal resentment, 
though no laudable motive to satire, can add great force to gencral principles. 
Self-love is a busy prompter. 

The Medal, written upon the same principles with Absalom and Achitophel, 
but upon a narrower plan, gives less pleasure, though it discovers equal 
abilities in the writer. ‘The superstructure cannot extend beyond the founda- 
tion ; a single character or incident cannot furnish as many ideas, as a series 
of events, or multiplicity.of agents. This poem therefore, since time has left 
it to itself, is not much read, nor perhaps generally understood ; yet it 
abounds with touches both of humorous and serious satire. The picture of 
aman whose propensions to mischief are such, that his best actions are but 
inability of wickedness, is very skilfully dclineated and strongly coloured : 


Power was his aim; but, thrown from that pretence, 
The wretch turn’d loyal in his own defence, 

And malice reconciled him to his prince. 

Him, in the anguish of his soul, he served; 
Rewarded faster still than he deserved: 

Behold him now exalted into trust ; 

His counsels oft convenient, seldom just ; 
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£v'n in the most sincere advice he gave, 

He had a grudging still to be a knave. 

The frauds, he Jearnt in his fanatic years, 
Made him uncasy in his lawful gears, 

At best as little honest as he cou’d, 

And, like white witches, mischievously good. 
To this first bias, longingly, he leans; 

And rather would be great by wicked means. 

The Threnodia, which, by a term I am afraid neither authorised nor 
analogical, he calls Augustalis, is not among his happiest productions. Its 
first and obvious defect is the irregularity of its metre, to which the ears of 
that age, however, were accustomed. What is worse, it has neither tender- 
néss nor dignity ; it is neither magnificent nor pathetic. He seems to look 
round him for images which he cannot find, and what he has he distorts by 
endeavouring to enlarge them. ‘‘He is,” he says, ‘' petrified with grief,” 
but the marble sometimes relents, and trickles in a joke. 

The sons of art all med’cines try’d, 
And every noble remedy apply’d; 
With emulation each essay’d 
Ilis utmost skill; nay, more, they pray’d ; 
Was never losing game with better conduct play'd. 

He had been a little inclined to merriment before, upon the prayers of a 
nation for their dying sovereign; nor was he serious enough to keep heathen 
fables out of his religion : 

With him the innumerable crowd of armed prayers 
Knock’d at the gates of heaven, and knock’d aloud; 
The first well-meaning rude petitioners 
All for his life assail’d the throne, 
All would have bribed the skies by offering up their own. 
So great a throng not heaven itself could bar ; 
*Twas almost borne by force as in the giants’ war, 
The prays at least, for his reprieve, were heard ; 
His death, like Hezekiah’s, was deferred. 

There is throughout the composition a desire cf splendour without wealth. 
In the conclusion he seems too much pleased with the prospect of the new 
rcign to have lamented his old master with much sincerity. 

He did not miscarry in this attempt for want of skill either in lyric or 
clegiac poctry. IJis poem on the death of Mrs, Killegrew is undoubtedly 
the noblest ode that our language ever has produced. ‘The first part flows 
with a torrent of enthusiasm. ‘‘Fervet immensusque ruit.” All the stanzas 
indeed are not equal. An imperial crown cannot be one continued diamond ; 
the gems must be held together by some less valuable matter. 

In his first ode for Cecilia's day, which is lost in the splendour of the 
second, there are passages which would have dignified any other poet. The 
first stanza is vigorous and elegant, though the word diafason is too technical, 
and the rhymes are too remote from one another. 


From harmony, from heavenly harmony, 
This universal frame began; 

When nature underneath a ee of jarring atoms lay, 
And could not heave her head, 

The tuneful voice was heard from high, 
Arise, ye more than dead. 

Then cold and hot, and moist and dry, 

In order to cheir stations leap, 
And music’s power obey. 

From harmony, from heavenly harmony, 
This universal frame began : 
From harmony to harmony 
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Through all the compass of the notes {t ran, 
The diapason closing fullin man. 


The conclusion is likewise striking ; but it includes an image so awful in 
itself, that it can owe little to poetry; and I could wish the antithesis of 
wiusic untuning had found some other place. 


As from the power of sacred lays 
The spheres began to move, 

And sung the great Creator’s praise 
To all the bless’d above: 


So, when the Jast and dreedful hour 
This crumbling pageant shall devour, 
The trumpet shall be heard on high, 
The dead shal .ive, the living dic, 
And music shall untune the sky. 


Of his skill in elegy he has given a specimen in his Eleonora, of which the 
following lines discover their author : 


Though all these rare endowments of the mind 
Were in a narrow space of life confined, 

The figure was with full perfection crown’d, 
Though not so large an orb, as truly round; 
As when in glory, through the public place, 
The spoils of conguer’d nations were to pass, 
And but one day for triumph was allow’d, 

The consul was constrain’d his pomp to crowd; 
And 80 the swift procession hurried on, 

That all, though not distinctly, might be shown; 
So, in the straiten’d bounds of life confined, 
She gave but glimpses of her glorious mind ; - 
And multitudes of virtues pass’d along; 

Fach pressing foremost in the mighty throng, 
Ambitious to be seen, and then make room 

For greater multitudes that were to come. 

Yet unemploy’d no minute slipp’d away ; 
Moments were precious in so short a stay. 

The haste of Heaven to have her was so great, 
That some were single acts, though each complete ; 
And every act stood ready to repeat. 

This piece, however, is not without its faults ; there is so much likeness In 
the initial comparison, that there is no illustration. As a king would be 
lamented, Eleonora was lamented : 

As, when some great and gracious monarch dics, 
Soft whispers, first, and mournful murmurs, rise 
Among the sad attendants, then the sound 

Soon gathers voice, and spreads the news around, 
Through town and country, till the dreadful blast 
Is blown to distant colonies at last, 

Who then, perhaps, were offering vows in vain, 
For his long life, and for his happy reign; 

So slowly, by degrees, unwilling Fame 

Did matchless Eleonora’s fate proclaim, 

Till public as the loss the news became. 

This is little better than to say in praise of a shrub, that it is as green as a 
tree ; or of a brook, that it waters a garden, as a river waters a country. 

Dryden confesses that he did not know the lady whom he celebrates : the 
praise being therefore inevitably general, fixes no impression upon the reader, 
nor excites any tendency to love, nor much desire of imitation. Knowledge 
of the subject is to the poet what durable materials are to tlie architect. 

The Religio Laici, which borrows its title from the Religio Medici of 
Browne, is almost the only work of Dryden which can be considered as a 


176 DRYDEN. 


voluntary effusion ; in this, therefore, it might be hoped, that the full efful- 
gence of his genius would be found. But unhappily the subjcct is rather 
arguinentative than poetical ; he intended only a specimen of metrical dis- 
putation: 

And this unpolish’d rugged verse I chose, 

As fittest for discourse, and nearest prose. 


This, however, is a composition of great exccllence in its kind, in which 
the familiar is very properly diversified with the solemn, and the grave with 
the humorous ; in which metre has neither weakened the force, nor clouded 
the perspicuity of argument; nor will it be easy to find another example 
equally happy in this middle kind of writing, which, though prosaic in some 
parts, rises to high poetry in others, and neither towers to the skies, nor 
creeps along the ground. 

Of the same kind, or not far distant from it, is the Hind and Panther, the 
longest of all Dryden's original poems; an allegory intended to comprise 
and to decide the controversy between the Romanists and lrotestants. The 
scheme of the work is injudicious and incommodious; for what can be 
more absurd than that one beast should counsel another to rest her faith 
upon a pope and council? He seems well enough skilled in the usual topics 
of argument, endeavours to show the necessity of an infallible judge, and 
reproaches the reformers with want of unity ; but is weak enough to ask, 
why, since we see without knowing how, we may not have an infallible judge 
without knowing where? 

The Hind at one time is afraid to drink at the common brook, because’ 
she may be worried; but, walking home with the Panther, talks by the 
aed the Nicene Fathers, and at last declares herself to be the Catholic 

hurch. 

‘This absurdity was very properly ridiculed in the City Mouse and Country 
Mouse of Montague and Prior ; and in the detection and censure of the in- 
congruity of the fiction chiefly consists the value of their performance, which, 
whatever reputation it might obtain by the help of temporary passions, secms, 
to readers almost a century distant, not very forcible or animated. 

Pope, whose judgment was perhaps a little bribed by the subject, used to 
mention this poem as the most correct specimen of Dryden's versification, 
It was indeed written when he had completely formed his manner, and may 
be supposed to exhibit, negligence excepted, his deliberate and ultimate 
scheme of metre. 

We may thercfore reasonably infer, that he did not approve the perpetual 
uniformity which confines the sense to couplets, since he has broken his lines 
in the initial paragraph. 

A milk-white Hind, immortal and unchanged, 

Fed on the lawns, and in the forest ranged: 
Without unspotted, innocent within, 

She fear’d no danger, for she knew no sin. 

Yet had she oft been chased with horns and hounds, 
And Scythian shafts, and many winged wounds 
Aim’d at her heart ; was often forced to fly, 

And doom’d to death, though fated not to die. 

These lines are lofty, elegant, and musical, notwithstanding the interrup- 
tion of the pause, of which the effect is rather increase of pleasure by variety, 
than offence by ruggedness. 

To the first part it was his intention, he says, ‘‘to give the majestic turn 
of heroic poesy;” and perhaps he might have executed his design not un- 
successfully, had not an opportunity of satire, which he cannot forbear, fallen 
sometimes in his way. The character of a Presbyterian, whose emblem is 
the Wolf, is not very heroically majestic : 
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More haughty than the rest, the wolfish race 

Appear with belly gannt and famish’'d face ; 

Never was so deform’d a beust of grace. 

His ragged tail betwixt his legs ho wears,. 

Close clapp’d for shame ; but his rough crest he rears, 
And pricks up his predestinating ears. 


His general character of the other sorts of beasts that never go to church, 
though sprightly and keen, has, however, not much of heroic poesy: 


These are the chicf; to number o’er the rest, 
And stand like Adam naming every beast, 

Were weary work; nor will the Muse describe 

A slimy-born, and sun-begotten tribe, 

Who, far from steeples and their sacred sound, 
In ficlds their sullen conventicles found. 

These gross, half-animated, lumps I leave; 

Nor can I think what thoughts they can conccive; 
But, if they think at all, ’tis sure no higher 
Than matter, put in motion, may aspire ; 

Souls that can scarce ferment their mass of clay, 
So drossy, so divisible are they, 

As would but serve pure bodies for allay; 

Such souls as shards produce, such beetle things 
As only buzz to heaven with evening wings; 
Strike in the dark, offending but by chance; 
Such are the blindfold blows of ignorance. 

They know no being, and but hate a name; 

To them the Hind and Panther are the same. 


One more instance, and that taken from the narrative part, where style 
was more in his choice, will show how steadily he kept his resolution of 
heroic dignity. 

For when the herd, sufficed, did late repair 

To ferny heaths and to their forest lair, 

She made a mannerly excuse to stay, 

Proffering the Hind to wait her half the way ; 
That, since the sky was clear, an hour of talk 
Might help her to beguile the tedious walk. 

With much good-will the motion was embraced, 
To chat awhile on their adventures past : 

Nor had the grateful Hind so soon forgot 

His friend and fellow-sufferer in the plot. 

Yet, wondering how of lato she grew estranged, 
Her forehead cloudy and her count’nance changed, 
She thought this hour th’ occasion would present 
To learn her secret cause of discontent, 

Which well she hoped might be with case redress’d, 
Considering her a well-bred civil beast, 

And more a gentlewoman than the rest. 

After some common talk what rumours ran, 

The lady of the spotted muff began. 


The second and third parts he professes to have reduced to diction more 
familiar and more suitable to dispute and conversation; the difference is 
not, however, very easily perceived ; the first has familiar, and the two others 
have sonorous, lines. The original incongruity runs through the whole ; the 
King is now Cesar, and now the Zzox,; and the name Faz is given to the 
Supreme Being. 

But when this constitutional absurdity is forgiven, the poem must be con- 
fessed to be written with great smoothness of mctre, a wide extent of know- 
ledge, and an abundant multiplicity of images ; the controversy is embel- 
lished with pointed sentences, diversified by illustrations, and enlivened by 
sallies of invective. Some of the facts to which allusions are made are now 
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become obscure, and perhaps there may be many Satirical passages little 
understood. 

As it was by its nature a work of defiance, a composition which would 
naturally be examined with the utmost acrimony of criticism, it was probably 
laboured with uncommon attention, and there are, indeed, few negligences 
in the subordinate parts. ‘The original impropriety, and the subsequent un- 
popularity of the subject, added to the ridiculousness of its first clements, 
have sunk it into neglect ; but it may be usefully studied, as an example of 
poetical ratiocination, in which the argument suffers little from the metre. 

In the poem on the Birth of the Prince of Wales, nothing is very remarka- 
ble but the exorbitant adulation, and that insensibility of the precipice on 
which the king was then standing, which the laureat apparently shared witla 
the rest of the courtiers. A few months cured him of controversy, dismissed 
him from court, and made him again a playwright and translator. 

Of Juvenal there had been a translation by Stapylton, and another by 
Holyday ; ncither of them is very poetical. Stapylton is more smooth ; and 
Holyday’s is more esteemed for the lcarning of his notes. A new version 
was proposed to the poets of that time, and undcrtaken by them in conjunc- 
tion. The main design was conducted by Dryden, whose reputation was 
such that no man was unwilling to serve the Muses under him. 

The general character of this translation will be given, when it is said to 
preserve the wit, but to want the dignity, of the original, The peculiarity 
of Juvenal is a mixture of gaicty and stateliness, of pointed sentences, and 
declamatory grandeur. His points have not been neglected ; but his gran- 
deur none of the band seemed to consider as necessary to be imitated, except 
Creech, who undertook the thirteenth satire. It is thercfore perhaps pos- 
sible to give a better representation of that great satirist, even in those parts 
which Dryden himself has translated, some passages excepted, which will 
never be excelled. 

With Juvenal was published Persius, translated wholly by Dryden. This 
work, though like all other productions of Dryden it may have shining 
parts, seems to have been written merely for wages, in an uniform medio- 
crity, without any cager endeavour after excellence, or laborious effort of 
the mind. 

There wanders an opinion among the readers of poetry, that one of these 
Satires is an exercise of the school. Dryden says, that he once translated it 
at school ; but not that he preserved or published the juvenile performance, 

Not long afterwards he undertook perhaps the most arduous work of its 
kind, a translation of Virgil, for which he had shown how well he was 
qualified by his version of the Pollio, and two episodes, one of Nisus and 
Euryalus, the other of Mezentius and Lausus. 

In the comparison of Homer and Virgil, the discriminative excellence of 
Homer is clevation and comprehension of thought, and that of Virgil is 
grace and splendour of diction. The beauties of Homer are therefore difficult 
to be lost, and those of Virgil difficult to be retained. ‘The massy trunk of 
sentiment is safe by its solidity, but the blossoms of elocution easily drop 
away. The author, having the choice of his own images, selects those which 
he can best adorn ; the translator must, at all hazards, follow his original, 
and express thoughts which perhaps he would not have chosen. When to 
this primary difficulty is added the inconvenience of a language so much in- 
ferior in harmony to the Latin, it cannot be expected that they who read the 
Georgic and the Atneid should be much delighted with any version. 

All these obstacles Dryden saw, and all these he determined to encounter. 
The expectation of his work was undoubtedly great ; the nation considered 
its honour as jnterested in the event. One gave him the different editions of 
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his author, another helped him in the subordinate parts. The arguments of 
the several books were given him by Addison. 

The hopes of the public were not disappointed. He produced, says Pope. 
“the most noble and spirited translation that I know in any language.” It 
certainly excclled whatever had appeared in I'nglish, and appears to have 
satistied his friends, and, for the most part, to have silenced his enemies, 
Milbourne, indeed, a clergyman, attacked it; but his outrages seem to be 
ebullitions of a mind agitated by stronger resentment than bad poetry can 
excite, and previously resolved not to be pleased. 

His criticism extends only to the Preface, Pastorals, and Georgics ; and, 
as he professes to give his antagonist an opportunity of reprisal, hc has added 
his own version of the first and fourth Pastorals, and the first Georgic. The 
world has forgotten his book ; but, since his attempt has given him a place 
in literary history, I will preserve a specimen of his criticism, by inserting his 
remarks on the invocation before the first Gcorgic, and of his poetry, by 
annexing his own version. 

Ver. 1. 
‘What makes a plenteous harvest, when to turn 
The fruitful soil, and when to sow the corn, 
It's unlucky, they say, to stumble at the threshold : but what has a plentcous 
harvest to do here? Virgil would not pretend to prescribe xz/es for that 
which depends not on the husbandman’s care, but the désposition of Heaven 
altogether. Indeed, the plexteous crop depends somewhat on the good 
method of tillage; and where the Zaza’s ill-manured, the corx, without a 
miracle, can be but zad7fferent,; but the harvest may be good, which is its 
aged epithet, though the Aushandman's skill were never so éndifferent. 
“he next sezfence is too leteral, and when to plough had been Virgil's mean- 
ing, and intelligible to everybody; and whex zo sow the corn is a needless 
addition. 
Ver. 3. 
The care of sheep, of oxen, and of kine, 
And when to geld the lambs, and sheer the swine, 
would as well have fallen under the curva boum, gui cultus habendo sit pecori, 
as Mr. D.'s deduction of particulars. 
Ver. 5. 
The birth and genius of the frugal bee 
J sing, Mecenas, and I sing to thee. 
But where did expercentia evcr signify di7th and gentus? or what ground 
was there for such a figure in this place?) How much more manly is Mr, 
Ogilby’s version ! 
What makes rich grounds, in what celestial signs 
’Tis good to plough, and marry elms with vines; 
What best fits cattle, what with sheep agrees, 
And several arts improving frugal bees ; 
I sing, Maecenas, 
Which four lines, though faulty enough, are yet much more to the purpose 
than Mr. D.’s six. 
Ver. 22. 
From fields and mountains to my song repair, 
For patrium linguens nemus, saltusque Lyc@t Very well explained ! 
Ver. 23, 24. 
Inventor Pallas, of the fattening oil, 
Thou founder of the plough, aad ploughman’s toil ! 
Written as if éhese had beer Pallas’s invention. The ploughman's toit's 
impertinent, 
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Ver. 25. 
=———The shroud-like cypress 
Why shroud-like? Is a cypress, pulled up by the voo/s, which the sculpture 
in the Jast Eclogue fills Stlvanus’s hand with, so very like a shroud? Or 
did not Mr. D. think of that kind of cyfress used often for scarves and hat- 
éands at funerals formerly, or for wédozus’ veils, &c.? if so, ‘twas a deep, good 
“hought, 





Ver. 26. 
That wear 
The royal honours, and increase the year. 
What's meant by zuzcreasing the year? Did the gods or goddesses add more 
months, or days, or hours, toit? Or howcan arva tueré signify to wear 
rural honours? 1s this to translate, or abuse an author? The next couplet 
is borrowed from Ogilby, I suppose, because /ess ¢o the Purpose than ordinary. 
Ver, 33, 
The patron of the world, and Rome’s peculiar guard. 
Idle, and none of Virgil’s, no more than the sense of the precedent couplet ; 
so again, he zzferpolates Virgil with that and ¢he round circle of the year to 
guide powerful of blessings, which thou strew'st around ; a ridiculous Latin- 
gsm, and an zmpertinent addition ,; indeed the whole feriod is but one piece 
of absurdity and nonsense, as those who lay it with the ov/giza/ must find, 
Ver. 42, 43. 
And Neptune shall resign the fasces of the seas, 
Was he consul or dictator there? 
And watery virgins for thy bed shall strive, 
Both absurd zzterpolations. 
Ver. 47, 48. 
Where in the void of Heaven a place is free. 
Ah happy D——n, were that place for thee / 
But where is hat void? Or, what does our ¢vanzs/ator mean by it? He 
knows what Ovid says God did to prevent such a vo/d in Heaven; perhaps 
this was then forgotten: but Virgil talks more sensibly. 
Ver. 49. 
The scorpion ready to receive thy laws. 
No, he would not then have gotten out of his way so fast. 
Ver. 58. 
Though Proserpine affects her silent seat. 
What made der then so azgry with Ascalaphus, for preventing her return ? 
She was now mused to Patience under the determinations of Fate, rather 
“han fond of her reszdence. 
Ver. 61, 62, 63. 
Pity the poet’s and the ploughman’s cares, 
Interest thy greatness in our mean affairs, 
And use thyself’ betimes to hear our prayers, 
Which is such a wretched Zerversion of Virgil's noble thought as Vicars” 
would have blush'd at; but Mr. Ogilby makes us some amends, by his 
better lines ; 
O wheresoe’er thou art, from thence incline, 
And grant assistance to my bold design! 
Pity, with me, poor husbandmen’s affairs, 
And now, as if translated, heur our prayers, 


This is sense, and to the purpose: the other, poor mistaken stuff.” 
Such were the strictures of Milbourne, who found few abettors, and of 
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whom it may be reasonabry imagined, that many who favoured his design 
were ashamed of his insolence. 

When admiration had subsided, the translation was more coolly examined, 
and found, like all others, to be sometimes erroneous, and sometimes 
licentious. Those who could find faults, thought they could avoid them ; 
and Dr. Brady attempted in blank verse a translation of the Aeneid, which, 
when dragged into the world, did not live long enough tocry. I have never 
seen it; but that such a version there is, or has been, perhaps some old 
catalogue informed me. 

With not much better success, Trapp, when his Tragedy and his Prele« 
tions had given him reputation, attempted another blank version of the 
fEneid ; to which, notwithstanding the slight regard with which it was 
treated, he had afterwards persevcrance enough to add the Eclogues and 
Georgics. His book may continuc in existence as long as it is the clandestine 
refuge of school-boys. 

Since the English ear has been accustomed to the mellifluence of Pope's 
numbers, and the dliction of poetry has become more splendid, new attempts 
have been made to translate Virgil; and all his works have been attempted 
by men better qualified to contend with Dryden. I will not engage myself 
in an invidious comparison, by opposing one passage to another ; a work of 
which there would be no end, and which might be often offensive without use. 

It is not by comparing line with line that the merit of great works is to be 
estimated, but by their general effects and ultimate result. It is easy to note 
a weak linc, and write one more vigorous in its place; to find a happiness of 
expression in the original, and transplant it by force into the version; but 
what is given to the parts may be subducted from the whole, and the reader 
may be weary, though the critic may commend. Works of imagination 
excel by their allurement and delight; by thcir power of attracting and 
detaining the attention. That book is good in vain, which the reader throws 
away. He only is the master, who keeps the mind in pleasing captivity ; 
whose pages are perused with eagerness, and in hope of new pleasure are 
perused again ; and whose conclusion is perceived with an eye of sorrow, 
such as the traveller casts upon departing cay. 

By his proportion of this predomination I will consent that Dryden should 
be tried ; of this, which, in opposition to reason, makes Ariosto the darling 
and the pride of Italy; of this, which, in defiance of criticism, continues 
Shakspeare the sovereign of the drama. 

His last work was his Fables, in which he gave us the first example of a 
mode of writing which the Italians call ~¢faccimento, a renovation of ancient 
writers, by modernizing their language. Thus the old poem of Boiardo 
has been new-dressed by Domenichi and Berni. The works of Chaucer, 
upon which this kind of rejuvenescence has been bestowed by Dryden, 
require little criticism. The tale of the Cock seems hardly worth revival; 
and the story of Palamon and Arcite, containing an action unsuitable to the 
times in which it is placed, can hardly be suffered to pass without censure 
of the hyperbolical commendation which Dryden has given it in the general 
Preface, and in a poetical Dedication, a piece where his original fondness of 
Tremote conceits seems to have revived. 

Of the three pieces, borrowed from Boccace, Sigismunda may be defended 
by the celebrity of the story. Theodore and Honoria, though it contains not 
much moral, yet afforded opportunities of striking description. And Cymon 
was formerly a tale of such reputation, that at the revival of letters it was 
translated into Latin by one of the Beroalds. 

Whatever subjects employed his pen, he was still improving our measures 
and embellishing our language. 
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In this volume are interspersed some short original poems, which, with his 
prologues, epilogues, and songs, may be comprised in Congreve's remark, 
that even those, if he had written nothing else, would have entitled him to 
the praise of excellence in his kind. 

One composition must however be distinguished. The Ode to St. Cecilia’s 
Day, perhaps the last effort of his poetry, has been always considered as 
exhibiting the highest flight of fancy, and the exactest nicety of art. This is 
allowed to stand without a rival. If indecd there is any excellence beyond 
it, in some other of Drydecn’s works that excellence must be found. Com- 
pared with the ode on Killigrew, it may be pronounced perhaps superior in 
the whole, but without any singie part equal to the first stanza of the other. 

It is said to have cost Dryden a fortnight’s labour; but it does not want 
its negligences ; some of the lines are without correspondent rhymes; a 
defect which I never detected but after an acquaintance of many years, and 
which the enthusiasm of the writer might hinder him from perceiving. 

His last stanza has less emotion than the former; but is not less elegant 
in the diction. The conclusion is vicious ; the music of ‘limotheus, which 
raised a mortal to the skies, had only a metaphorical power ; that of Cecilia, 
which drew an angel down, had a real eftect : the crown thcrefore could not 
reasonably be divided. 

In a general survey of Dryden’s labours, he appears to have a mind very 
comprehensive by nature, and much enriched with acquired knowledge. 
His compositions are the effects of a vigorous genius operating upon large 
materials, 

The power that predominated in his intellectual operations was rather 
strong reason than quick sensibility, Upon all occasions that were pre- 
sented, he studied rather than felt, and produced sentiments not such as 
nature enforces, but meditation supplies. With the simple and elemental 
passions, as they spring separate in the mind, he seems not much ac- 
quainted ; and seldom describes them but as they are complicated by the 
a relations of socicty, aud confused in the tumults and agitations of 

ife. 
What he says of love may contribute to the explanation of his character: 
Love various minds does variously inspire ; 
It stirs in gentle bosoms gentle fire, 
Like that of incense on the altar laid: 
But raging flames tempestuous souls invade ; 
A fire which every windy passion blows, 
With pride it mounts, or with revenge it glows, 


Dryden's was not one of the gentle bosoms: Love, as it subsists in itself, 
with no tendency but to the person loved, and wishing only for correspondent 
kindness; such Love as shuts out all other interest, the Love of the Golden 
Age, was too soft and subtle to put his faculties in motion. He hardly 
conceived it but in its turbulent effervescence with some other desires; when 
it was inflamed by rivalry, or obstructed by difficulties ; when it invigorated 
ambition, or exasperated revenge. 

He is therefore, with all his variety of excellence, not often pathetic; and 
had so little sensibility of the power of effusions purely natural, that he did 
not esteem them in others. Simplicity gave him no pleasure ; and for the 
first part of his life he looked on Otway with contempt, though at last, 
indeed very late, he confessed that in his play there was Nature, which zs 
the chief beauty. 

We do not always know our own motives. I am not certain whether it 
was not rather the difficulty which he found in exhibiting the genuine opera- 
tions of the heart than a servile submission to an injudicious audience, 
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that filled his plays with false magnificence. It was necessary to fix atten- 
tion ; and the mind can be captivated only by recollection, or by curiosity ; 
by reviving natural sentiments, or impressing new appearances of things: 
sentences were readier at his call than images; he could more easily fill the 
ear with splendid novelty than awaken those ideas that slumber in the heart. 

The favourite exercise of his mind was ratiocination ; and, that argument 
might not be too soon at an end, he delighted to talk of liberty and neces- 
sity, destiny and contingence ; these he discusses in the language of the 
school with so much profundity, that the terms which he uses are not always 
understood. It is indeed learning, but learning out of place. 

When once he had engaged himself in disputation, thoughts flowed in on 
either side: he was now no longer at a loss; he had always objections and 
solutions at command ; ‘‘ verbaque provisam rem’’— give him matter for his 
verse, and he finds without difficulty verse for his matter. 

In Comedy, for which he professes himself not naturally qualified, the 
mirth which he excites will perhaps not be found so much to arise from any 
original humour, or peculiarity of character nicely distinguished and dili- 
gently pursued, as from incidents and circumstances, artifices and surprises ; 
from jests of action rather than of sentiment. What he had of humorous or 
passionate, he scems to have had not from nature, but from other poets ; if 
not always as a plagiary, at least as an imitator. 

Next to argument, his delight was in wild and daring sallics of sentiment, 
in the irregular and eccentric violence of wit. He delighted to tread upon 
the brink of meaning, where light and darkness begin to mingle; to ap- 
proach the precipice of absurdity, and hover over the abyss of unideal 
vacancy, This inclination sometimes produced nonsense, which he knew; as, 

Move swiftly, Sun, and fly a lover’s pace, 

Leave weeks and months behind thee in thy race, 

Amamel flies 

To guard thee from the demons of the air; 

My flaming sword above them to display, 

All keen, and ground upon tho edge of day. 

And sometimes it issued in absurdities, of which perhaps he was not conscious: 

Then we upon our orb’s last verge shall go, 
And sce the occan leaning on the sky; 

From thence our rolling neighbours we shail know, 
And on the lunar world securely pry. 

These lines have no meaning ; but may we not say, in imitation of Cowley 
on another book, 

*Tis so Jike sense ’twill serve the turn as well P 


This endeavour after the grand and the new produced many sentiments 
either great or bulky, and many images cither just or splendid : 


I am as free as Nature first made man, 
Ere the base laws of servitude began, 
When wild in woods the noble savage ran, 


—’Tis but because the living death ne’er knew, 
They fear to prove it as a thing that’s new: 
Let me th’ experiment before you try, 

I'll show you first how easy ’tis to die. 


—There with a forest of their darts he strove, 

And stood like Capaneus defying Jove, 

With his broad sword the boldest beating down, 
While Fate grew pale lest he should win the town, 
And turn’d the fron leaves of his dark book 

To make new dooms, or mend what it mistoor. 
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—I beg no pity for this mouldering clay ; 

For if you give it burial, there it takes 

Possession of your earth ; 

If burnt, and scatter’d in the air, the winds 

That strew my dust diffuse my royalty, 

And spread me o’er your clime; for where one atom 

Of mine shall light, know there Sebastian reigns. 
Of these quotations the two first may be allowed to be great, the two latter 
only tumid. 

Of such selection there is no end. I will add only a few more passages , 
of which the first, though it may perhaps be quite clear in prose, is not too 
obscure for poetry, as the meaning that it has is noble: 

No, there is a neccssity in Fate, 
Why still the brave bold man is fortunate; 
He keeps his cbject. ever full in sight; 
And that assurance holds him firm and right; 
True, *tis a narrow way that Icads to bliss, 
But right before there is no precipice; 
Fear makes men look aside, and so their footing miss. 

Of the images which the two following citations afford, the first is elegant, 
the second magnificent ; whether either be just, let the reader judge : 

What precious drops are these, 
Which silently each other’s track pursue, 
Bright as young diamonds in their infant dew P 

Resign your castle 

—Enter, brave sir; for, when you speak the word, 
The gates shall open of their own accord; 
The genius of the place its lord shall meet, 
And bow its towery forehead at your feet. 

These bursts of extravagance Dryden calls the ‘‘ Dalilahs” of the theatre; 
and owns that many noisy lines of Maximin and Almanzor call out for ven- 
geance upon him; ‘‘ but I knew,” says he, ‘‘ that they were bad enough to 
please, even when I wrote them.”” There is surely reason to suspect that he 
pleased himself as well as his audience ; and that these, like the harlots of 
other men, had his love, though not his approbation. 

He had sometimes faults of a less generous and splendid kind. He makes, 
like almost all other poets, very frequent use of mythology, and sometimes 
connects religion and fable too closcly without distinction. 

He descends to display his knowledge with pedantic ostentation ; as when, 
in translating Virgil, he says, ‘‘ tack to the larboard’’—and ‘‘ veer star- 
board ;” and talks, in another work, of ‘‘ virtue spooming before the wind.” 
~ His vanity now and then betrays his ignorance : 

They Nature’s king through Nature’s optics view’d; 
Reversed, they view’d him lessen’d to their eyes. 
He had heard of reversing a telescope, and unluckiiy reverses the object. 

He is sometimes unexpectedly mean. When he describes the Supreme 
Being as moved by prayer to stop the Fire of London, what is his expression? 

A hollow crystal pyramid he takes, 
In firmamental waters dipp’d above, 
Of this a broad extinguisher he makes, 
And hoods the flaines that to their quarry strove. 

When he describes the Last Day, and the decisive tribunal, he inter- 
mingles this image : 

When rattling bones together fly, 
From the four quarters of the sky. 

It was indeed never in his power to resist the temptation of a jest. In his 

Elegy on Cromwell : 
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No sooner was the Frenchman’s cause embraced, 
Than the light Monsieur the grave Don outweigh’d; 
His fortune turn’d the scale——— 

He had a vanity, unworthy of his abilities, to show, as may be suspected, 
the rank of the company with whom he lived, by the use of French words, 
which had then crept into conversation ; such as /ra/cheur for coolness, 
fougue for turbulence, and a few more, none of which the language has in- 
corporated or retained. ‘They continuc only where they stood first, perpetual 
warnings to future innovators. 

These are his faults of affectation ; his faults of negligence are beyond 
recital. Such is the unevenness of his compositions, that ten lines are 
seldom found together without something of which the reader is ashamed. 
Dryden was no rigid judge of his own pages; he seldom struggled after 
supreme excellence, but snatched in haste what was within his reach ; and 
when he could content others, was himself contented. He did not keep pre- 
sent to his mind an idea of pure perfection ; nor compare his works, such as 
they were, with what they might be made. He knew to whom he should be 
opposed. He had more music than Waller, more vigour than Denham, and 
more nature than Cowley; and from his contemporaries he was in no 
danger. Standing therefore in the highest place, he had no care to rise by 
contending with himself ; but, while there was no name above his own, was 
willing to enjoy fame on the easiest terms. 

He was no lover of labour. What he thought sufficient he did not stop 
to make better ; and allowed himsclf to leave many parts unfinished, in 
confidence that the good lines would overbalance the bad. What he had 
once written, he dismissed from his thoughts ; and I belicve there is no ex- 
ample to be found of any correction or improvement made by him after 
publication. ‘The hastiness of his productions might be the effect of neces- 
sity ; but his subsequent neglect could hardly have any other cause than im- 
patience of study. 

What can be said of his versification will be little more than a dilatation 
of the praise given it by Pope : 

Waller was smooth; but Dryden taught to join 
The varying verse, the full-resounding line, 
The long majestic march, and energy divine. 

Some improvements had been already made in English numbers ; but the 
full force of our language was not yet felt; the verse that was smooth was com- 
monly feeble. If Cowley had sometimesa finished line, hehad it by chance, 
Dryden knew how to choose the flowing and the sonorous words ; to vary 
the pauses, and adjust the accents; to diversify the cadence, and yet pre- 
serve the smoothness of his metre. 

Of Triplets and Alexandrines, though he did not introduce the use, he 
established it. The triplet has long subsisted among us, Dryden seems 
not to have traced it higher than to Chapman’s Homer ; but it is to be 
found in Phaer’s Virgil, written inthe reignof Mary; and in Hall's Satires, 
published five years before the death of Elizabeth. 

The Alexandrine was, I believe, first used by Spenser, for the sake of 
closing his stanza with a fuller sound. We had a longer measure of four- 
teen syllables, into which the A‘neid was translated by Phaer, and other 
works of the ancients by other writers ; of which Chapman’s Iliad was, I 
believe, the last. 

The two first lines of Phaer’s third A£neid will exemplify this measure : 

When Asia’s state was overthrown, and Priam’s kingdom stout, 
All guiltless, by the power of gods above was rooted out. 


As these lines had their break, or cesura, always at the eighth syllable, it 
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was thought, in time, commodious to divide them: and quatrains of lines, 
alternately, consisting of cight and six syllables, make the most soft and 
pleasing of our lyric measures ; as, 
Relentless Time, destroying power, 
Which stone and brass obey, 
Who giv’st to ev'ry flying hour 
To work some new decay, 

In the Alexandrine, when its power was once felt, some poems, as Dray- 
ton's Polyolbion, were wholly written; and sometimes the measures of 
twelve and fourteen syllables were interchanged with one another. Cowley 
was the first that inserted the Alexandrine at pleasure among the heroic 
lines of ten syllables, and from him Dryden professés to have adopted it. 

The Triplet and Alexandrine are not universally approved. Swift always 
censured them, and wrote some lines to ridicule them, In examining their 

ropriety, it is to be considered that the essence of verse is regularity, and 
its ornament is varicty. ‘To write verse, is to dispose syllables and sounds 
harmonically by some known and settled rule; a rule however lax enough 
to substitute similitude for identity, to admit change without a breach of 
order, and to relieve the ear without disappointing it. Thus a Latin hexa- 
meter is formed from dactyls and spondees differently combined ; the English 
heroic admits of acute or grave syllables variously disposed. The Latin 
never deviates into seven fect, or excceds the number of seventeen syllables ; 
but the English Alexandrine breaks the lawful bounds, and surprises the 
reader with two syllables more than he expected. 

The effect of the triplet is the same; the ear has been accustomed tc 
expect a new rhyme in every couplet ; but is on a sudden surprised with 
three rhymes together, to which the reader could not accommodate his voice, 
did he not obtain notice of the change from the braces ofthe margins. Surely 
there is something unskilful in the necessity of such mechanical direction. 

Considering the metrical art simply as a science, and consequently 
excluding all casualty, we must allow that Triplets and Alexandrines, inserted 
by caprice, are interruptions of that constancy to which science aspires. And 
though the variety which they produce may very justly be desired, yct to 
make poetry exact, there ought to be some stated mode of admitting them. 

But till some such regulation can be formed, I wish them still to be 
retained in their present state. They are sometimes convenient to the poet. 
Fenton was of opinion, that Dryden was too liberal, and Pope too sparing, 
in their use. 

The rhymes of Dryden are commonly just, and he valued himself for his 
readiness in finding them, but he is sometimes open to objection. 

It is the common practice of our poets to end the second line with a weak 
or grave syllable: 

Together o’er the Alps methinks we fly, 
Fill’d with ideas of fair Italy. 

Dryden sometimes puts the weak rhyme in the first: 
Laugh, all the powers that favour tyranny 
And all the standing army of the sky. 

Sometimes he concludes a period or paragraph with the first line of a 
couplet, which, though the French seem to do it without irregularity, always 
displeases in English poetry. 

The Alexandrine, though much his favourite, is not always very diligently 
fabricated by him. It invariably requires a break at the sixth syllable; a 
rule which the modern French poets never violate, but which Dryden some- 
times neglected : 

And with paternal thunder vindicates his throne. 
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Of Dryden's works it was said by Pope, that ‘‘ he could select from them 
better specimens of every mode of poctry than any other English writer could 
supply.” Perhaps no nation ever produced q writer that enriched his 
language with such variety of models. ‘To him we owe the improvement, 
perhaps the completion of our metre, the refinement of our language, and 
much of the correctness of our sentiments. By him we were taught ‘‘sapere 
et fari,”” to think naturally and express forcibly. Though Davies has 
reasoned in rhyme before him, it may be perhaps maintained that he was the 
first who joined argument with poetry. IIe showed us the true bounds of a 
translator’s liberty. What was said of Rome, adorned by Augustus, may be 
applied by an easy metaphor to Itnglish poetry embellished by Dryden, 
‘Jateritiam invenit, marmoream reliquit.”” He found it brick and he left it 
marble. 

The invocation before the Gcorgics is here inserted from Mr. Milbourne’s 
version, that according to his own proposal, his verses may be compared 
with those which he censures. 


What makes the richest dilth, beneath what signs 
To plough, and when to match your elms and vines; 
What care with flocks, and what with herds agrees, 
And al] the management of frugal bees ; 
] sing, Maecenas!) Ye immensely clear, 

Vast orbs of light, which guide the rolling year 3 
Buechus, and mother Ceres, if by you 
We fatt’ning corn for hungry mast pursue, 
If, taught by you, we first the cluster prest, 
And thin cold streams with sprightly juice refresht ; 
Yeo fauns, the present numena of the field, 
Wood-nympha and fauns, your kind assistance yield ; 
Your gifts [ sing: and thou, at whose fear’d stroke 
From rending earth the fiery courser broke, 
Great Neptune, O assist my artful song! 
And thou to whom the woods and groves belong, 
Whose snowy heifers on her flow’ry plains 
In mighty herds the Cean Isle maintains | 
Pan, happy shepherd, if thy cares divine, 

“’er to improve thy Menalus incline, 
Leave thy Lycean wood and native grove, 
And with thy lucky smiles our work approve 3 
Be Pallas too, sweet oil’s inventor, kind ; 
And he who first the crooked plough design’d, 
Syleanue, god of all the woods, appear, 
Whose hands a new-drawn tender cypress bear! 
Ye gods and goddesses, who e’er with love 
Would guard our pastures and our fields improve; 
You, who new plants from unknown lands supply, 
And with condensing clouds obscure the sky, 
And drop them softly thence in fruitful showers; 
Assist my enterprise ye gentler powers ! 

And thou, great Cesar! though we know not yet 
Among what gods thou’lt fix thy lofty seat; 
Whether thow'lt be the kind ¢utelar god 
Of thy own Rome, or with thy awful nod 
Guide the vast world, while thy great hand shall bear 
The fruits and scasons of the turning year, 

And thy bright brows thy mother’s myrtles wear; 
Whether thou’lt all the boundless ocean sway, 
And seamen only to thyself shall pray; 

Thule, the faircst island, kneel to thee, 

And, that thou may’st her son by marriage be, 
Tethys will for the happy purchase yield 

To make a dowry of her wat’ry field: 
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Whether thou'lt add to Heaven a briyhtfer sign, 
And o’er the summer months serenely shine ; 
Where between Cancer and Erigone, 

There yet remains a spacious room for thee; 
Where tho hot Scorpion too his arm declines, 
And more to thee than half his arch resigns ; 
Whate’er thou’]t be; for sure the realms below 
No just pretence to thy command can show: 

No such ambition sways the vast desires, 
Though Greece her own Elysian Fields admirea, 
And now, at last, contented Proserpine 

Can all her mother’s carnest, prayers decline. 
Whate’er thou’lt be, O guide our gentle course 3 
And with thy smiles our bold attempts enforce ; 
With me th’ unknowing rustics’ wants relieve, 
And, tho’ on earth, our sacred vows receive! 


Mr. Dryden, having received from Rymer his Remarks on the Tragedies 
of the last Age, wrote observations on the blank leaves: which, having been 
in the possession of Mr. Garrick, are by his favour communicated to the 
public, that no particle of Dryden may be lost. 

‘*That we may less wonder why pity and terror are not now the onfy 
springs on which our tragedies move, and that Shakspeare may be more 
excused, Rapin confesses that the French tragedies now all run on the 
tendre,; and gives the reason, because love isthe passion which most pre- 
dominates in our souls, and that therefore the passions represented become 
insipid, unless they are conformable to the thoughts of the audience. But 
it is to be concluded, that this passion works not now amongst the French 
so strongly as the other two did amongst the ancients. Amongst us, who 
have a stronger genius for writing, the operations from the writing are much 
stronger: for the raising of Shakspeare’s passions is more from the excel- 
lency of the words and thoughts, than the justness of the occasion ; and, if 
he has been able to pick single occasions, he has never founded the whole 
reasonably : yet, by the genius of poctry in writing, he has succeeded. 

‘Rapin attributes more to the d/ctzo, that is, to the words and discourse 
of a tragedy, than Aristotle has done, who places them in the last rank of 
beauties ; perhaps, only last in order, because they are the last product of 
the design, of the disposition or connexion of its parts ; of the characters, 
of the manners of those characters, and of the thoughts proceeding from 
those manners. Rapin’s words are remarkable: "Tis not the admirable 
intrigue, the surprising events, and extraordinary incidents, that make the 
beauty of a tragedy: ‘tis the discourses, when they are natural and pas- 
sionate: so are Shakspeare’s. 

‘‘The parts of a poem, tragic or heroic, are, 

‘‘z, The fable itself. 

ss The order or manner of its contrivance, in relation of the parts to the 
whole. 

‘*3, The manners, or decency, of the characters, in speaking or acting 
what is proper for them, and proper to be shown by the poet. 

‘‘4. The thoughts which express the manners. 

‘*s, The words which express those thoughts. 

- ‘Inthe last of these Homer excels Virgil; Virgil all the other ancient 
poets ; and Shakspeare all modern poets. 

‘For the second of these, the order: the meaning is, that a fable ought 
to have a beginning, middle, and an end, all just and natural; so that that 
part, ¢. g. which is the middle, could not naturally be the beginning or end, 
and so of the rest: all depend on one another, like the links of a curious 
chain, If terror and pity are only to be raised, certainly this author follows 
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Aristotle’s rules, and Sophocles’ and Euripides’ example: but joy may be 
raised too, and that doubly, either by sceing a wicked man punished, ora 
good man at last fortunate ; or perhaps indignation, to see wickedness pros- 
perous, and goodness depressed : both these may be profitable to the end of 
a tragedy, reformation of manners ; but the last improperly, only as it begets 
pity in the audience: though Aristotle, I confess, places tragedies of this 
kind in the second form. 

‘* He who undertakes to answer this excellent critique of Mr. Rymer, in 
behalf of our English poets against the Greek, ought to do it in this manner: 
either by yielding to him the greatest part of what he contends for, which 
consists in this, that the pv@os, z, e, the design and conduct of it, is more 
conducing in the Greeks to those ends of Tragedy, which Aristotle and he 
propose, namely, to cause terror and pity: yet the granting this does not 
set the Greeks above the english poets. 

‘* But the answer ought to prove two things : first, that the fable is not the 
greatest master-piece of a tragedy, though it be the foundation of it. 

‘* Secondly, ‘That other ends as suitable to the nature of tragedy may be 
found in the English, which were not in the Greek. 

‘* Aristotle places the fable first ; not guoad dignitatem, sed quoad funda- 
mentum: for a fable, never so movingly contrived to those ends of his, pity 
and terror, will operate nothing on our affections, except the characters, 
manners, thoughts, and words, are suitable. 

‘‘So that it remains for Mr. Rymer to prove, that in all those, or the 
greatest part of them, we are inferior to Sophocles and Euripides: and this 
he has offered at, in some measure; but, I think, a little, partially to the 
ancients. 

‘‘ For the fable itself, ‘tis in the English more adorned with episodes, and 
larger than in the Greek poets; consequently more diverting. For, if the 
action be but one, and that plain, without any counterturn of design or epi- 
sode, z.e. underplot, how can it be so pleasing as the English, which have 
both underplot and a turned design, which keeps the audience in expecta- 
tion of the catastrophe? whereas in the Greek poets we see through the 
whole design at first. 

‘‘For the characters, they are neither so many nor So various in Sophocles 
and Euripides, as in Shakspeare and I‘letcher ; only they are more adapted 
to those ends of tragedy which Aristotle commends to us, pity and terror. 

‘The manners flow from the characters, and consequently must partake 
of their advantages and disadvantages, 

‘‘The thoughts and words, which are the fourth and fifth beauties of 
tragedy, are certainly more noble and more poetical in the English than in 
the Greek, which must be proved by comparing them somewhat more equit- 
ably than Mr. Rvmer has done. 

‘‘ After all, we need not yield that the English way is less conducing to 
move pity and terror, because they often show virtue oppressed and vice 
punished ; where they do not both, or either, they are not to be defended. 

‘‘ And if we should grant that the Greeks performed this better, perhaps 
it may admit of dispute, whether pity and terror are either the prime, or at 
least the only ends of tragedy. 

‘Tis not enough that Aristotle had said so; for, Aristotle drew his models 
of tragedy from Sophocles and Euripides; and, if he had seen ours, might 
have changed his mind. And chiefly we have to say (what I hinted on pity 
and terror, in the last paragraph save one), that the punishment of vice and 
reward of virtue are the most adequate ends of tragedy, because most con- 
ducing to good example of life. Now, pity is not so easily raised fora 
criminal (and the ancient tragedy always represents its chief person such) as 
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it is for an innocent man ; and the suffering of innocence and punishment of 
the offender is of the nature of English tragedy; contrarily, in the Greek, in- 
nocence is unhappy often, and the offender escapes. Then we are not 
touched with the sufferings of any sort of men so much as of lovers; and 
this was almost unknown to the ancients ; so that they neither administered 
poetical justice, of which Mr. Rymer boasts, so well as we; neither knew 
they the best common place of pity, which is love. 

‘* He therefore unjustly blames us for not building on what the ancients 
left us; it seems, upon consideration of the premiscs, that we have wholly 
finished what they began. 

‘*My judgment on this piece is this: thatit is extremely learned: but that 
the author of it is better read in the Greek than in the I{nglish poets ; that 
all writers ought to study this critique, as the best account I have ever seen 
of the ancicnts ; that the model of tragedy, he has here given, is excellent, 
and extremely correct; but that it is not the only model of all tragedy, 
because it is too much circumscribed in plot, characters, &c., and, lastly, 
that we may be taught here justly to admire and imitate the ancients, without 
giving them the preference with this author, in prejudice to our own country. 

‘Want of method in this excellent treatise makes the thoughts of the 
author sometimes obscure. 

‘His meaning, that pity and terror are to be moved, is, that they are to 
be moved as the means conducing to the ends of tragedy, which are pleasure 
and instruction. 

‘* And these two ends may be thus distinguished. ‘The chief end of the 
poet is to please ; for, his immediate reputation depends on it. 

‘‘The great end of the poem is to instruct, which is performed by making 
pleasure the vehicle of that instruction; for, poesy is an art, and all arts are 
made to profit. Rapin. 

‘The pity, which the poct is to labour for, is for the criminal, not for 
those or him whom he has murdered, or who have been the occasion of the 
tragedy. Theterror is likewise inthe punishment of the same criminal; who, 
if he be represented too great an offender, will not be pitied ; if altogether 
innocent, his punishment will be unjust. 

‘*Another obscurity is, where he says Sophocles perfected tragedy by 
introducing the third actor: one company singing, or another playing on the 
music; a third dancing. 

‘*To make a true judgment in this competition betwixt the Greek poets 
and the English in tragedy: 

‘* Consider, first, how Aristotle has defined a tragedy. Secondly, what he 
assigns the end of it to be. Thirdly, what he thinks the beauties of it, 
Fourthly, the means to attain the end proposed. 

‘*Compare the Greek and I‘nglish tragic poets justly, and without par- 
tiality, according to those rules. 

‘«Then, secondly, consider whether Aristotle has made a just definition of 
tragedy ; of its parts, of its ends, and of its beauties ; and whether he, having 
not seen others but those of Sophocles, Euripides, &c., had or truly could 
determine what all the excellences of tragedy are, and wherein they consist. 

‘* Next, show in what ancient tragedy was deficient: for example, in the 
narrowness of its plots, and fewness of persons; and try whether that be not 
a fault in the Greck poets; and whether their excellency was so great, when 
ra aes was visibly so little ; or whether what they did was not very easy 
to do. 

‘*Then make a judgment on what the English have added to their 
beauties : as, for example, not only mone plot, but also new passions : as, 
namely, that of love, scarcely touched on by the ancients, except in this one 
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example of Pheedra, cited by Mr. Rymer; and in that how short they were 
of Fletcher ! 

‘Prove also that love, being an heroic passion, is fit for tragedy, which 
cannot be denied, because of the example alleged of Pheedra; and how far 
Shakspeare has outdone ti.em in friendship, &c. 

‘*To return to the beginning of this inquiry; consider if pity and terror 
be enough for tragedy to move: and, I believe, upon a true definition of 
tragedy, it will be found that its work extends farther, and that it is to reform 
manners, by a delightful representation of human life in great persons, by 
way of dialogue. If this be true, then not only pity and terror are to be 
moved, as the only means to bring us to virtue, but generally love ta 
virtue, and hatred to vice; by showing the rewards of one, and punish- 
ments of the other ; at Icast, by rendering virtue always amiable, though it 
be shown unfortunate; and vice detestable, though it be shown triumphant. 

‘‘If, then, the encouragement of virtue and discouragement of vice be 
the proper ends of poetry in tragedy, pity and terror, though good means, 
are not the only. For all the passions, in thcir turns, are to be set ina 
ferment : as joy, anger, love, fear, are to be used as the poet’s common- 
places ; and a general concernment for the principal actors is to be raised, 
by making them appear such in the characters, their words, and actions, as 
will interest the audience in their fortunes. 

‘‘And if, after all, in a larger sense, pity comprehends this concernment 
for the good, and terror includes destination for the bad, then let us consider 
whether the English have not answered this end of tragedy as well as the 
ancients, or perhaps better. 

‘‘And here Mr. Rymer’s objections against these plays are to be impartially 
weighed, that we may see whether they are of weight enough to turn the 
balance against our countrymen. 

‘*’Tis evident those plays, which he arraigns, have moved both those 
passions in a high degree upon the stage. 

‘*To give the glory of this away from the poet, and to place it upon the 
actors, seems unjust. 

‘* One reason is, because whatever actors they have found, the event has 
been the same; that is, the same passions have been always moved } 
which shows that there is something of force and merit in the plays them- 
selves, conducing to the design of raising these two passions ; and suppose 
them ever to have been excellently acted, yet action only adds grace, vigour, 
and more life, upon the stage; but cannot give it wholly where it is not 
first. But, secondly, I dare appeal to those who have never seen them 
acted, if they have not found these two passions moved within them : and if 
the general voice will carry it, Mr. Rymer’s prejudice will take off his single 
testimony. 

‘‘This, being matter of fact, is reasonably to be established by this ap- 
peal; as, if one man says ‘tis night, the rest of the world conclude it to be 
day, there necds no farther argument against him, that it is so. 

‘*If he urge, that the gencral taste is depraved, his arguments to prove 
this can at best but evince that our poets took not the best way to raise those 
passions ; but experience proves against him, that these means, which they 
have used, have been successful, and have produced them. 

‘* And one reason of that success is, in my opinion, this ; that Shakspeare 
and Fletcher have written to the genius of the age and nation in which 
they lived ; for though nature, as he objects, is the same in all places, and 
reason too the same ; yet the climate, the age, the disposition of the people, 
to whom a poet writes, may be so different, that what pleased the Greeks 
would not satisfy an English audience, 
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‘¢ And if they proceed upon a foundation of truer reason to please the 
Athenians, than Shakspeare and Fletcher to please the English, it only shows 
that the Athenians were a more judicious pcople ; but the poet’s business is 
certainly to please the audience. 

‘*Whether our English audience have been pleased hitherto with acorns, 
as he calls it, or with bread, is the next question ; that is, whether the means 
which Shakspeare and Fletcher have used, in their plays, to raise those 
passions before named, be better applied to the ends by the Greek poets than 
by them. And perhaps we shall not grant him this wholly ; let it be granted 
that a writer isnot to run down with the stream, or to please the people by 
their usual methods, but rather to reform their judgments, it still remains to 
prove that our theatre needs this total reformation. 

‘*The faults which he has‘ found in their design are rather wittily aggra- 
vated in many places than reasonably urged ; and as much may be returned 
on the Greeks, by one who were as witty as himself. 

‘‘2, ‘They destroy not, if they are granted, the foundation of the fabric ; 
only take away from the beauty of the symmetry; for example, the faults in 
the character of the king, in King and No-King, are not, as he calls them, 
such as render him detestable, but only imperfections which accompany 
human nature, and are for the most part excused by the violence of his 
love ; so that they destroy not our pity or concernment for him; this answer 
may be applied to most of his objections of that kind. 

‘*And Rollo committing many murders, when he is answerable but for 
one, is too severely arraigned by him ; for, it adds to our horror and detes- 
tation of the criminal ; and public justice is not neglected neither ; for we 
stab him in our minds for every offence which he commits ; and the point, 
which the poet is to gain on the audience, is not so much in the death of an 
offender as the raising an hcrror of his crimes. 

‘“That the criminal should neither be wholly guilty, nor wholly innocent, 
but so participating of both as to move both pity and terror, is certainly a 
good rule, but not perpetually to be observed ; for, that were to make all 
tragedies too much alike; which objection he foresaw, but has not fully 
answered. 

‘To conclude, therefore; if the plays of the ancients are more correctly 
plotted, ours are more beautifully written. And, if we can raise passions as 
high on worse founuations, it shows our genius in tragedy is greater; for in 
all other parts of it the English have manifestly excelled them.” 





The original of the following Ictter is preserved in the library at Lambeth, 
and was kindly imparted to the public by the reverend Dr. Vyse. 


Copy of an original Letter from Fohn Dryden, Esq., to his sons in Maly, 
Jroma MS. in the Lambeth Library, marked No. 933, 2. 56. 


(Superscribed) 
‘‘ Al illustrissimo Sigre CARLO DRYDEN Camariere d’Honore A.S.S, 


‘‘In Roma. 
** Franca per Mantoua, 

“Sept. the 3rd, our style [1697,] 
‘DEAR SONS,—Being now at Sir William Bowyer'’s in the country, I 
cannot write at large, because I find myself somewhat indisposed with a cold, 
and am thick of hearing, rather worse than I was in town. I am glad to 
find, by your letter of July 26th, your style, that you are both in health ; but 
wonder you should think me so negligent as to forget to give you am account 
of the ship in which your parcel isto come. I have written to you two or 
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tl. ree letters concerning it, which I have sent by safe hands, as I told you, 
and doubt not but you have them before this can arrive to you. Being out 
of town, I have forgotten the ship's name, which your mother will inquire, 
and put it into her letter, which is joined with mine. Butthe master’s name 
I remember : he is called Mr. Ralph Thorp ; the ship is bound to Leghorn, 
consigned to Mr. Peter and Mr. Thomas Ball, merchants. I am of your 
opinion, that by Tonson’s means almost all our letters have miscarried for 
this last year. But, however, he has missed of his design in the Dedication, 
though he had prepared the book for it; for, in every figure of Aéneas he has 
caused him to be drawn like King William, with a hooked nose. After my 
return to town, I intend to alter a play of Sir Robert Howard's, written 
long since, and lately put into my hands; ’tis called ‘‘ The Conquest of 
China by the Tartars.” It will cost me six weeks study, with the pro- 
bable benefit of an hundred pounds. In the meantime I am writing a 
song for St. Cecilia's Feast, who, you know, is the patroness of music. 
This is troublesome, and no way bencficial ; but I could not deny the Stewards 
of the Feast, who came in a body to me to desire that kindness, one of 
them being Mr. Bridgeman, whose parents are your mother's friends, I 
hope to send you thirty guineas between Michaelmas and Christmas, of 
which I will give you an account when I come totown. I remember the 
counsel you give me in your letter; but dissembling, though lawful in some 
cases, is not my talent; yet, for your sake, I will struggle with the plain 
openness of my nature, and keep in my just resentments against that degene~ 
rate order. Inthe meantime, I flatter not myself with any manner of hopes, 
but do my duty, and suffer for God’s sake ; being assured, beforehand, 
never to be rewarded, though the times should alter. ‘Towards the latter end 
of this month, September, Charles will begin to recover his perfect health, 
according to his nativity, which, casting it myself, 1 am sure is true, and all 
things hitherto have happened accordingly to the very time that I predicted 
them : I hope at the same time to recover more health, according to my age. 
Remember me to poor Harry, whose prayers I earnestly desire. My Virgil 
succeeds in the world beyond its desert or my expectation. You know the 
profits might have been more; but neither my conscience nor my honour 
would suffer me to take them: but I never can repent of my constancy, since 
I am thoroughly persuaded of the justice of the cause for which I suffer. It has 
pleased God to raise up many friends tome amongst my enemies, though they 
who ought to have been my friends are negligent of me. I am called to dinner, 
and cannot go on with this letter, which 1 desire you to excuse; and am 
‘‘ Your most affectionate father, 
** JOHN DRYDEN.” 


omega 


SMITH. 


DMUND SMITH is one of those lucky writers who have, with- 
A! out much labour, attained high reputation, and who are men- 
| tioned with reverence rather for the possession than the exertion 
of uncommon abilities. 

Of his life little is known; and that little claims no praise but 
what can be given to intellectual excellence, seldom employed to any virtuous 
purpose. His character, as given by Mr. Oldisworth, with all the partiality 
of friendship, which is said by Dr. Burton to show ‘‘ what fine things one 
man of parts can say of another,” and which, however, comprises great part 
of what can be known of Mr. Smith, it is better to transcribe at once than to 
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take by pieces. I shall subjoin such little memorials as accident has enabled 
me to collcct. e 

‘*Mr. Edmund Smith was the only son of an eminent merchant, one Mr. 
Neale, by a daughter of the famous Baron Lechmere. Some misfortunes of 
his father, which were soon followed by his death, were the occasion of the 
son's being left very young in the hands of a near relation (one who married 
Mr. Neale’s sister), whose name was Smith. 

‘¢ This gentleman and his lady treated him as their own child, and put him 
to Westminster School under the care of Dr. Busby; whence, after the loss 
of his faithful and generous guardian (whose name he assumed and re- 
tained), he was removed to Christchurch in Oxford, and there by his aunt 
handsomely maintained till her death; after which he continucd a member 
of that learned and ingenious society till within five years of his own; though, 
some time before his leaving Christchurch, he was sent for by his mother to 
Worcester, and owned and acknowledged as her legitimate son; which had 
not been mentioned, but to wipe off the aspersions that were ignorantly cast 
by some on his birth. It is to be remembered, for our author's honour, that 
when at Westminster election he stood a candidate for one of the universi- 
ties, he so signally distinguished himself by his conspicuous performances, 
that there arose no small contention, between the representative electors of 
Trinity College in Cambridge and Christchurch in Oxon, which of those two 
royal societies should adopt him as thcirown. But the electors of Trinity 
College having the preference of choice that year, they resolutely elected 
him; who yet, being invited at the same time to Christchurch, chose to ac- 
cept of a studentship there. Mr. Smith’s perfections, as well natural as 
acquired, seemed to have been formed upon Horace’s plan; who says, in 
his ‘ Art of Poetry:’ 

—Ego nec studium sine divite vend, 
Nec rude quid prosit video ingenium : alterius sic 
Altera poscit opem res, et conjurat amice. 

‘* He was endowed by nature with all those excellent and necessary qualifi- 
cations which are previous to the accomplishment of a great man. His 
memory was large and tenacious, yet by a curious felicity chiefly susceptible 
of the finest impressions it received from the best authors he read, which it 
always preserved in their primitive strength and amiable order. 

‘* He had a quickness of apprehension, and vivacity of understanding, which 
easily took in and surmounted the most subtle and knotty parts of mathe- 
matics and metaphysics. His wit was prompt and flowing, yet solid and 
piercing ; his taste delicate, his head clear, and his way of expressing his 
thoughts perspicuous and engaging. I shall say nothing of his person, 
which yet was so well zurzed, that no neglect of himself in his dress could 
render it disagrceable; insomuch that the fair sex, who observed and 
esteemed him, at once commended and reproved him by the name of the 
handsome sloven. An eager but generous and noble emulation grew up 
with him; which (as it were a rational sort of instinct) pushed him upon 
striving to excel in every art and science that could make him a credit to 
his college, and that college the ornament of the most learned and polite 
university; and it was his happiness to have several contemporaries and 
fellow-students who exercised and excited this virtue in themselves and 
others, thereby becoming so deservedly in favour with this age, and so good 
a proof of itsnice discernment. His judgment, naturally good, soon ripened 
into an exquisite fineness and distinguishing sagacity, which as it was active 
and busy, so it was vigorous and manly, keeping even paces with a rich and 
strong imagination, always upon the wing, and never tired with aspiring. 
Hence it was, that though he writ as young as Cowley, he had no puerili- 
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ties ; and his earliest productions were so far from having anything in them. 
mean and trifling, that, like the junior compositions of Mr. Stepney, they 
may make gray authors blush. There are many of his first essays in oratory, 
in epigram, elegy, and epique, still handed about the university in manu- 
script, which show a masterly hand ; and, though maimed and injured by 
frequent transcribing, make their way into our most celebrated miscellanies, 
where they shine with uncommon lustre. Besides those verses in the Oxford 
books, which he could not help setting his name to, several of his composi- 
tions came abroad under other names, which his own singular modesty, and 
faithful silence, strove in vain to conceal. ‘The Encoenia and public Collec- 
tions of the University upon State Subjects were never in such esteem, either 
for elegy and congratulation, as when he contributed most largely to them ; 
and it was natural for those, who knew his peculiar way of writing, to turn 
to his share in the work, as by far the most relishing part of the entertain-. 
ment. As his parts were extraordinary, so he well knew how to improve 
them ; and not only to polish the diamond, but enchase it in the most solid 
and durable metal. Though he was an academic the greatest part of his 
life, yet he contracted no sourness of temper, no spice of pedantry, no itch 
of disputation, or obstinate contention for the old or new philosophy, no as- 
suming way of dictating to others, which are faults (though excusable) which 
some are insensibly led into, who are constrained to dwell long within the 
walls of a private college. His conversation was pleasant and instructive ; 
roar what Horace said of Plotius, Varius, and Virgil, might justly be applied 
to him; 
Nil ego contulerim jucundo sanus Amico, 
Sat.v. 11, 


**As correct a writer as he was in his most elaborate pieces, he read the 
works of others with candour, and reserved his greatest severity for his own 
compositions; being readier to cherish and advance, than damp or depress, 
a rising genius, and as patient of being excelled himself (if any could excel 
him) as industrious to excel others. 

‘*"Twere to be wished he had confined himself to a particular profession, 
who was capable of surpassing in any; but, in this, his want of application 
was in a great measure owing to his want of due encouragement. 

‘‘ He passed through the exercises of the college and university with unusual 
applause; and though he often suffered his friends to call him off from his 
retirements, and to lengthen out those jovial avocations, yet his return to his 
studies were so much the more passionate, and his intention upon those re- 
fined pleasures of reading and thinking so vehement (to which his facetious 
and unbended intervals bore no proportion), that the habit grew upon him, 
and the series of meditation and reflection being kept up whole weeks to- 
gether, he could better sort his ideas, and take in the sundry parts of a 
science at one view, without interruption or confusion. Some indeed of his 
acquaintance, who were pleased to distinguish between the wit and the 
scholar, extolled him altogether on the account of these titles; but others, 
who knew him better, could not forbear doing him justice as a prodigy in 
both kinds. He had signalised himself, in the schools, as a philosopher and 
polemic of extensive knowledge and deep penetration ; and went through ail 
the courses with a wise regard to the dignity and importance of each 
science. J remember him in the divinity school responding and disputing 
with a perspicuous energy, a ready exactness, and commanding force of 
argument, when Dr. Jane worthily presided in the chair; whose condescend-. 
ing and disinterested commendation of him gave him such a reputation as 
silenced the envious malice of his enemies, who durst not contradict the ap- 
probation of so profound a master in theology. None oi those self-sufficient 
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creatures, who have either trified with philosophy, by attempting to ridicule 
it, or have encumbered it with novel terms and burdensome explanations, 
understood its real weight and purity half so wellas Mr. Smith. He was 
too discerning to allow of the character of unprofitable, rugged, and abstruse, 
which some superficial sciolists (so very smooth and polite as to admit of no 
impression), either out of an unthinking indolence, or an ill-grounded preju- 
dice, had affixed to this sort of studies. He knew the thorny terms of phi- 
losophy served well to fence in the true doctrines of religion; and looked 
upon school divinity as upon a rough but well-wrought army, which might 
at once adorn and defend the Christian hero, and equip him for the combat. 

‘*Mr. Smith had a long and perfect intimacy with all the Greek and Latin 
classics ; with whom he had carefully compared whatever was worth perus- 
ing in the French, Spanish, and Italian (to which languages he was no 
stranger), and in all the celebrated writers of his own country. But then, 
according to the curious observation of the Earl of Shaftesbury, he kept the 
poet in awe by regular criticism ; and, as it were, married the two arts for 
their mutual support and improvement. ‘There was not a tract of credit, 
upon that subject, which he had not diligently examined, from Aristotle 
down to Hedelin and Bossu; so that, having each rule constantly before 
him, he could carry the art through every poem, and at once point out the 
graces and deformities. By this means he seemed to read with a design to 
correct, as well as imitate. 

‘* Being thus prepared, he could not but taste every little delicacy that was 
set before him ; though it was impossible for him at the same time to be fed 
and nourished with anything but what was substantial and lasting. He con- 
sidered the ancients and moderns not as parties or rivals for fame, but as 
architects upon one and the same plan, the Art of Poctry ; according to 
which he judged, approved, and blamed, without flattery or detraction. If 
he did not always commend the compositions of others, it was not ill-nature 

which was not in his temper) ; but strict justice would not let him call a 
ew flowers set in ranks, a glib measure, and so many couplets, by the name 
of poetry : he was of Ben Jonson's opinion, who could not admire 
Verses as smooth and soft as cream, 
In which there was neither depth nor stream. 

*‘ And therefore, though his want of complaisance for some men’s over- 
bearing vanity made him enemies, yet the better part of mankind were 
obliged by the freedom of his reflections. 

‘‘ His Bodleian Speech, though taken from a remote and imperfect copy, 
hath shown the world how great a master he was of the Ciceronian eloquence, 
mixed with the conciseness and force of Demosthenes, the elegant and 
moving turns of Pliny, and the acute and wise reflections of Tacitus. 

‘‘Since ‘Temple and Roscommon, no man understood Horace better, 
especially as to his happy diction, rolling numbers, beautiful imagery, and 
alternate mixture of the soft and the sublime. This endeared Dr. Hanncs’s 
odes to him, the finest genius for Latin lyric since the Augustan age. His 
friend Mr. Philips’s ode to Mr. St. John (late Lord Bolingbroke), after the 
manner of Horace’s Lusory, or Amatorian Odes, is certainly a master-piece ; 
but Mr. Smith’s Pocockius is of the sublimer kind, though, like Waller's 
writings upon Oliver Cromwell, it wants not the most delicate and surprising 
turns peculiar to the person praised. I do not remember to have seen any- 
thing like it in Dr. Bathurst, who had made some attempts this way with 
applause. He was an excellent judge of humanity ; and so good an his- 
torian, that in familiar discourse he would talk over the most memorable 
facts in antiquity, the lives, actions, and characters of celebrated men, with 
amazing facility and accuracy. As he had thoroughly read and digested 
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Thuanus’s works, so he was able to copy after him; and his talent in this kind 
was so well known and allowed, that he had been singled out by some great 
men to write a history; which it was for their interest to have done with the 
utmost art and dexterity. I shall not mention for what reasons this design 
was dropped, though they are very much to Mr. Smith’s honour. The truth 
is, and I speak it before living witnesses, whilst an agreeable company could 
fix him upon a subject of useful literature, nobody shone to greater advantages 
he seemed to be that Memmius whom Lucretius speaks of ; 
Quem tu, Dea, tempore in omni 
Omnibus ornatum voluisti excellcre rebus, 

‘* His works are not many, and those scattered up and down in miscellanies 
and collections, being wrested from him by his friends with great difficulty 
and reluctance. All of them together make but a small part of that much 
greater body which lies dispersed in the possession of numerous acquaintance ; 
and cannot perhaps be made entire, without great injustice to him, because 
few of them had his last hand, and the transcriber was often obliged to take 
the liberties of a friend. His condolence for the death of Mr. Philips is full 
of the noblest beauties, and hath done justice to the ashes of that second 
Milton, whose writings will last as long as the English language, generosity, 
and valour. For him Mr. Smith had contracted a perfect friendship; a 
passion he was most susceptible of, and whose laws he looked upon as sacred 
and inviolable. 

‘* Every subject that passed under his pen had all the life, proportion, and 
embellishments bestowed on it, which an exquisite skill, a warm imagination, 
and a cool judgment, possibly could bestow on it. The epic, lyric, elegiac, 
every sort of poetry he touched upon (and he had touched upon a great 
variety), was raised to its proper height, and the differences between each of 
them observed with a judicious accuracy. We saw the old rules and new 
beauties placed in admirable order by each other; and there was a pre- 
dominant fancy and spirit of his own infused, superior to what some draw 
off from the ancients, or from poesies here and there culled out of the 
moderns, by a painful industry and servile imitation. His contrivances were 
adroit and magnificent; his images lively and adequate; his sentiments 
charming and majestic; his expressions natural and bold; his numbers 
various and sounding; and that enamelled mixture of classical wit, which, 
without redundance and affectation, sparkled through his writings, and were 
no less pertinent and agrceable. 

‘‘ His Phaedra is a consummate tragedy, and the success of it was as great 
as the most sanguine expectations of his friends could promise or foresee. 
The number of nights, and the common method of filling the house, are not 
always the surest marks of judging what encouragement a play meets with: 
but the generosity of all the persons of a refined taste about town was re- 
markable on this occasion ; and it must not be forgotten how zealously 
Mr. Addison espoused his interest, with all the elegant judgment and diffu- 
sive good-nature for which that accomplished gentleman and author is so 
justly valued by mankind. But as to Phzdra, she has certainly rnade a 
finer figure under Mr. Smith's conduct upon the English stage, than either 
in Rome or Athens; and if she excels the Greek and Latin Phaedra, I need 
not say she surpasses the French one, though embellished with whatever 
regular beauties and moving softness Racine himself could give her. 

‘¢ No man had ajuster notion of the difficulty of composing than Mr. Smith; 
and he sometimes would create greater difficulties than he had reason to 
apprehend. Writing with ease, what (as Mr. Wycherley speaks) may be 
easily written, moved his indignation. When he was writing upon a subject, 
he would seriously consider what Demosthenes, Homer, Virgil, or Horace, 
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if alive, would say upon that occasion, which whetted him to exceed himself 
as well as others. Nevertheless, he could not, or would not, finish several 
subjects he undertook ; which may be imputed either to the briskness of his 
fancy, still hunting after new matter, or to an occasional indolence, which 
spleen and lassitude brought upon him, which, of all his foibles, the world 
was least inclined to forgive. ‘That this was not owing to conceit or vanity, 
or a fulness of himself (a frailty which has been imputed to no less men than 
Shakspeare and Jonson), is clear from hence ; because he left his works to 
the entire disposal of his friends, whose most rigorous censures he even 
courted and solicited, submitting to their animadversions, and the freedom 
they took with them, with an unreserved and prudent resignation. 

‘‘T have seen sketches and rough draughts of some poems to be designed, 
set out analytically ; wherein the fable, structure, and connexion, the images, 
incidents, moral, episodes, and_a great variety of ornaments, were so finely 
laid out, so well fitted to the rules of art, and squared so exactly to the prece- 
dents of the ancients, that I have often looked on these poetical elements 
with the same concern with which curious men are affected at the sight of 
the most entertaining remains and ruins of an antique figure or building. 
Those fragments of the learned, which some men have been so proud of their 
pains in collecting, are useless rarities, without form and without life, when 
compared with these embryos which wanted not spirit enough to preserve 
them ; so that I cannot help thinking, that, if some of them were to come 
abroad, they would be as highly valued by the poets, as the sketches of 
Julio and Titian are by the painters; though there is nothing in them but a 
few outlines, as to the design and proportion. 

‘‘It must be confessed, that Mr. Smith had some defects in his conduct, 
which those are most apt to remember who could imitate him in nothing 
else. His freedom with himself drew severer acknowledgments from him 
than all the malice he ever provoked was capable of advancing, and he did 
not scruple to give even his misfortunes the hard name of faults ; but, if the 
world had half his good nature, all the shady parts would be entirely struck 
out of his character. 

‘‘A man, who, under poverty, calamities, and disappointments, could make 
so many friends, and those so truly valuable, must have just and noble ideas 
of the passion of friendship, in the success of which consisted the greatest, 
if not the only, happiness of his life. He knew very well what was due to 
his birth, though Fortune threw him short of it in every other circumstance 
of life. He avoided making any, though perhaps reasonable, complaints 
of her dispensations, under which he had honour enough to be easy, without 
touching the favours she flung in his way when offered to him at a price of 
a more durable reputation. He took care to have no dealings with mankind, 
in which he could not be just ; and he desired to be at no other expense in 
his pretensions than that of intrinsic merit, which was the only burthen and 
reproach he ever brought upon his friends. He could say, as Horace did 
of himself, what I never yet saw translated : 

Meo sum pauper in ere, 

‘* At his coming to town no man was more surrounded by all those who 
really had or pretended to wit, or more courted by the great men, who had 
then a power and opportunity of encouraging arts and sciences, and gave 
proofs of their fondness for the name of patron in many instances, which 
will ever be remembered to their glory. Mr. Smith’s character grew upon 
his friends by intimacy, and outwent the strongest prepossessions which 
had been conceived in his favour, Whatever quarrel a few sour creatures, 
whose obscurity is their happiness, may possibly have to the age ; yet amidst 
a studied neglect, and total disuse of all those ceremonial attendances, 
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fashionable equipments, and external recommendations, which are thought 
necessary introductions into the grande monde, this gentlemen was so happy 
as still to please ; and whilst the rich, the gay, the noble, and honourable, 
saw how much he excelled in wit and learning, they easily forgave him all 
other differences. Hence it was that both his acquaintance and retirements 
were his own free choice. What Mr. Prior obscrves upon a very great 
characterwas true of him, that most of his faultsbrought their excuse with them. 

‘* Those who blamed him most understood him least, it being the custom 
of the vulgar to charge an excess upon the most complaisant, and to form 
a character by the morals of a few, who have somctimes spoiled an hour or 
two in goodcompany. Where only fortune is wanting tomakea great name, 
that single exception can never pass upon the best judges and most equitable 
observers of mankind ; and when the time comes for the world to spare their 
pity, we may justly enlarge our demands upon them for their admiration, 

‘* Some few years before his death, he had engaged himself in several con 
siderable undertakings ; in all of which he had prepared the world to expect 
mighty things from him. I have seen about ten sheets of his English 
Pindar, which exceeded anything of that kind I could ever hope for in our 
own language. He had drawn out a plan of a tragedy of the Lady Jane 
Grey, and had gone through several scenes of it. But he could not well 
have bequeathed that work to better hands than where, I hear, it is at present 
lodged ; and the bare mention of two such names may justify the largest ex- 
pectations, and is sufficient to make the town an agreeable invitation. 

‘* His greatest and noblest undertaking was Longinus. He had finished an 
entire translation of the Sublime, which he sent to the reverend Mr. Richard 
Parker, a friend of his, late of Merton College, an exact critic in the Greek 
tongue, from whom it came to myhands. ‘Ihe French version of Monsieur 
Boileau, though truly valuable, was far short of it. He proposed a large 
addition to this work, of notes and observations of his own, with an entire 
system of the Art of Poetry, in three books, under the titles of ‘Thought, 
Diction, and Figure. I saw the last of these perfect, and in a fair copy, in 
which he showed prodigious judgment and reading; and particularly had 
reformed the art of rhetoric, by reducing that vast and confused heap of 
terms, with which a long succession of pedants had encumbered the world, 
to a very narrow compass, comprehending all that was useful and ornamental 
in poetry. Under each head and chapter, he intended to make remarks 
upon all the ancients and moderns, the Greek, Latin, English, French, 
Spanish, and Italian poets, and to note their several beauties and defects. 

‘‘ What remains of his works is left, as Iam informed, in the hands of men 
of worth and judgment, who loved him. It cannot be supposed they would 
suppress anything that was his, but out of respect to his memory, and for 
want of proper hands to finish what so great a genius had begun.’ 





Such is the declamation of Oldisworth, written while his admiration was 
yet fresh, and his kindness warm; and therefore such as, without an 
criminal purpose of deceiving, shows a strong desire to make the most of ail 
favourable truth. I cannot much commend the performance. ‘The praise 
is often indistinct, and the sentences are loaded with words of more pomp 
than use. ‘There is little, however, that can be contradicted, even when a 
plainer tale comes to be told. 

Edmund Neale, known by the name of Smith, was born at Handley, 
the seat of the Lechmeres, in Worcestershire. The year of his birth is un- 
certain [1698].* 

* By his epitaph he appears to have been forty-two years old when he died. He 
Was consequently born in the year 1668, 
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_ He was educated at Westminster. It is known to have been the practice 
of Dr. Busby to detain those youth long at school, of whom he had formed 
the highest expectations. Smith took his master’s degree on the 8th of 
July, 1696 ; he therefore was probably admitted into the university in 1689, 
when we may suppose him twenty years old. 

_ His reputation for literature in his college was such as has been told ; 
but the indecency and licentiousness of his behaviour drew upon him, Decem- 
ber 24, 1694, while he was yet only Bachelor, a public admonition, entered 
upon record, in order to his expulsion. Of this reproof the effect is not 
known. Hewas probably less notorious. At Oxford, as we all know, much 
will be forgiven to literary merit ; and of that he had exhibited sufficient 
evidence by his excellent ode on the death of the great orientalist, Dr. Pocock, 
who died in 1691, and whose praise must have been written by Smith when 
he had been but two years in the university. 

This ode, which closed the second volume of the Musew Anglicanz, 
though perhaps some objections may be made to its Latinity, is by far the 
best lyric composition in that collection; nor do I know where to find it 
equalled among the modern writers, It expresses, with great felicity, images 
not classical in classical diction; its digressions and returns have been 
deservedly recommended by Trapp as models for imitation. 

He had several imitations from Cowley : 

Testatur hinc tot sermo coloribus 
Quot tu, Pococki, dissimilis tui 
Orator effers, quot vicissim 
Te memores celebrare gaudent. 

I will not commend the figure which makes the orator pronounce the 
eclours, or give to colours memory and delight, I quote it, however, as an 
imitation of these lines : 

So many languages he had in store, 
That only Fame shall speak of him in more, 

The simile, by which an old man, retaining the fire of his youth, is com- 
pared to Aitna flaming through the snow, which Smith has used with great 
pomp, is stolen from Cowley, however little worth the labour of conveyance. 

He proceeded to take his degree of master of arts, July 8, 1696. Of the 
exercises which he performed on that occasion, I have not heard anything 
memorable. 

As his years advanced, he advanced in reputation; for he continued to 
cultivate his mind, though he did not amend his irregularities: by which he 
gave so much offence, that, April 24, 1700, the Dean and Chapter declared 
‘‘the place of Mr. Smith void, he having been convicted of riotous behaviour 
in the house of Mr. Cole, an apothecary: but it was referred to the Dean 
when and upon what occasion the sentence should be put in execution.” 

Thus tenderly was he treated: the governors of his college could hardly 
keep him, and yet wished that he would not force them to drive him away. 

Some time afterwards he assumed an appearance of decency: in his owz 
phrase, he wztened himself, having a desire to obtain the censorship, an 
office of honour and some profit in the college; but, when the election came, 
the preference was given to Mr. Foulkes, his junior: the same, I suppose, 
that joined with Freind in an edition of part of Demosthenes, The censor 
is a tutor; and it was not thought proper to trust the superintendence of 
others to a man who took so little care of himself. 

From this time Smith employed his malice and his wit against the Dean, 
Dr. Aldrich, whom he considered as the opponent ofhisclaim. Of his lampoon 
upon him, I once heard a single line too gross to be repeated. 

~ But he was still a genius and a scholar, and Oxiord was unwilling to lose 
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him: he was endured, with all his pranks and his vices, two years longer; 
but on Dec. 20, 1705, at the instance of all the canons, the sentence declared 
five years before was put in execution. 

The execution was, I believe, silent and tender ; for one of his friends, from 
whom I learned much of his life, appeared not to know it. 

He was now driven to London, where he associated himself with the 
Whigs, whether because they were in power, or because the Tories had 
expelled him, or because he was a Whig by principle, may perhaps be 
doubted. He was, however, caressed by men of great abilities, whatever 
were their party, and was supported by the liberality of those who delighted 
in his conversation. 

There was once a design, hinted at by Oldisworth, to have made him 
useful. One evening, as he was sitting with a friend at a tavern, he was 
called down by the waiter; and, having stayed some time below, came up 
thoughtful. After a pause, said he to his friend, ‘‘He that wanted me below 
was Addison, whose business was to tell me that a History of the Revolution 
was intended, and to propose that I should undertake it. I said, ‘What 
shall I do with the character of Lord Sunderland?’ and Addison immediately 
returned, ‘When, Rag, were you drunk last?’ and went away.” 

Captain Rag was aname which he got at Oxford by his negligence of dress, 

This story 1 heard from the late Mr, Clark of Lincoln's Inn, to whom it 
was told by the friend of Smith. 

Such scruples might debar him from some profitable employments ; but, as 
they could not deprive him of any real esteem, they left him many friends ; and 
no man was ever better introduced to the theatre than he, who, in that violent 
conilict of parties, had a prologueand epilogue from the first wits on either side, 

But learning and nature will now and then take different courses. His 
play pleased the critics, and the critics only. It was, as Addison has recorded, 
hardly heard the third night. Smith had indeed trusted entirely to his merit, 
had ensured no band of applauders, nor used any artifice to force success, and 
found that native excellence was not sufficient for its own support. 

The play, however, was bought by Lintot, who advanced the price from 
fifty guineas, the current rate, to sixty; and Halifax, the general patron, 
accepted the dedication. Smith's indolence kept him from writing the dedi- 
sation till Lintot, after fruitless importunity, gave notice that he would 
publish the play without. Now, therefore, it was written; and Halifax 
expected the author with his book, and had prepared to reward him witha 
place of three hundred pounds a year. Smith, by pride, or caprice, or indo- 
lence, or bashfulness, neglected to attend him, though doubtless warned and 
pressed by his friends, and at last missed his reward by not going to solicit it. 

Addison has, in the Spectator, mentioned the neglect of Smith's tragedy 
as disgraceful to the nation, and imputes it to the fondness for operas then 
prevailing. ‘The authority of Addison is great ; yct the voice of the people, 
when to please the people is the purpose, deserves regard. In this question, 
I cannot but think the people in the right. ‘The fable is mythological, a 
story which we are accustomed to reject as faulty ; and the manners are so 
distant from our own, that we know them not from sympathy, but by study : 
the ignorant do not understand the action ; the learned reject it as a school- 
boy's tale ; ¢vcredulus odi, What I cannot fora moment believe, I cannot 
for a moment behold with interest or anxiety. ‘The sentiments thus remote 
from life are removed yet further by the diction, which is too luxuriant and 
splendid for dialogue, and envelopes the thoughts rather than displays them. 
It is ascholar’s play, such as may please the reader rather than the spectator; 
the work of a vigorous and elegant mind, accustomed to please itself with 

its own conceptions, but of little acquaintance with the course of life, 
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Dennis tells us, in one of his pieces, that he had once a design to have 
written the tragedy of Pheedra; but was convinced that the action was too 
mythological. 

In 1709, a year after the exhibition of Pheedra, died John Philips, the 
friend and fellow-collegian of Smith, who, on that occasion, wrote a pocm, 
which justice must place among the best elegics which our language can 
show, an elegant mixture of fondness and admiration, of dignity and soft- 
ness. There are some passages too ludicrous; but every human perfor- 
mance has its faults. 

This elegy it was the mode among his friends to purchase for a guinea ; 
and, as his acquaintance was numerous, it was a very profitable poem. 

Of his Pindar mentioned by Oldisworth, I have never otherwise heard. 
His Longinus he intended to accompany with some illustrations, and had 
selected his instances of the false sublime from the works of Blackmore. 

He resolved to try again the fortune of the stage, with the story of Lady 
Jane Grey. It isnot unlikely that his experience of the inefficacy and incre- 
dibility of a mythological tale might determine him to choose an action from 
Inglish history, at no great distance from our own times, which was to end 
in a real event, produced by the operation of known characters. 

A subject will not easily occur that can give more opportunities of inform- 
ing the understanding, for which Smith was unquestionably qualified, or for 
moving the passions, in which I suspect him to have had less power. 

Having formed his plan and collected materials, he declared that a few 
months would complcte his design ; and, that he might pursue his work 
with less frequent avocations, he was, in June, 1710, invited by Mr. Gcorge 
Ducket to his house at Gartham, in Wiltshire. Here he found such oppor- 
tunities of indulgence as did not much forward his studies, and particularly 
some strong ale, too delicious tobe resisted. He ate and drank till he found 
himself plethoric: and then, resolving to ease himself by evacuation, he 
wrote to an apothecary in the neighbourhood a prescription of a purge so 
forcible, that the apothecary thought it his duty to delay it till he had notice 
ofits danger. Smith, not pleased with the contradiction of ashopman, and 
boastful of his own knowledge, treated the notice with rude contempt, and ~ 
swallowed his own medicine, which in July, 1710, brought him to the grave, 
He was buried at Gartham. 

Many years afterwards, Ducket communicated to Oldmixon, the historian, 
an account pretendcd to have been received from Smith, that Clarendon’s 
History was, in its publication, corrupted by Aldrich, Smalridge, and Atter- 
bury ; and that Smith was employed to forge and insert the alterations. 

This story was published triumphantly by Oldmixon, and may be supposed 
to have been eagerly received; but its progress was soon checked; for, 
finding its way into the ‘‘ Journal of Trevoux,”’ it fell under the eye of Atter- 
bury, then an exile in France, who immediately denied the charge, with this 
remarkable particular, that he never in his whole life had once spoken to 
Smith ; his company being, as must be inferred, not accepted by those who 
attended to their characters. 

The charge was afterwards very diligently refuted by Dr. Burton of Eton, 
a& man eminent for literature ; and, though not of the same party with Aldrich 
and Atterbury, too studious of truth to leave them burthened with a false 
charge. The testimonies which he has collected have convinced mankind 
that either Smith or Ducket was guilty of wilful and malicious falsehood. 

This controversy brought into view those parts of Smith's life which, with 
more honour to his name, might have been concealed. 

Of Smith I can yet say a little more. He wasa man of such estimation 
among his companions, that the casual censures or praises which he dropped 


SMIH. 203 


in conversation were considered, like those of Scaliger, as worthy of preserva- 
tion. 

He had great readiness and exactness of criticism, and by a cursory glance 
over a new composition would exactly tell all its faults and beauties. 

He was remarkable for the power of reading with great rapidity, and of 
retaining with great fidelity what he so easily collected. 

He therefore always knew what the present question required; and, when 
his friends expressed their wonder at his acquisitions, made in a state of ap- 
parent negligence and drunkenness, he never discovered his hours of reading 
or method of study, but involved himself in affected silence, and fed his own 
vanity with their admiration. 

One practice he had, which was easily observed : if any thought or image 
was presented to his mind, that he could use or improve, he did not suffer it 
to be lost; but, amidst the iollity of a tavern, or in the warmth of conversa- 
tion, very diligently committed it to paper. 

Thus it was that he had gathered two quires of hints for his new tragedy ; 
of which Rowe, when they were put into his hands, could make, as he says, 
very little use, but which the collector considered as a valuable stock of 
materials. 

When he came to London, his way of life connected him with the licen- 
tious and dissolute; and he affected the airs and gaiety of a man of pleasure ; 
but his dress was always deficient; scholastic cloudirsss still hung about 
him; and his merriment was sure to produce the scorn of his companions. 

With all his carelessness, and all his vices, he was one of the murmurers at 
Fortune; and wondered why he was suffered to be poor, when Addison was 
caressed and preferred; nor would a very little have contented him ; for he 
estimated his wants at six hundred pounds a year. 

In his course of reading, it was particular that he had diligently perused, 
and accurately remembcred, the old romances of knight-errantry. 

He had a high opinion of his own merit, and was something contemptu- 
ous in his treatment of those whom he considered as not qualified to oppose 
or contradict him. He had many frailties; yet it cannot but be supposed 
that he had great merit, who could obtain to the same play a prologue from 
Addison, and an epilogue from Prior; and who could have at once the 
patronage of Halifax, and the praise of Oldisworth. 

For the powcr of communicating these minute memorials, I am indebted 
to my conversation with Gilbert Walmsley, late registrar of the ecclesiastical 
court of Lichfield, who was acquainted both with Smith and Ducket; and 
declared, that, if the tale concerning Clarendon were forged, he should sus- 
pect Ducket of the falsehood ; ‘‘for Rag was a man of great veracity.” 

Of Gilbert Walmsley, thus presented to my mind, let me indulge myself in 
the remembrance. I knew him very early; he was one of the first friends that 
literature procured me, and I hope that at least my gratitude made me 
worthy of his notice. 

He was of an advanced age, and I was only yet a boy; yet he never re- 
ceived my notions with contempt. He was a Whig, with all the virulence 
and malevolence of his party ; yet difference of opinion did not keep us apart. 
I honoured him, and he endured me. 

He had mingled with the gay world without exemption from its vices or 
its follies, but had never neglected the cultivation of his mind ; his belief of 
Revelation was unshaken; his learning preserved his principles; he grew 
first regular, and then pious. 

His studies had been so various, that I am not able toname a man of 
equal knowledge. His acquaintance with books was great; and what he 
Gid not immediately know, he could at least tell where to find, Such was 
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his amplitude of learning, and such his copiousness of communication, that 
it may be doubted whether a day now passes in which I have not some ad- 
vantage from his friendship. 

At this man’s table I enjoyed many cheerful and instructive hours, with 
companions such as are not often found ; with one who has lengthened, and 
one who has gladdened, life; with Dr. James, whose skill in physic will be 
long remembered; and with David Garrick, whom I hoped to have gratified 
with this character of our common friend : but what are the hopes of man! 
I am disappointed by that stroke of death, which has eclipsed the gaiety of 
nations, and impoverished the public stock of harmless pleasure. 

In the Library at Oxford is the following ludicrous Analysis of Pocockzus : 


Ex AUTOGRAPHO. 
[Sent by the Author to Mr. Urry.] 


OPUSCULUM hoc, Halberdarie amplissime, in lucem proferre hactenus 
distuli, judicii tui acumen subveritus magis quam bipennis, ‘Tandem ali- 
quando oden hanc ad te mitto sublimem, teneram, flebilem, suavem, qualem 
demum divinus (si Musis vacaret) ‘scripsisset Gastrellus : adeo scilicet subli- 
mem ut inter legendum dormire, adeo flebilem ut ridere velis. Cujus elegan- 
tiam ut melius inspicias, versuum ordinem et materiam breviter referam, 
ymus versus de duobus preeliis decantatis. 294s et 348 de Lotharingio, cuni- 
culis subterrancis, saxis, ponto, hostibus, et Asia. 4t* et stus de catenis, 
sudibus, uncis, draconibus, tigribus, et crocodilis, 6u8, 7us, 8us, gus, de 
Gomorrha, de Babylone, Babele, et quodam domi suze peregrino. 1o¥s, 
aliquid de quodam Pocockio. 11%, 12%, de Syria, Solyma. 13", 1448, de 
Hosea, et quercu, et de juvene quodam valde sene. 15%, 16u8, de A£tnA, ct 
quomodo A¢tna Pocockio fit valde similis. 1748, 1848, de tuba, astro, umbra, 
flammis, rotis, Pocockio non neglecto. Czetera de Christianis, Ottomanis, 
Babyloniis, Arabibus, et gravissima agrorum melancholia; de Ceesare, 
Flacco,* Nestore, et miserando juvenis cujusdam florentissimi fato, anno 
vetatis suse centesimo praematuré abrepti. Quze omnia cum accuraté ex- 
penderis, necesse est ut oden hanc meam admiranda plane varietate constare 
fatearis. Subito ad Batavos proficiscor, lauro ab illis donandus, Prius vero 
Pembrochienses voco ad certamen Poeticum. Vale. 

Illustrissima tua deosculor crura. 
E. SMITH. 
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areeaii Mr. Richard Duke I can find few memorials. He was bred at 
‘aA ¥| Westminstert and Cambridge; and Jacob relates that he was 
some time tutor to the Duke of Richmond. 

He appears from his writings to have been not ill qualified for 
poetical compositions ; and being conscious of his powers, when 
he left the university, he enlisted himself among the Wits. He was the 
familiar friend of Otway; and was engaged, among other popular names, in 
the translations of Ovid and Juvenal. In his Review, though unfinished, 
are Some vigorous lines, Elis poems are not below mediocrity; nor have I 
found much in them to be praised.t 

* Pro Flacco, animo paulo attentiore, scripsissem Marone, 

+ He was admitted there in 1670; was elected to Trinity College, Cambridge, in 
1675; and took his master’s degree in 1682, 

They make a part of a volume published by Tonson in 8vo, 1717, containing the 
ems of the Ean of Roscommon, and the Duke of Buckingham’s Kasay on Poetry ; 


but were first published in Dryden’s Miscellany, as were most, if not all, of the poems 
in that collection, 
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With the wit he seems to have shared the dissoluteness of the times ; for 
some of his compositions are such as he must have reviewed with detestation in 
his later days, when he published those Sermons which Felton has commended. 

Perhaps, like some other foolish young men, he rather talked than lived 
viciously, in an age when he that would be thought a Wit was afraid to say 
his prayers ; and whatever might, have been bad in the first part of his life 
was surely condemned and reformed by his better judgment. 

In 1683, being then Master of Arts, and Fellow of Trinity College in 
Cambridge, he wrote a poem on the marriage of the Lady Anne with George 
Prince of Denmark. 

He then took orders ; and, being made prebendary of Gloucester, became 
a proctor in convocation for that church, and chaplain to Queen Anne. 

In 1710, he was presented by the Bishop of Winchester to the wealthy 
living of Witney in Oxfordshire, which he enjoyed but a few months. On 
February 10, 1710-11, having returned from an entertainment, he was found 
dead the next morning. His death is mentioned in Swift’s Journal. 
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9) [LLIAM KING was born in London in 1663; the son of Ezekiel 
AS) King, a gentleman. He was allied to the family of Clarendon. 
: From Westminster school, where he was a scholar on the foun- 
i} dation under the care of Dr. Busby, he was at eighteen elected to 
~ Christ Church in 1681; where he is said to have prosecuted his 
studies with so much intenseness and activity, that before he was cight years 
standing he had read over, and made remarks upon, twenty-two thousand 
odd hundred books and manuscripts. The books were certainly not very 
long, the manuscripts not very difficult, nor the remarks very large; for the 
calculator will find that he despatched seven a day for every day of his eight 
years ; with a remnant that more than satisfies most other students. He 
took his degree in the most expensive manner, as a grand compounder ; 
whence it is inferred that he inherited a considerable fortune. 

In 1688, the same year in which he was made master of arts, he published 
a confutation of Varillas’s account of Wickliffe ; and, engaging in the study 
of the civil law, became doctor in 1692, and was admitted advocate at 
Doctors’ Commons. 

He had already made some translations from the French, and written 
some humorous and satirical pieces; when, in 1694, Molesworth published 
his ‘‘ Account of Denmark,” in which he treats the Danes and their monarch 
with great contempt; and takes the opportunity of insinuating those wild 
principles, by which he supposes liberty to be established, and by which his 
adversarics suspect that all subordination and government is endangered. 

This book offended Prince George ; and the Danish minister presented a 
memorial against it. ‘The principles of its author did not please Dr. King ; 
and therefore he undertook to confute part, and laugh at the rest. ‘The con- 
troversy is now forgotten: and books of this kind seldom live long, when in- 
terest and resentment have ceased. : 

In 1697, he mingled in the controversy between Boyle and Bentley ; and 
was one of those who tried what wit could perform in opposition to learning, 
on a question which learning only could decide. | 

In 1659, was published by him ‘‘A Journey to London," after the method 
of Dr. Martin Lister, who had published ‘‘ A Journey to Paris.” And, in 
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1700, he Satirised the Royal Society, at least Sir Hans Sloane their president, 
in two dialogues, intituled ‘‘ The Transactioner.” 

Though he was a regular advocate in the courts of civil and canon law, he 
did not love his profession, nor indeed any kind of business which inter- 
rupted his voluptuary dreams, or forced him to rouse from that indulgence 
in which only he could find delight. His reputation as a civilian was yet 
maintained by his judgments in the Courts of Delegates, and raised very high 
by the address and knowledge which he discovered in 1700, when he de- 
fended the Earl of Anglesea against his lady, afterwards Duchess of Buck- 
inghamshire, who sued for a divorce and obtained it. 

The expense of his pleasures, and neglect of business, had now lessened 
his revenues ; and he was willing to accept of a settlement in Ireland, where, 
about 1702, he was made judge of the admiralty, commissioner of the prizes, 
keeper of the records in Birmingham’s Tower, and vicar-general to Dr. 
Marsh, the primate. 

But it is vain to put wealth within the reach of him who will not stretch out 
his hand to take it. King soon found a friend, as idle and thoughtless as him- 
self, in Upton, one of the judges, who had a pleasant house called Moun- 
town, near Dublin, to which King frequently retired ; delighting to neglect 
his intcrest, forget his cares, and desert his duty. 

Here he wrote Mully of Mountown, a poem ; by which, though fanciful 
readers in the pride of sagacity have given it a poctical interpretation, was 
meant originally no more than it expressed, as it was dictated only by the 
author's delight in the quiet of Mountown. 

In 1708, when Lord Wharton was sent to govern Ireland, King returned 
to London, with his poverty, his idleness, and his wit ; and published some 
essays, called ‘‘ Useful Transactions.” His ‘‘ Voyage to the Island of 
Cajamai”’ is particularly commended. He then wrote the ‘‘ Art of Love,” a 
poem remarkable, notwithstanding its title, for purity of sentiment ; and in 
1709 imitated Horace in an ‘‘Art of Cookery,” which he published, with 
some letters to Dr. Lister. 

In 1710, he appeared as a lover of the church, on the side of Sacheverell ; 
and was supposed to have concurred at least in the projection of ‘' The 
Examiner.” His eyes were open to all the operations of Whiggism; and he 
bestowed some strictures upon Dr. Kennet’s adulatory sermon at the funeral 
of the Duke of Devonshire. 

‘‘The History of the Heathen Gods,” a book composed for schools, was 
written by him in r7zz,_ The work is useful; but might have been produced 
without the powers of King. ‘The same year, he published ‘‘ Rufinus,” an 
historical essay ; and a poem, intended to dispose the nation to think as he 
thought of the Duke of Marlborough and his adherents. 

In 1711, competence, if not plenty, was again put into his power. He 
was, without the trouble of attendance, or the mortification of a request, made 
gazetteer. Swift, Freind, Prior, and other men of the same party, brought 
him the key of the gazetteer’s office. He was now again placad in a profit- 
able employment, and again threw the benefit away. An Act of Insolvency 
made his business at that time particularly troublesome ; and he would not 
wait till hurry should be at an end, but impatiently resigned it, and returned 
to his wonted indigence and amusements. 

One of his amusements at Lambeth, where he resided, was to mortify Dr. 
Tenison, the archbishop, by a public festivity, on the surrender of Dunkirk to 
Hill ; an event with which Tenison’s political bigotry did not suffer him to be 
delighted. King was resolved to counteract his sullenness, and at the expense 
of a few barrels of ale filled the neighbourhood with honest merriment. 

In the autumn of 1712, his health declined; he grew weaker by degrees, 
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and died on Christmas-day. Though his life had not been without irre- 
gularity, his principles were pure and orthodox, and his death was pious. 

After this relation, it will be naturally supposed that his poems were 
rather the amusements of idleness than efforts of study: that he endea- 
voured rather to divert than astonish ; that his thoughts seldom aspired to 
sublimity ; and that, if his verse was easy and his images familiar, he at- 
tained what he desired. His purpose is to be merry ; but perhaps, to enjoy 
his mirth, it may be sometimes necessary to think well of his opinions, 
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acSy LOMAS SPRAT was born in 1636, at Tallaton in Devonshire, 
Ya heatal the son of a clergyman; and having been educated, as he tells 
63] of himself, not at Westminster, or l‘ton, but at a little school by 
wal the churchyard side, became a commoncr of Wadham College 
in Oxford, in 1651; and being chosen scholar next year, pro- 
ceeded through the usual academical course; and, in 1657, became master 
of arts. He obtained a fellowship, and commenced poet. 

In 1659, his poem on the death of Oliver was published with those of 
Dryden and Waller. In his dedication to Dr. Wilkins, he appears a very 
willing and liberal encomiast, both of the living and the dead. He implores 
his patron’s excuse of his verses, both as falling ‘‘so infinitely below the 
full and sublime genius of that excellent poet who madc his way of writing 
free of our nation,” and being ‘‘so little equal and proportioned to the 
renown of a prince on whom they were written; such great actions and 
lives deserving to be the subject ot the noblest pens and most divine fan- 
sies.”’ He procecds: ‘‘ Having so long experienced your care and indul- 
gence, and been formed, as it were, by your own hands, not to entitle you 
to anything which my meanness produccs would be not only injustice, but 
sacrilege.” 

He published, the same year, a poem on the ‘‘ Plague of Athens;” a 
subject of which it is not easy to say what could recommend it. ‘To these 
he added afterwards a poem on Mr. Cowlcy’s death. 

After the Restoration he took orders, and by Cowley’s recommendation 
was made chaplain to the Duke of Buckingham, whom he is said to have 
helped in writing the Rehearsal. He was likewise chaplain to the king. 

As he was the favourite of Wilkins, at whose house began those philo- 
sophical conferences and inquiries which in time produced the Royal Society, 
he was consequently engaged in the same studies, and became one of the 
fellows : and when, after their incorporation, something seemed necessary 
to reconcile the public to the new institution, he undertook to write its 
history, which he published in 1667, ‘This is one of the few books which se- 
lection of sentiment and elegance of diction have been able to preserve, 
though written upon a subject flux and transitory. The ‘‘ History of the 
Royal Society” is now read, not with the wish to know what they were then 
doing, but how their Transactions are exhibited by Sprat. 

In the next year he published ‘‘ Observations on Sorbiere’s Voyage into 
England,” in a letter to Mr. Wren. This is a work not ill performed ; but 
perhaps rewarded with at Icast its full proportion of praise. 

In 1668, he published Cowley's Latin poems, and prefixed in Latin the life 
of the author; which he afterwards amplified, and placed before Cowley’s 
English works, which were by will committed to his care. 

Ecclesiastical benefices now fell fast upon him, In 1668, he became a 
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prebendary of Westminster, and had afterwards the church of St. Margaret, 
adjoining to the Abbey. He was, in 1680, made Canon of Windsor ; in 
1683, Dean of Westminster ; and, in 1684, Bishop of Rochester. 

The court having thus a claim to his diligence and gratitude, he was re- 
quired to write the history of the Rye-house Plot; and in 1685, published 
‘*A true Account and Declaration of the horrid Conspiracy against the 
late King, his present Majesty, and the present Government ;” a pertorm- 
ance which he thought convenient, after the Revolution, to extenuate and 
excuse. 

The same year, being clerk of the closet to the king, he was made dean 
of the chapel-royal ; and, the year afterwards, received the last proof of his 
master’s confidence, by being appointed one of the commissioners for eccle- 
Siastical affairs. On the critical day, when the Declaration distinguished 
the true sons of the Church of England, he stood neuter, and permitted it 
to be read at Westminster ; but pressed none to violate his conscience ; and, 
ee the Bishop of London was brought before them, gave his voice in his 
avour. 

Thus far he suffered interest or obedience to carry him; but further he 
refused to go. When he found that the powers of the ecclesiastical com- 
mission were to be exercised against those who had refused the Declaration, 
he wrote to the lords, and other commissioners, a formal profession of his 
unwillingness to exercise that authority any longer, and withdrew himself 
from them. After they had read his letter, they adjourned for six months, 
and scarcely met ever afterwards. 

When King James was frighted away, and a new government was to be 
settled, Sprat was one of those who considered, in a conference, the great 
question, Whether the crown was vacant? and manfully spoke in favour of 
his old master. 

He complied, however, with the new establishment, and was left un- 
molested ; but, in 1692, a strange attack was made upon him by one Robert 
Young and Stephen Blackhead, both men convicted of infamous crimes, and 
both, when the scheme was laid, prisoners in Newgate. These men drew 
up an association, in which they whose names were subscribed declared their 
resolution to restore King James, to seize the Princess of Orange dead or 
alive, and to be ready with thirty thousand men to mcct King James when 
he should land. To this they put the names of Sancroft, Sprat, Marl- 
borough, Salisbury, and others. The copy of Dr. Sprat’s name was obtained 
by a fictitious request, to which an answer zz his own hand was desired. 
His hand was copied so well, that he confessed it might have deceived him- 
self. Blackhead, who had carried the letter, being sent again with a plausible 
message, was very curious to see the house, and particularly importunate to 
be let into the study; where, as is supposed, he designed to leave the 
association. This, however, was denied him; and he dropped it in a flower- 
pot in the parlour. 

Young now laid an information before the Privy Council; and May 7, 
1692, the bishop was arrested, and kept at a messengcr's under a strict 
guard eleven days. His house was searched, and directions were given that 
the flower-pots should be inspected. ‘The messengers, however, missed the 
room in which the paper was left. Blackhead went therefore a third time; 
and finding his paper where he had left it, brought it away. 

The bishop, having been enlarged, was, on June the roth and r3th, 
examined again before the Privy Council, and confronted with his accusers, 
Young persisted, with the most obdurate impudence, against the strongest 
evidence ; but the resolution of Blackhead by degrees gave way. ‘There 
remained at last no doubt of the bishop’s innocence, who, with great 
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prudence and diligence, traced the progress, and detected the characters of 
the two informers, and published an account of his own examination and 
deliverance ; which made such an impression upon him, that he commemo- 
rated it through life by a yearly day of thanksgiving. 

With what hope, or what interest, the villains had contrived an accusation 
which they must knowthemselves utterly unable to prove, was never discovered. 

After this, he passed his days in the quiet exercise of his function. When 
the cause of Sacheverell put the public in commotion, he honestly appeared 
among the friends of the church. He lived to his seventy-ninth year, and 
died May 20, 1713. 

Burnet is not very favourable to his memory; but he and Burnet were old 
rivals. On some public occasion they both preached before the House of 
Commons. There prevailed in those days an indecent custom: when the 
preacher touched any favourite topic ina manner that delighted his audience, 
their approbation was expressed by a loud 4um, continued in proportion to 
their zeal or pleasure. When Burnet preached, part of his congregation 
hummed so loudly and so long, that he sat down to enjoy it, and rubbed his 
face with his handkerchief. When Sprat preached, he likewise was honoured 
with the like animating ium, but he stretched out his hand to the congre- 
gation, and cried ‘‘ Peace, peace, I pray you peace.” 

This I was told in my youth by my father, an old man, who had been no 
careless observer of the passages of those times. 

Burnet’'s sermon, says Salmon, was remarkable for sedition, and Sprat's 
for loyalty. Burnet had the thanks of the house; Sprat had no thanks, but 
a good living from the king, which, he said, was of as much value as the 
thanks of the commons. 

The works of Sprat, besides his few poems, are, ‘‘The History of the 
Royal Society,”’ ‘‘ The Life of Cowley,” ‘‘ The Answer to Sorbiere,” ‘‘ The 
History of the Rye House Plot,” ‘‘ The Relation of his own Examination,” 
and a volume of Sermons. I have heard it observed, with great justness, 
that every book is of a different kind, and that each has its distinct charac- 
teristical excellence, 

My business is only with his poems. He considered Cowley as a model ; 
and supposed that, as he was imitated, perfection was approached. Nothing, 
therefore, but Pindaric liberty was to be expected. ‘There is in his few pro- 
ductions no want of such conceits as he thought excellent ; and of those our 

judgment may be settled by the first that appears in his praise of Cromwell, 
where hesays, that Cromwell's ‘‘ fame, like man, will grow white as it growsold.” 
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USES TIE life of the EARL OF HALIFAX was properly that of an artful 
¥£a RAG! and active statesman, employed in balancing parties, contriving 
HY yee] expedients, and combating opposition, and exposed to the vicissi- 
% tudes of advancement and degradation ; but, in this collection, 
poetical merit is the claim to attention ; and the account which 
is here to be expected may properly be proportioned, not to his influence in 
the state, but to his rank among the writers of verse. 

Charles Montague was born April 16, 1661, at Horton, in Northampton- 
shire, the son of Mr. George Montague, a younger son of the Earl of Man- 
chester. He was educated first in the country, and then removed to West- 
minster, where, in 1677, he was chosen a king's scholar, and recommended 
himself to Busby by his felicity in extemporary epigrams. He contracted a 
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very intimate friendship with Mr. Stepney ; and, in 1682, when Stepney was 
elected at Cambridge, the election of Montague being not to proceed till 
the year following, he was afraid lest by being placed at Oxford he might be 
separated from his companion, and therefore solicited to be removed to 
Cambridge, without waiting for the advantages of another year. 

It seems indeed time to wish for a removal ; for he was already a school- 
boy of one-and-twenty. 

His relation, Dr. Montague, was then master of the college in which he 
was placed a fellow-commoner, and took him under his particular care. 
Here he commenced an acquaintance with the great Newton, which con- 
tinued through his life, and was at last attested by a legacy. 

In 168s, his verses on the death of King Charles made such an impression 
on the Earl of Dorset, that he was invited to town, and introduced by that 
universal patron to the other wits. In 1687, he joined with Prior in the 
City Mouse and the Country Mouse, a burlesque of Dryden’s Hind and 
Panther. He signed the invitation to the Prince of Orange, and sat in the 
convention. He about the same time married the Countess Dowager of 
Manchester, and intended to have taken orders ; but afterwards altering his 
purpose, he purchased for r500/. the place of one of the clerks of the couficil. 

After he had written his epistle on the victory of the Boyne, his patron 
Dorset introduced him to King William, with this expression: ‘‘Sir, I have 
brought a #ouse to wait on your Majesty.” To which the king is said to 
have replied, ‘‘ You do well to put me in the way of making a maz of him ;” 
and ordered him a pension of five hundred pounds. This story, however 
current, seems to have been made after the event. The king’s answer im- 
plies a greater acquaintance with our proverbial and familiar diction than 
King William could possibly have attained. 

In 1691, being member of the House of Commons, he argued warmly in 
favour of a law to grant the assistance of counsel in trials for high-treason ; 
and, in the midst of his speech falling into some confusion, was for a while 
silent; but, recovering himsclf, observed, ‘‘ how reasonable it was to allow 
counsel to men called as criminals before a court of justice, when it appeared 
how much the presence of that assembly could disconcert one of their own 
body.’”* 

After this he rose fast into honours and employments, being made one of 
the commissioners of the treasury, and called tothe privy-council. In 1694, 
he became chancellor of the exchequer ; and the next year engaged in the 
great attempt of the recoinage, which was in two years happily completed. 
In 1696, he projected the gexeral fund, and raised the credit of the exchequer ; 
and, after inquiry concerning a grant of Irish crown lands, it was determined 
by a vote of the commons, that Charles Montague, esquire, Aad deserved his 
Majesty's favour. In 1698, being advanced to the first commission of the 
treasury, he was appointed one of the regency in the king’s absence: the next 
yo he was made auditor of the exchequer, and the year after created Baron 

alifax. Hewas, however, impeached by the commons; but the articles 
were dismissed by the lords. 

At the accession of Queen Anne he was dismissed from the council; and 
in the first parliament of her reign was again attacked by the commons, and 
again escaped by the protection of the lords. In 1704, he wrote an answer 
to Bromley’s speech against occasional conformity. He headed the Inquiry 
into the danger of the Church. In 1706, he proposed and negotiated the 
Union with Scotland; and when the Elector of Hanover received the garter, 
after the act had passed for securing the Protestant Succession, he was 


* This anecdote is related by Mr. Walpole, in his Catalogue of Royal and Noble 
Authors, of the Earl of Shaftesbury, author of the Characteristics, 
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appointed to carry the ensigns of the order to the electoral court. He sat as 
one of the judges of Sacheverell; but voted for a mild sentence. Being now 
no longer in favour, he contrived to obtain a writ for summoning the electoral 
prince to parliament as Duke of Cambridge. 

At the queen’s death he was appointed one of the regents; and at the 
accession of George the First was made [Earl of Halifax, knight of the garter, 
and first commissioner of the treasury, with a grant to his nephew of the 
reversion of the auditorship of the exchequer. More was not to be had, and 
this he kept but a little while; for, on the r9th of May, 1715, he died of an 
inflammation of his lungs. 

Of him, who from a poet became a patron of poets, it will be readily 
believed that the works would not miss of celebration. Addison began to 
praise him carly, and was followed or accompanied by other poets ; perhaps 
by almost all, except Swift and Pope, who torbore to flatter him in his life, 
and after his death spoke of him, Swift with slight censure, and Pope in the 
character of Bufo with acrimonious contempt. 

He was, as Pope says, ‘‘ fed with dedications ;” for Tickell affirms that no 
dedication was unrewarded. Tocharge all unmerited praise with the guilt 
of flattery, and to suppose that the encomiast always knows and feels the 
falsehoods of his assertions, is surely to discover great ignorance of human 
nature and human life. In determinations depending not on rules, but on 
expericnce and comparison, judgment is always in some degree subject to 
affection. Very near to admiration is the wish to admire. 

Every man willingly gives value to the praise which he receives, and con- 
siders the sentence passed in his favour as the sentence of discernment. We 
admire in a friend that understanding that selected us for confidence ; we 
admire more, ina patron, that judgment which, instead of scattering bounty 
indiscriminately, directed it to us; and, if the patron be an author, those 
performances which gratitude forbids us to blame, affection will easily dis- 
pose us to exalt. 

To these prejudices, hardly culpable, interest adds a power always ope- 
rating, though not always, because not willingly, perceived. The modesty 
of praise wears gradually away ; and perhaps the pride of patronage may be 
in time so increased, that modest praise will no longer please. — 

Many a blandishment was practised upon Halifax, which he would never 
have known, had he no other attractions than those of his poetry, of which a 
short time has withered the beauties, It would now be esteemed no honour, 
by acontributor to the monthly bundles of verses, to be told, that in strains 
either familiar or solemn, he sings like Montague. 
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SEE HE Life of Dr. Parnell is a task which I should very willingly 

1 PAC decline, since it has been lately written by Goldsmith, a man of 

Fos] Such variety of powcrs, and such felicity of performance, that he 

4) always seemed to do best that which he was doing ; a man who 

had the art of being minute without tediousness, and general 

without confusion ; whose language was copious without exuberance, exact 
without constraint, and easy without weakness. 

What such an author has told, who would tell again? I have made an 
abstract from his larger narrative; and have this gratification from my 
attempt, that it gives mean opportunity of paying due tribute to the memory 
of Goldsmith. 





To yap yépas gore Oavevtwv. 
P2 


213 PARNELL. 


Thomas Parnell was the son of a commonwealthsman of the same 
name, who, at the Restoration, left Congleton in Cheshire, where the family 
had been established for several centuries, and, settling in Ireland, pur- 
chased an estate, which, with his lands in Cheshire, descended to the poet, 
who was born at Dublin in 1679; and, after the usual education at a 
grammar-school, was, at the age of thirteen, admitted into the College, 
where, in 1700, he became master of arts ; and was the same year ordained 
a deacon, though under the canonical age, bya dispensation from the Bishop 
of Derry. 

About three years afterwards he was made a priest ; and in 1705 Dr. Ashe, 
the Bishop of Clogher, conferred upon him the archdeaconry of Clogher. 
About the same time he married Mrs. Anne Minchin, an amiable lady, by 
whom he had twosons, who died young, and a daughter wholong survived him. 

At the ejection of the Whigs, in the end of Queen Anne’s reign, Parnell 
was persuaded to change his party, not without much censure from those 
whom he forsook, and was received by the new ministry as a valuable rein- 
forcement. When the Earl of Oxford was told that Dr. Parnell waited 
among the crowd in the outer room, he went by the persuasion of Swift, with 
his treasurer's staff in his hand, to inquire for him, and to bid him welcome ; 
and, as may be inferred from Pope's dedication, admitted him as a favourite 
companion to his convivial hours, but, as it seems often to have happened in 
those times to the favourites of the great, without attention to his fortune, 
which, however, was in no great need of improvement. 

Parnell, who did not want ambition or vanity, was desirous to make him- 
self conspicuous, and to show how worthy he was of high preferment. As 
he thought himself qualified to become a popular preacher, he displayed his 
elocution with great success in the pulpits of London ; but the queen’s death 
putting an end to his expectations, abated his diligence ; and Pope repre- 
sents him as falling from that time into intemperance of wine. ‘That in his 
latter life he was too much a lover of the bottle, is not denied ; but I have 
heard it imputed to a cause more likely to obtain forgiveness from mankind, 
the untimely death of a darling son; or, as others tell, the loss of his wife, 
who died (1712) in the midst of his expectations. 

He was now to derive every future addition to his preferments from his 
personal interest with his private friends, and he was not long unregarded. 
He was warmly recommended by Swift to Archbishop King, who gave him 
a prebend in 1713; and in May, 1716, presented him to the vicarage of Fin- 
glass, in the diocese of Dublin, worth four hundred poundsa year. Such 
notice from such a man inclines me to believe, that the vice of which he has 
been accused was not gross, or not notorious. 

But his prosperity did not last long. His end, whatever was its cause, was 
now approaching. He enjoyed his preferment little more than a year; for 
in July, 1717, in his thirty-eighth year, he died at Chester on his way to Ireland. 

e seems to have been one of those poets who take delight in writing. 
He contributed to the papers of that time, and probably published more than 
he owned. He left many compositions behind him, of which Pope selected 
those which he thought best, and dedicated them to the Earl of Oxford. Of, 
these Goldsmith has given an opinion, and his criticism it is seldom safe to con- 
tradict. He bestows just praise upon The Rise of Woman, the Fairy Tale, 
and the Pervigilium Veneris; but has very properly remarked, that in the 
Battle of Mice and Frogs the Greek names have notin English their original 
effect. He tells us that the Bookworm is borrowed from Beza; but he 
should have added with modern applications : and, when he discovers that 
Gay Bacchus is translated from Augurellus, he ought to have remarked that 
the latter part is purely Parnell’s, Another poem, When Spring comes on, 
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fs, he says, taken from the French. I would add, that the description of 
Barrenness, in his verses to Pope, was borrowed from Secundus ; but lately 
searching for the passage which I had formerly read, I could not find it, 
The Night Piece on Death is indirectly preferred by Goldsmith to Gray’s 
Churchyard ; but, in my opinion, Gray has the advantage in dignity, variety, 
and originality of sentiment. He observes, that the story of the Hermit 
is in More's Dialogues and Howell's Letters, and supposes it to have been 
originally Arabian. 

Goldsmith has not taken any notice of the Elegy to the old Beauty, which 
is perhaps the meanest; nor of the Allegory on Man, the happiest of Par- 
nell’s performances. ‘The hint of the Hymn to Contentment I suspect to 
have been borrowed from Cleveland. 

The general character of Parnell is not great extent of comprehension, or 
fertility of mind. Of the little that appears still less is his own. His praise 
must be derived from the casy swectness of his diction: in his verses there is 
more happiness than pains; he is sprightly without effort, and always de- 
lights, though he never ravishes; everything is proper, yet everything scems 
casual. If there is some appearance of elaboration in the Hermit, the nar- 
rative, as it is less airy, is less pleasing. Of his other compositions it is im- 
possible to say whether they are the productions of nature, so excellent as not 
to want the help of art, or of art so refined as to resemble nature. 

This criticism relates only to the pieces published by Pope. Of the large 
appendages which I find in the last edition, I can only say, that I know 
not whence they came, nor have ever inquired whither they are going. They 
stand upon the faith of the compilers. 
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3) AMUEL GARTH was of a good family in Yorkshire, and from 
aj some school in his own county became a student at Peter House 
s| in Cambridge, where he resided till he became doctor of physic 
on July the 7th, 1691. He was examined before the college at 
London on March the 12th, 1691-2, and admitted fellow June 26th, 
1693. He was soon so much distinguished by his conversation and accom- 
plishments, as to obtain very extensive practice; and, if a pamphlet of those 
times may be credited, had the favour and confidence of one party, as Radcliffe 
had of the other. He is always mentioned as a man of benevolence; and it 
is just to suppose that his desire of helping the helpless disposed him to so 
much zeal for the Dispensary ; an undertaking, of which some account, how- 
ever short, is proper to be given. 

Whether what Temple says be true, that physicians have had more learn- 
ing than the other faculties, I will not stay to inquire; but, I believe, every 
man has found in physicians great liberality and dignity of sentiment, very 
prompt effusion of beneficence, and willingness to exert a lucrative art where 
there is no hope of lucre. Agreeably to this character, the College of 
Physicians, in July, 1687, published an edict, requiring all the fellows, can- 
didates, and licentiates, to give gratuitous advice to the neighbouring poor. 
This edict was sent to the court of aldermen; and, a question being made 
to whom the appellation of the foor should be extended, the college 
answered, that it should be sufficient to bring a testimonial from the clergy- 
man officiating in the parish where the patient resided. | 

After a year's experience, the physicians found their charity frustrated b 
some malignant opposition, and made toa great degree vain by the hig 
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price of physic; they therefore voted, in August, 1688, that the laboratory of 
the college should be accommodated to the preparation of medicines, and 
another room prepared for their reception; and that the contributors to the 
expense should manage the charity. 

It was now expected that the apothecaries would have undertaken the 
care of providing medicines; but they took another course. ‘Thinking the 
whole design pernicious to their interest, they endeavoured to raise a faction 
against it in the college, and found some physicians mean enough to solicit 
their patronage, by betraying to them the counsels of the college. The 
greater part, however, enforced by a new edict, in 1694, the former order of 
1687, and sent it to the mayor and aldermen, who appointed a committee to 
treat with the college, and settle the mode of administering the charity. 

It was desired by the aldermen, that the testimonials of churchwardens and 
overseers should be admitted ; and that all hired servants, and all apprentices 
to handicraftsmen, should be considered as oor. This likewise was granted 
by the college. | 

It was then considered who should distribute the medicines, and who 
should settle their prices. The physicians procured some apothecaries to 
undertake the dispensation, and offered that the warden and company of 
the apothecaries should adjust the price. This offer was rejected ; and the 
apothecaries who had engaged to assist the charity were considered as traitors 
to the company, threatened with the imposition of troublesome offices, and 
deterred from the performance of their engagements. The apothecaries 
ventured upon public opposition, and presented a kind of remonstrance 
against the design to the committee of the city, which the physicians con- 
descended to confute: and at last the traders seem to have prevailed among 
the sons of trade; for the proposal of the college having been considered, a 
paper of approbation was drawn up, but postponed and forgotten. 

The physicians still persisted; and in 1696 a subscription was raised by 
themselves, according to an agreement prefixed tothe Dispensary. ‘The poor 
were, for a time, supplied with medicines; for how long a time, I know not. 
The medicinal charity, like others, began with ardour, but soon remitted, 
and at last died gradually away. 

About the time of the subscription begins the action of the Dispensary. 
The poem, as its subject was present and popular, co-operated with passions 
and prejudices then prevalent, and, with such auxiliaries to its intrinsic 
merit, was universally and liberally applauded. It was on the side of charity 
against the intrigues of interest, and of regular learning against licentious 
usurpation of medical authority, and was therefore naturally favoured by 
those who read and can judge of poetry. 

In 1697, Garth spoke that which is now called the Harveian Oration; 
which the authors of the Biographia mention with more praise than the 
passage quoted in their notes will fully justify. Garth, speaking of the mis- 
chiefs done by quacks, has these expressions: ‘‘ Non tamen telis vulnerat 
ista agyrtarum colluvies, sed theriaca quadam magis perniciosa, non pyrio, 
sed pulvere nescio quo exotico certat, non globulis plumbeis, sed pilulis 
geque lethalibus interficit.” This was certainly thought fine by the author, 
and is still admired by his biographer. In October, 1702, he became one of 
the censors of the college. : 

Garth, being an active and zealous Whig, was a member of. the Kit-cat 
club, and, by consequence, familiarly known to all the great men of that de- 
nomination. In 1710, when the government fell into other hands, he writ 
to Lord Godolphin, on his dismission, a short poem, which was criticised in 
the I’xaminer, and so successfully either defended or excused by Mr, Addi- 
son, that, for the sake of the vindication, it ought to be preserved. 
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At the accession of the present family his merits wericknowledged and 
rewarded. He was knighted with the sword of his hero, ar Iborough ; and 
was made physician in ordinary to the king, and eiaety Sag to the 
army. He then undertook an edition of Ovid's Mectamorphos®g, translated 
by several hands; which he recommended bya preface, written with more 
ostentation than ability ; his notions are half-formed, and his materials im- 
methodically confused. ‘This was his last work. He died Jan. 18, r71}":° 
and was buried at Harrow-on-the-Hill. wg 

His personal character seems to have been social and liberal. He com- 
municated himself through a very wide extent of acquaintance; and though 
firm in a party, at a time when firmness included virulence, yet he imparted 
his kindness to those who were not supposed to favour his principles. He 
was an early encourager of Pope, and was at once the friend of Addison and 
of Granville. He is accuscd of voluptuousness and irreligion; and Pope, 
who says, that ‘if ever there was a good Christian, without knowing him- 
self to be so, it was Dr. Garth,” seems not able to deny what he is angry to 
hear, and loth to confess. 

Pope afterwards declared himself convinced, that Garth died in the com- 
munion of the church of Rome, having been privately reconciled. It is ob- 
served by Lowth, that there is less distance than is thought between scepti- 
cism and popery; and that a mind, wearied with perpetual doubt, willingly 
seeks repose in the bosom of an infallible church. . 

His poetry has been praised at least equally to its merit. In the Dispen- 
sary there is a strain of smooth and free versification; but few lines are 
eminently elegant. No passages fall below mediocrity, and few rise much 
above it. The plan seems formed without just proportion to the subject ; the 
means and end have no necessary connexion. Resnel, in his preface to 
Pope's Essay, remarks, that Garth exhibits no discrimination of characters ; 
and that what any one says might, with equal propriety, have been said b 
another. The general design is, perhaps, open to criticism ; but the composi- 
tion can seldom be charged with inaccuracy or negligence. The author never 
slumbers in self-indulgence; his full vigour is always exerted ; scarcely a 
line is left unfinished; nor is it easy to find an expression used by constraint, 
or a thought imperfectly expressed. It was remarked by Pope, that the Dis- 
pensary had been corrected in every edition, and that every change was an 
improvement. It appears, however, to want something of poetical ardour, 
and something of general delectation; and therefore, since it has been no 
longer supported by accidental and intrinsic popularity, it has been scarcely 
able to support itself. 
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A ICHOLAS ROWE was born at Little Beckford, in Bedfordshire, 
yi in 1673. His family had long possessed a considerable estate, 
with a good house, at Lambertoun in Devonshire.* The ancestor 
from whom he descended in a direct line received the arms borne 
by his descendants for his bravery inthe Holy War. His father, 
John Rowe, who was the first that quitted his paternal acres to practise any 

art of profit, professed the law, and published Benlow's and Dallison’s: 

eports in the reign of James the Second, when in opposition to the notions, . 
then diligently propagated, of dispensing power, he ventured to remark how 
low his authors rated the prerogative. He was made a serjeant, and died 
April 30, 1692. He was buried in the Temple church, 


* In the Villare, Lamerton. 
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Nicholas was firstsent to a private school at Highgate; and, being afters 
wards removed t¢ (Westminster, was at twelve years* chosen one of the king's 
scholars. His Master was Busby, who suffered none of his scholars to let 
their powersyje useless; and his exercises in several languages are said to 
have been written with uncommon degrees of excellence, and yet to have 
C0e of « Very little labour. At sixteen he had, in his father's opinion, made 
whol-ices in learning sufficient to qualify him for the study of law, and 
-.aS entered a student of the Middle Temple, where for some time he read 
statutes and reports with proficiency proportionate to the force of his mind, 
which was already such that he endeavoured to comprehend law, not asa 
series of precedents, or collection of positive precepts, but as a system of 
rational government, and impartial justice. When he was nineteen, he was, 
by the death of his father, left more to his own direction, and probably from 
that time suffered law gradually to give way to poetry. At twenty-five he 
produced the ‘‘Ambitious Step-Mother,” which was received with so much 
favour, that he devoted himself from that time wholly to elegant literature. 

His next tragedy (1702) was ‘‘ Tamerlane,” in which, under the name of 
Tamerlane, he intended to characterize King William, and Lewis the Four- 
teenth under Bajazet. The virtues of Tamerlane seem to have been arbi- 
trarily assigned him by his poet, for I know not that history gives any other 
qualities than those which make a conqueror. The fashion, however, of the 
time was, to accumulate upon Lewis all that can raise horror and detestation ; 
and whatever good was withheld from him, that it might not be thrown 
away, was bestowed upon King William. This was ¢he tragedy which 
Rowe valued most, and that which probably, by the help of political auxi- 
liaries, excited most applause ; but occasional poetry must often content 
itself with occasional praise. ‘Tamerlane has for a long time been acted onl 
once a year, on the night when King William landed. Our quarrel wit 
Lewis has been long over ; and it now gratifies neither zeal nor malice to see 
him painted with aggravated features, like a Saracen upon a Sign. 

‘‘The Fair Penitent,” his next production (1703), is one of the most 
pleasing tragedies on the stage, where it still keeps its turns of appearing, 
and probably will long keep them, for there is scarcely any work of any poet 
at once so interesting by the fable, and so delightful by the language. The 
story is domestic, and therefore easily received by the imagination, and 
assimilated to common life ; the diction is exquisitely harmonious, and soft 
or sprightly as occasion requires. 

The character of Lothario seems to have been expanded by Richardson 
into Lovelace ; but he has excelled his original in the moral effect of the 
fiction. Lothario, with gaiety which cannot be hated, and_ bravery 
which cannot be despised, retains too much of the spectator’s kindness. 
It was in the power of Richardson alone to teach us at once esteem and 
detestation, to make virtuous resentment overpower all the benevolence 
which wit, elegance, and courage, naturally excite; and to lose at last 
the hero in the villain. The fifth act is not equal to the former; the events 
of the drama are exhausted, and little remains but to talk of what is past. 
It has been observed, that the title of the play does not sufficiently corre- 
spond with the behaviour of Calista, who at last shows no evident signs 
of repentance, but may be reasonably suspected of feeling pain from 
detection rather than from guilt,and expresses more shame than sorrow, 
and more rage than shame. 

His next (1706) was ‘‘ Ulysses ;” which, with the common fate of mytho- 
logical stories, is now generally neglected. We have been too early ac- 
quainted with the poetical heroes, to expect any pleasure from their revival ; 

* He was not elected till 1688, 
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to show them, as they have already been shown, is to disgust by repetition ; 
to give them new qualities, or new adventures, is to offend by violating 
received notions. 

‘‘The Royal Convert’ (1708) seems to have a better claim to longevity. 
The fable is drawn from an obscure and barbarous age, to which fictions are 
more easily and properly adapted; for when objects are imperfectly seen, 
they easily take forms from imagination. The scene lies among our ancestors - 
in our own country, and therefore very easily catches attention. Rodogune 
is a personage truly tragical, of high spirit, and violent passions, great with 
tempestuous dignity, and wicked with a soul that would have been heroic if 
it had been virtuous. The motto seems to tell that this play was not successful. 

Rowe does not always remember what his characters require. In Tamer- 
lane there is some ridiculous mention of the God of Love: and Rodogune, 
a savage Saxon, talks of Venus, and the eagle that bears the thunder of Jupiter. 

This play discovers its own date, by a prediction of the Union, in imitation 
of Cranmer’s prophetic promises to Henry the Eighth. The anticipated 
blessings of union are not very naturally introduced, nor very happily ex- 
pressed. He once (1706) tried to change his hand. He ventured on a 
comedy, and produced the ‘‘ Biter ;” with which, though it was unfavourably 
treated by the audience, he was himself delighted ; for he is said to have sat 
in the house laughing with great vehemence, whenever he had, in his own 
opinion, produced a jest. But, finding that he and the public had no 
sympathy of mirth, he tried at lighter scenes no more. 

After the ‘‘ Royal Convert” (1714) appeared ‘‘ Jane Shore,” written, as its 
author professes, 2 zmztation of Shakspeare's style. In what he thought 
himself an imitator of Shakspeare it is not easy to conceive. The numbers, 
the diction, the sentiments, and the conduct, everything in which imitation 
can consist, are remote in the utmost degree from the manner of Shakspeare ; 
whose dramas it resembles only as it is an ISnglish story, and as some of the 
persons have their names in history. This play, consisting chiefly of domestic 
scenes and private distress, lays hold upon the heart. The wife is forgiven 
because she repents, and the husband is honoured because he forgives, This, 
therefore, is one of those pieces which we still welcome on the stage. 

His last tragedy (1715) was ‘‘ Lady Jane Grey.” This subject had been 
chosen by Mr. Smith, whose papers were put into Rowe's hands such as he 
describes them in his preface. This play has likewise sunk into oblivion. 
From this time he gave nothing more to the stage. 

Being by a competent fortune exempted from any necessity of combating 
his inclination, he never wrote in distress, and therefore does not appear to 
have ever written in haste. His works were finished to hisown approbation, — 
and bear few marks of negligence or hurry. It is remarkable, that his pro- 
logues and epilogues are all his own, though he sometimes supplied others; 
he afforded help, but did not solicit it. . 

As his studies necessarily made him acquainted with Shakspeare, and 
acquaintance produced veneration, he undertook (1709) an edition of his 
works, from which he neither received much praise, nor seems to have ex- 
pected it; yet, I believe, those who compare it with former copies will find 
that he has done more than he promised; and that, without the pomp of 
notes or boasts of criticism, many passages are happily restored. He pre- 
fixed a life of the author, such as tradition, then almost expiring, could 
supply, and a preface ;* which cannot be said to discover much profundity 
or penetration. He at least contributed to the popularity of his author. 
He was willing enough to improve his fortune by other arts than poetry. He 


* Mr. Rowe's preface, however, is not distinct, as it might be supposed from this 
passage, from the life, 
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was under-secretary for three years when the Duke of Queensberry was 
secretary of state, and afterwards applied to the Earl of Oxford for some 
public employment.* Oxford enjoined him to study Spanish ; and when, 
some time afterwards, he came again, and said that he had mastered it, dis- 
missed him with this congratulation, ‘‘Then, sir, I envy you the pleasure of 
reading Don Quixote in the original.” 

This story is sufficiently attested ; but why Oxford, who desired to be 
thought a favourer of literature, should thus insult a man of acknowledged 
merit ; or how Rowe, who was so keen a Whigt that he did not willingly con- 
verse with men of the opposite party, could ask preferment from Oxford ; it 
is not now possible to discover. Pope, who told the story, did not say on 
what occasion the advice was given ; and, though he owned Rowe's disap- 
pointment, doubted whether any injury was intended him, but thought it 
rather Lord Oxford's odd way. 

It is likely that he lived on discontented through the rest of Queen Anne's 
reign ; but the time came at last when he found kinder friends. At the ac- 
cession of King George he was made poet-laureat ; I am afraid by the ejec« 
tion of poor Nahum Tate, who (1716) dicd in the Mint, where he was forced 
to seek shelter by extreme poverty. He was made likewise one of the land- 
surveyors of the customs of the port of London. The Prince of Wales 
chose him clerk of his council; and the Lord Chancellor Parker, as soon 
as he received the seals, appointed him, unasked, secretary of the presenta- 
tions. Such an accumulation of employments undoubtedly produced a very 
considerable revenue. 

Having already translated some parts of Lucan’s Pharsalia, which had 
been published in the Misccllanies, and doubtless received many praises, 
he undertook a version of the whole work, which he lived to finish, but not 
to publish. It seems to have been printed under the care of Dr. Welwood, 
who prefixed the author's life, in which is contained the following character :— 

‘* As to his person, it was graceful and well made; his face regular, and 
of amanly beauty. As his soul was well-lodged, so its rational and animal 
faculties excelled in a high degree. He hada quick and fruitful invention, 
a deep penetration, and a large compass of thought, with singular dexterity 
and easiness in making his thoughts to be understood. He was master of 
most parts of polite learning, especially the classical authors, both Greek 
and Latin ; understood the ]*rench, Italian, and Spanish languages; and 
spoke the first fluently, and the other two tolerably well. He had likewise 
read most of the Greek and Roman histories in their original languages, 

and most that are wrote in Englisn, French, Italian, and Spanish. He had 
' a good taste in philosophy; and, having a firm impression of religion upon 
his mind, he took great delight in divinity and ecclesiastical history, in both 
which he made great advances in the times he retired into the country, which 
was frequent. He expressed, on all occasions, his full persuasion of the 
truth of revealed religion ; and being a sincere member of the established 
church himself, he pitied, but condemned not, those that dissented from 
it. He abhorred the principles of persecuting men upon the account 
of their opinions in religion ; and, being strict in his own, he took it not 
upon him to censure those of another persuasion. His conversation was 
pleasant, witty, and learned, without the least tincture of affectation or 
pedantry ; and his inimitable manner of diverting and enlivening the com- 
pany made it impossible for any one to be out of humour when he was in it. 
Envy and detraction seemed to be entirely foreign to his constitution ; and 
whatever provocations he met with at any time, he passed them over without 
the least thought of resentment or revenge. As Homer had a Zoilus, so 
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Mr. Rowe had sometimes his ; for there were not wanting malevolent people, 
and pretenders to poetry too, that would now and then bark at his best per- 
formances ; but he was so conscious of his own genius, and had so much 
good-nature, as to forgive them ; nor could he ever be tempted to return 
them an answer. 

‘‘The love of learning and poetry made him not the less fit for business, 
and nobody applied himself closer to it, when it required his attendance. 
The late Duke of Queensberry, when he was secretary of state, made him his 
secretary for public affairs; and when that truly great man came to know 
him well, he was never so pleased as when Mr. Rowe was in his company, 
After the duke’s death, all avenues were stopped to his preferment ; and, 
during the rest of that reign, he passed his time with the Muses and his 
books, and sometimes the conversation of his friends. When he had just 
got to be easy in his fortune, and was in a fair way to make it better, death 
swept him away, and in him deprived the world of one of the best men, as 
well as one of the best geniuses, of the age. He died like a Christian and 
@ philosopher, in charity with all mankind, and with an absolute resignation 
to the will of God. Hekept up his good humour to the last ; and took leave of 
his wife and friends, immediately before his last agony, with the same tran- 
quillity of mind, and the same indifference for life, as though he had been 
upon taking but a short journey. Hewastwice married ; first to a daughter 
of Mr. Parsons, one of the auditors of the revenue; and afterwards toa 
daughter of Mr. Devenish, of a good family in Dorsetshire. By the first he had 
ason; and by the second a daughter, married afterwards to Mr. Fane, 
He died 6th December, 1718, in the forty-fifth year of his age; and was 
buried the nineteenth of the same month in Westminster Abbey, in the aisle 
where many of our I{nglish poets are interred, over against Chaucer, his 
body being attended by a select number of his friends, and the dean and choir 
officiating at the funeral.” 

To this character, which is apparently given with the fondness of a friend, 
may be added the testimony of Pope, who says, in a letter to Blount, ‘‘ Mr, 
Rowe accompanied me, and passed a week in the Forest. I need not tell 
you how much a man of his turn entertained me ; but I must acquaint you, 
there is a vivacity and gaiety of disposition, almost peculiar to him, which 
make it impossible to part from him without that uneasiness which generally 
succeeds all our pleasure.”’ 

Pope has left behind him another mention of his companion, less advan- 
tageous, which is thus reported by Dr. Warburton :— 

‘‘Rowe, in Mr. Pope's opinion, maintained a decent character, but had no 
heart. Mr. Addison was justly offended with some Dehaviour which arose 
from that want, and estranged himself from him; which Rowe felt very 
severely. Mr. Pope, their common friend, knowing this, took an oppor- 
tunity, at some juncture of Mr. Addison’s advancement, to tell him how poor 
Rowe was grieved at his displeasure, and what satisfaction he expressed at 
Mr. Addison's good fortune, which he expressed so naturally, that he (Mr, 
Pope) could not but think him sincere. Mr. Addison replied, ‘I do not sus- 
pect that he feigned; but the levity of his heart is such, that he is struck 
with any new adventure ; and it would affect him just in the same manner, 
if he heard I was going to be hanged.’—Mr. Pope said he could not deny 
but Mr. Addison understood Rowe well.” 

This censure time has not left us the power of confirming or refuting ; but 
observation daily shows, that much stress is not to be laid on hyperbolical 
accusations, and pointed sentences, which even he that utters them desires 
to be applauded rather than credited. Addison can hardly be supposed to 
have meant all that he said. Few characters can bear the microscopic 
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scrutiny of wit quickened by anger; and perhaps the best advice to authors 
would be, that they should keep out of the way of one another. 

Rowe is chiefly to be considered as a tragic writer anda translator. In 
his attempt at comedy he failed so ignominiously, that his Biter is not in- 
serted in his works ; and his occasional poems and short compositions are 
rarely worthy either praise or censure ; for they seem the casual sports of a 
mind seeking rather to amuse itsdeisure than to exercise its powers. In the 
construction of his dramas, there is not much art; he is not a nice observer 
of the unities. He extends time and varies places as his convenience re- 
quires. To vary the place is not, in my opinion, any violation of nature, if 
the change be made between the acts ; ‘for it is no less easy for the spectator 
to suppose himself at Athens in the second act, than at Thebes in the first ; 
but to change the scene, as is done by Rowe, in the middle of an act, is to 
add more acts to the play, since an act is so much of the business as is trans- 
acted without interruption. Rowe, by this licence, easily extricates himself 
from difficulties ; as in Jane Grey, when we have been terrified with all the 
dreadful pomp of public execution, and are wondering how the heroine or 
the poet will proceed, no sooner has Jane pronounced soine prophetic 
rhymes, than—pass and be gone—the scene closes, and Pembroke and Gar- 
diner are turned out upon the stage. 

I know not that there can be found in his plays any deep search into 
nature, any accurate discriminations of kindred qualities, or nice display of 
passion in its progress ; all is general and undefined. Nor does he much 
interest or affect the auditor, except in Jane Shore, who is aiways seen and 
heard with pity. Alicia is a character of empty noise, with no resemblance 
to real sorrow or to natural madness. 

Whence, then, has Rowe his reputation? From the reasonableness and 
propriety of some of his scenes, from the elegance of his diction, and the 
suavity of his verse. He seldom moves either pity or terror, but he often 
elevates the sentiments ; heseldom pierces the breast, but he always delights 
the ear, and often improves the understanding. His translation of the 
Golden Verses, and of the first book of Quillet’s poem, have nothing inthem 
remarkable. ‘The Golden Verses are tedious. 

The version of Lucan is one of the greatest productions of English poetry ; 
for there is perhaps none that so completely exhibits the genius and spirit of 
the original. Lucan is distinguished by a kind of dictatorial or philosophic 
dignity, rather, as Quintilian observes, declamatory than poetical; full of 
ambitious morality and pointed sentences, comprised in vigorous and ani- 
mated lines. This character Rowe has very diligently and successfully pre- 
served. His versification, which is such as his contemporaries practised, 
without any attempt at innovation or improvement, seldom wants either 
melody or force. His author's sense is sometimes a little diluted by addi- 
tional infusions, and sometimes weakened by too much expansion. But such 
faults are to be expected in all translations, from the constraint of measures 
and dissimilitude of languages. The Pharsalia of Rowe deserves more notice 
than it obtains, and as it is more read will be more estee:ned, 
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OSEPH ADDISON was born on the first of May, 1672, at Mile 

ston, of which his father, Lancelot Addison, was then rector, 
near Ambroscbury, in Wiltshire, and appearing weak and un- 
likely to live, he was christened the same day. After the usual 
domestic education, which from the character of his father may 
be reasonably supposed to have given him strong impressions of piety, 
he was committed to the care of Mr. Naish at Ambrosebury, and afterwards 
of Mr. Taylor at Salisbury. 

Not to name the school or the masters of men illustrious for literature, 

is a kind of historical fraud, by which honest fame is injuriously diminished: 
I would therefore trace him through the whole process of his education. In 
1683, in the beginning of his twelfth year, his father, being made Dean of 
Lichfield, naturally carried his family to his new residence, and, I believe, 
placed him for some time, probably not long, under Mr. Shaw, then master 
of the school at Lichfield, father of the late Dr. Peter Shaw. Of this in- 
terval his biographers have given no account, and I know it only from a 
story of a darring-out, told me, when I was a boy, by Andrew Corbet, of 
Shropshire, who had heard it from Mr. Pigot, his uncle. 
_ The practice of darring-out was a savage licence, practised in many 
schools to the end of the last century, by which the boys, when the periodi- 
cal vacation drew near, growing petulant at the approach of liberty, some 
days before the time of regular recess, took possession of the school, of 
which they barred the doors, and bade their master defiance from the 
windows. It is not easy to suppose, that on such occasions the master would 
do more than laugh; yet, if tradition may be credited, he often struggled 
hard to force or surprise the garrison. ‘The master, when Pigot was a 
schoolboy, was darred-out at Lichfield ; and the whole operation, as he said, 
was planned and conducted by Addison. 

To judge better of the probability of this story, I have inquired when he 
was sent to the Chartreux ; but, as he was not one of those who enjoyed the 
founder's benefaction, there is no account preserved of his admission. At 
the school of the Chartreux, to which he was removed either from that of 
Salisbury or Lichfield, he pursued his juvenile studies under the care of 
Dr. Ellis, and contracted that intimacy with Sir Richard Steele which their 
joint labours have so effectually recorded. 

Of this memorable friendship the greater praise must be given to Steele, 
It is not hard to love those from whom nothing can be feared; and Addi- 
. son never considered Steele as a rival; but Steele lived, as he confesses, 
under an habitual subjection to the predominating genius of Addison, whom 
he always mentioned with reverence, and treated with obsequiousness. 

Addison,* who knew his own dignity, could not always forbear to show it, 
by playing a little upon his admirer; but he was in no danger of retort : his 
jests were endured without resistance or resentment. But the sneer of jocu- 
larity was not the worst. Steele, whose imprudence of generosity, or vanity 
of profusion, kept him always incurably necessitous, upon some pressing 
exigence, in an evil hour, borrowed a hundred pounds of his friend, probably 
without much purpose of repayment; but Addison, who seems to have had 
other notions of a hundred pounds, grew impatient of delay, and reclaimed 
his loan by an execution. Steele felt with great sensibility the obduracy ot 
his creditor, but with emotions of sorrow rather than of anger.t 





* Spence. 
¢ This fact was communicated to Johnson in my hearing by a person of unquestion 
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In 1687 he was entered into Queen's College in Oxford, where, in 1689, 
the accidental perusal of some Latin verses gained him the patronage of Dr. 
Lancaster, afterwards provost of Queen's College; by whose recommenda- 
tion he was elected into Magdalen College as a demy, a term by which that 
society denominates those which are elsewhere called scholars ; young men, 
who partake of the founder's benefaction, and succeed in their order to 
vacant fellowships.* Here he continued to cultivate poctry and criticism, 
and grew first eminent by his Latin compositions, which are indeed entitled 
to particular praise. He has not confined himself to the imitation of any 
ancient author, but has formed his style from the gencral language, such asa 
diligent perusal of the productions of different ages happened to supply. 
His Latin compositions seem to have I:ad much of his fondness, for he col- 
lected a second volume of the Musze Anglican, perhaps for a convenient 
receptacle, in which all his Latin pieces are inserted, and where his poem on 
the Peace has the first place. He afterwards presented the collection to 
Boileau, who, from that time, ‘‘conccived,” says Tickell, ‘‘an opinion of 
the English genius for poetry.” Nothing is better known of Boileau, than 
that he had an injudicious and peevish contempt of modern Latin, and there- 
fore his profession of regard was probably the effect of his civility rather than 
approbation. ‘ 

Three of his Latin poems are upon subjects on which perhaps he would 
not have ventured to have written in his own language. ‘‘The Battle of the 
Pigmies and Cranes ;” ‘‘’The Barometer ;” and ‘'A Bowling-green.’’ When 
the matter is low or scanty, a dead language, in which nothing is mean 
because nothing is familiar, affords great conveniences; and, by the sonorous 
magnificence of Roman syllables, the writer conceals penury of thought, and 
want of novelty, often from the reader, and often from himself. 

In his twenty-second year he first showed his power of English poetry by 
some verses addressed to Dryden ; and soon after published a translation of 
the greater part of the Fourth Georgic upon Bees; after which, says Dryden, 
‘my latter swarm is scarcely worth the hiving.” About the same time he 
composed the arguments prefixed to the several books of Dryden's Virgil ; 
and produced an Kssay on the Georgics, juvenile, superficial, and uninstruc- 
tive, without much either of the scholar’s learning or the critic’s penetration. 
His next paper of verses contained a character of the principal English 
poets, inscribed to Henry Sacheverell, who was then, if not a poct, a writer 
of verses ;¢ as is shown by his version of a small part of Virgil's Georgics, 
published in the Misccllanies ; and a Latin encomium on Queen Mary, in 
the Musze Anglicanze. These verses exhibit all the fondness of friendship ; 
but, on one side or the other, friendship was afterwards too weak for the 


able veracity, but whose name I am not at liberty to mention. He hadit, as he told us, 
from Lady Primrose, to whom Steele related it with tears in his eyes. The late Dr. 
Stinton contirmed it to me, by saying, that he had heard it from Mr. Hooke, author of 
the Roman History; and he, from Mr. Pope. See, Victor’s Letters, vol. i. p. 328, this 
transaction somewhat differently related. 

* He took the degree of M.A. February 14, 1693, 

+ A letter which I found among Dr. Johnson’s papers, dated in January 1784, from a 
lady in Wiltshire, contains a discovery of some importance in hitcrary history,—viz., that 
by the initials I1.S. prefixed to the poem, we are not to understand the famous Pr. Henry 
Sacheverell, whose trial is the most remarkable incident in his life. The information 
thus communicated is, that the verses in question were not. an address to the fymous 
Dr. Sacheverell, but to a very ingenious gentleman of the same name, who died young, 
supposed to be a Manxman, for that he wrote the history of the Isle of Man. That 
this Nd left his papers to Mr. Addison, and had formed a plan of a tragedy upon 
the death of Socrates. The lady says, she had this information from a Mr. Stephens, 
who was a fellow of Merton College, a contemporary and intimate with Mr. Addisoa 
in Oxford, who died, near fifty years ago, a prebendary of Winchester, 
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malignity of faction. in this poem is a very confident and discriminate 
character of Spenser, whose work he had then never read.* So little some. 
times is criticism the effect of judgment. It is necessary to inform the reader, 
that about this time he was introduced by Congreve to Montague, then 
Chancellor of the exchequer : Addison was then learning the trade of a 
courtier, and subjoincd Montague as a poetical name to those of Cowley 
and of Dryden. By the influence of Mr. Montaguc, concurring, according 
to Tickell, with his natural modesty, he was diverted from his original design 
of entcring into holy orders, Montague alleged the corruption of men who 
engaged in civil employments without liberal education ; and declared, that, 
though he was represented as an enemy to the church, he would never do it 
any injury but by withholding Addison from it. 

Soon after (in 1695) he wrote a poem to King William, with a rhyming 
introduction addressed to Lord Somers. King William had no regard to 
elegance or literature ; his study was only war ; yet by a choice of ministers, 
whose disposition was very different from his own, he procured, without in- 
tention, a very liberal patronage to poetry. Addison was caressed both by 
Somers and Montague. 

In 1697 appeared his Latin verses on the peace of Ryswick, which he 
dedicated to Montague, and which was afterwards called, by Smith, ‘‘ the 
best Latin poem since the Atneid.” Praise must not be too rigorously ex- 
amined; but the performance cannot be denied to be vigorous and elegant, 
Having yet no public employment, he obtained (in 1699) a pension of three 
hundred pounds a year, that he might be enabled to travel. He stayeda 
year at Blois, + probably to Iearn the I'rench Janguage ; and then proceeded 
in his journey to Italy, which he surveyed with the eyes of a poet. While 
he was travelling at lcisure, he was far from being idle: for he not only col- 
‘lected his observations on the country, but found time to write his Dialogues 
on Medals, and four acts of Cato. Such at least is the relation of Tickell. 
Perhaps he only collected his matcrials and formed his plan. Whatever 
were his other employments in Italy, he there wrote the letter to Lord Hali- 
fax, which is justly considered as the most elegant, if not the most sublime, 
of his poetical productions. But in about two years he found it necessary to 
hasten homc ; being, as Swift informs us, distressed by indigence, and com- 
pelled to become the tutor of a travelling squire, because his pension was 
not remitted. 

At his return he published his Travels, with a dedication to Lord Somers, 
As his stay in foreign countries was short, his observations are such as might 
be supplied by a hasty view, and consist chiefly in comparisons of the present 
face of the country with the descriptions left us by the Roman poets, from 
whom he made preparatory collections, though he might have spared the 
trouble, had he known that such collections had been made twice before by 
Italian authors. 

The most amusing passage of his book is his account of the minute re- 
public of San Marino ; of many parts it is not a very severe censure to say, 
that they might have been written at home. His elegance of language, and 
variegation of prose and verse, however, gains upon the reader; and the 
book, though a while neglected, became in time so much the favourite of 
the public, that before it was reprinted it rose to five times its price. 

When he returned to England (1n ryo2), with a meanness of appearance 
which gave testimony of the difficulties to which he had been reduced, he 
found his old patrons out of power, and was therefore, for a time, at full 
leisure for the cultivation of his mind, and a mind so cultivated gives reason 
to believe that little time was lost. But he remained not long neglected or 
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useless, The victory at Blenheim (1704) spread triumph and confidence oves 
the nation; and Lord Godolphin, lamenting to Lord Halifax, that it had 
not been celebrated in a manner equal to the subject, desired him to propose 
it to some better poet. Halifax told him, that there was no encouragement 
for genius; that worthless men were unprofitably enriched with public 
money, without any care to find or employ those whose appearance might 
do honour to their country. To this Godolphin replied, that such abuses 
should in time be rectified ; and that, if a man could be found capable of 
the task then proposed, he should not want an ample recompense. Halifax 
then named Addison, but required that the treasurer should apply to him in 
his own person. Godolphin sent the message by Mr. Boyle, afterwards 
Lord Carlton; and Addison, having undertaken the work, communicated 
it to the treasury, while it was yet advanced no further than the simile of the 
angel, and was immediately rewarded by succeeding Mr, Locke in the place 
of Commissioner of Appeals. 

In the following year he was at Hanover with Lord Halifax: and the 
year after he was made under-secretary of state, first to Sir Charles Hedges, 
and in a few months more to the Earl of Sunderland. About this time the 
prevalent taste for Italian operas inclined him to try what would be the 
effect of a musical drama in our own language. He therefore wrote the 
opera of ‘‘ Rosamond,” which, when exhibited on the stage, was either 
hissed or neglected ; but, trusting that the readers would do him more 
justice, he published it with an inscription to the Duchess of Mar]borough ; 
a woman without skill, or pretensions to skill, in poetry or literature. His 
dedication was therefore an instance of servile absurdity, to be exceeded only 
by Joshua Barnes’s dedication of a Greek Anacreon to the Duke. His re- 
putation had been somewhat advanced by ‘‘The Tender Husband,” a 
comedy which Stcele dedicated to him, with a confession that he owed to 
him several of the most successful scenes. To this play Addison supplied 
a prologue. 

When the Marquis of Wharton was appointed lord lieutenant of Ireland, 
Addison attended him as his secretary ; and was made keeper of the records 
in Birmingham's Tower, with a salary of three hundred pounds a year. The 
office was little more than nominal, and the salary was augmented for his 
accommodation. Interest and faction allow little to the operation of parti- 
cular dispositions, or private opinions. Two men of personal characters, 
More opposite than those of Wharton and Addison, could not easily be 
Srought together. Wharton was impious, profligate, and shameless, with- 
put regard, or appearance of regard, to right and wrong ;* whatever is con- 
trary to this may be said of Addison ; but as agents of a party they were con- 
nected, and how they adjusted their other sentiments we cannot know. 

Addison must however not be too hastily condemned. It is not necessary 
to refuse benefits from a bad man, when the acceptance implies no approba- 
tion of his crimes; nor has the subordinate officer any obligation to examine 
the opinions or conduct of those under whom he acts, except that he may 
not be made the instrument of wickedness. It is reasonable to suppose that 
Addison counteracted, as far as he was able, the malignant and blasting in- 
fluence of the lieutenant; and that at least py his intervention some good 
was done, and some mischief prevented. When he was in office, he made a 
law to himself, as Swift has recorded, never to remit his regular fees in 
civility to his friends: ‘‘For,"’ said he, ‘‘I may have a hundred friends ; 
and, if my fee be two guineas, I shall, by relinquishing my right, lose two 
hundred guineas, and no friend gain more than two; there is therefore no 


* Dr. Johnson appears to have blended the character of the marquis with that nf 
his son the duke, 
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proportion between the good imparted and the evil suffered.” He was in 
Ireland when Steele, without any communication of his design, began the 
publication of the Tatler: but he was not long concealed ; by inserting a 
remark on Virgil, which Addison had given him, he discovered himself. It 
is indeed not easy for any man to write upon literature or common life, so 
as not to make himself known to those with whom he familiarly converses, 
and who are acquainted with his track of study, his favourite topic, his 
peculiar notions, and his habitual phrases. 

If Steele desired to write in secret, he was not lucky; a single month de- 
tectedhim. His first Tatler was published April 22 fetes ; and Addison's 
contribution appeared May 26. ‘Tickell observes, that the Tatler began and 
was concluded without his concurrence. This is doubtless literally true ; 
but the work did not suffer much by his unconsciousness of its commence- 
ment, or his absence at its cessation ; for he continued his assistance ta 
December 23, and the paper stopped on January 2. He did not distinguish 
his pieces by any signature ; and I know not whether his name was not kept 
secret till the papers were collected into volumes. 

To the Tatler, in about two months, succeeded the Spectator ; a series of 
essays of the same kind, but written with less levity, upon a more regular 
plan, and published daily. Such an undertaking showed the writers not to 
distrust their own copiousness of materials or facility of composition, and 
their performance justified their confidence. ‘They found, however, in their 
progress, many auxiliarics. To attempt a single paper was no terrifying 
labour; many pieces were offered, and many were received. 

Addison had enough of the zeal of party ; but Steele had at that time 
almost nothing else. The Spectator, in one of the first papers, showed the 
political tenets of its authors ; but a resolution was soon taken, of oe 
general approbation by general topics, and subjects on which faction ha 
produced no diversity of sentiments ; such as literature, morality, and 
familiar life. To this practice they adhered with few deviations. The ardour 
of Steele once broke out in praise of Marlborough ; and when Dr. Fleetwood 
prefixed to some sermons a preface, overflowing with Whiggish opinions, 
that it might be read by the Queen,* it was reprinted in the Spectator. 

To teach the minuter decencies and inferior duties, to regulate the practice 
of daily conversation, to correct those depravities which are rather ridiculous 
than criminal, and remove those grievances which, if they produce no 
lasting calamities, impress hourly vexation, was first attempted by Casa in 
his book of ‘‘ Manners,” and Castiglione in his ‘‘ Courtier;"’ two books 
yet celebrated in Italy for purity and elegance, and which, if they are now 
less read, are neglected only because they have effected that reformation 
which their authors intended, and their precepts now are no longer wanted. 
Their usefulness to the age in which they werewritten is sufficiently attested by 
the translations which almost all the nations of Europe were in haste to obtain. 

This species of instruction was continued, and perhaps advanced, by the 
French ; among whom La Bruyére’s Manners of the Age, though, as Boileau 
remarked, it is written without connexion, certainly deserves praise, for liveli- 
ness of description, and justness of observation. 

Before the Tatler and Spectator, if the writers for the theatre are excepted, 
England had no masters of common life. No writers had yet undertaken to - 
reform either the savageness of neglect, or the impertinence of civility; to 
show when to speak, or to be silent ; how to refuse, or how to comply. We 


* This particular number of the Spectator, it is said, was not published till twelve 
o’clock, that it might come out precisely at the hour of Her Majesty’s breakfast, and 
that no time might be Icft for deliberating about serving it up with that meal, ag 
usual, See edit. of the Tatler with netes, vol, vi, No, 271 mote p, 452, &c, 

Q 


226 ADDISON. 


had many books to teach us our more important duties, and to settle opinions 
in philosophy or politics; but an Arbiter Elegantiarum, a judge of pro- 
priety, was yet wanting, who should survey the track of daily conversation, 
and free it from thorns and prickles, which tease the passer, though they do 
not wound him. For this purpose nothing is so proper as the frequent publi- 
cation of short papers, which we read not as study but amusement. If the 
subject be slight, the treatise is short. ‘The busy may find time, and the idle 
may find patience, This mode of conveying cheap and easy knowledge 
began among us in the civil war,* when it was much the interest of either 
party to raise and fix the prejudices of the people. At that time appeared 
Mercurius Aulicus, Mercurius Rusticus, and Mercurius Civicus. It is said, 
that when any title grew popular, it was stolen by the antagonist, who by this 
stratagem conveyed his notions to those who would not have received him 
had he not worn the appearance ofa friend. ‘The tumult of those unhappy 
days left scarcely any man leisure to treasure up occasional compositions ; and 
so much were they neglected, that a complete collection is nowhere to befound. 

‘These Mercuries were succeeded by L’Estrange’s Observator; and that by 
Lesley’s Rehearsal, and perhaps by others ; but hitherto nothing had been 
conveyed to the people, in this commodious manner, but controversy relating 
to the church or state; of which they taught many to talk, whom they could 
not teach to judge. 

It has been suggested, that the Royal Society was instituted soon after the 
Restoration, to divert the attention of the people from public discontent. 
The Tatler and Spectator had the same tendency; they were published at a 
time when two parties, loud, restless, and violent, each with plausible de- 
clarations, and each perhaps without any distinct termination of its views, 
were agitating the nation; to minds heated with political contest they 
supplied cooler and more inoffensive reflections ; and it is said by Addison, 
in a subsequent work, that they had a perceptible influence upon the con- 
versation of that time, and taught the frolic and the gay to unite merriment 
with decency; an effect which they can never wholly lose, while they con- 
tinue to be among the first books by which both sexes are initiated in the 
elegances of knowledge. 

The Tatler and Spectator adjusted, like Casa, the unsettled practice of 
daily intercourse by propriety and politeness; and, like La Bruyére, exhibited 
the Characters and Manners of the Age. The personages introduced in 
these papers were not merely ideal; they were then known, and conspicuous 
in various stations. Of the Tatler this is told by Steele in his last paper ; 
and of the Spectator by Budgell in the preface to Theophrastus, a book 
which Addison has recommended, and which he was suspected to have 
revised, if he did not write it. Of those portraits, which may be supposed 
to be sometimes embellished, and sometimes aggravated, the originals are 
now partly known, and partly forgotten. But to say that they united the 
plans of two or three eminent writers, is to give them but a small part of 
their due praise; they superadded literature and criticism, and sometimes 
towered far above their predecessors ; and taught, with great justness of argu- 
ment and dignity of language, the most important duties and sublime truths, 
All these topics were happily varied with elegant fictions and refined allegories, 
and illuminated with different changes of style and felicities of invention. 


_.* Newspapers appear to haye had an earlier date than here assigned. Cleveland, in 
his Character of a London Diurnal, says, “The original sinner of this kind was 
Dutch; Gallo-belgicus the Protoplas, and the Modern Mercuries but Hans en kelders.” 
Some intelligence giyen by Mercurius Gallo-belgicus is mentioned in Carew’s Survey 
of Cornwall, p. 126, originally published in 1602. These vehicles of information are 
often mentioned in the plays of James and Charles the First. 
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It is recorded by Budgell, that of the characters feig ned or exhibited in the 
Spectator, the favourite of Addison was Sir Roger de Coverley, of whom he 
had formed a very delicate and discriminate idea, which he would not suffer 
to be violated; and therefore, when Stecle had shown him innocently picking 
up a girl in the Temple, and taking her toa tavern, he drew upon himself so 
much of his friend’s indignation, that he was forced to appease him by a 
promise of forbearing Sir Roger for the time to come. 

The reason which induced Cervantes to bring his hero to the grave, para 
mz sola nacio Don Quixote, y yo para el, made Addison declare, with undue 
vehemence of expression, that he would kill Sir Roger; being of opinion that 
they were born for one another ; and that any other hand would do him wrong. 

It may be doubted whether Addison ever filled up his original delineation. 
He describes his knight as having his imagination somewhat warped ; but 
of this perversion he has made very little use. The irregularitics in Sir 
Roger’s conduct seem not so much the effects of a mind deviating from the 
beaten track of life, by the perpetual pressure of some overwhelming idea, 
as of habitual rusticity, and that negligence which solitary grandeur naturally 
generates, The variable weather of the mind, the flying vapours of incipient 
madness, which from time to time cloud reason, without eclipsing it, it 
requires so much nicety to exhibit, that Addison seems to have been deterred 
from prosecuting his own design. 

To Sir Roger, who, as a country gentleman, appears to be a Tory, or, as 
it is gently expressed, an adherent to the landed interest, is opposed Sir 
Andrew Freeport, a new man, a wealthy merchant, zealous for the monied 
interest, anda Whig. Of this contrariety of opinions, it is probable moive 
consequences were at first intended than could be produced when the reso- 
lution was taken to exclude party from the paper. Sir Andrew does but 
little, and that little seems not to have pleased Addison, who, when he dis- 
missed him from the club, changed his opinions, Steele had made him, in 
the true spirit of unfeeling commerce, declare that he ‘‘ would not build an 
hospital for idle people ;" but at last he buys land, settles in the country, 
and builds not a manufactory, but an hospital for twelve old husbandmen, 
for men with whom a merchant has little acquaintance, and whom he com- 
monly considers with little kindness. | 

Of essays thus elegant, thus instructive, and thus commodiously dis- 
tributed, it is natural to suppose the approbation general, and the sale 
numerous. I once heard it observed, that the sale may be calculated by the 
product of the tax, related in the last number to produce more than twenty 
pounds a weck, and therefore stated at one-and-twenty pounds, or three 
pounds ten shillings a day: this, at a halfpenny a paper, will give sixteen 
hundred and eighty* for the daily number. This sale is not great ; yct this, 
if Swift be credited, was likely to grow less; for he declares that the 
Spectator, whom he ridicules for his endless mention of the fazy sex, had 
before his recess wearied his readers. 

The next year (1713), in which Cato came upon the stage, was the grand 
climacteric of Addison's reputation. Upon the death of Cato, he had, as 
is said, planned a tragedy in the time of his travels, and had for several 
years the four first acts finished, which were shown to such as were likely to 
spread their admiration. They were seen by Pope, and by Cibber, who re- 
lates that Steele, when he took back the copy, told him, in the despicable 
cant of literary modesty, that, whatever spirit his friend had shown in the 
composition, he doubted whether he would have courage sufficient to ex- 


* That this calculation is not exapeceated, that it is even much below the real 
number, see the notes on the Tatler, ed, 1786, vol. vi. p. 452, N. 
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pose it to the censure of a British audience. The time, however, was flow 
come, when those, who affected to think liberty in danger, affected likewise 
to think that a stage-play might preserve it ; and Addison was importuned, 
in the name of the tutelary deities of Britain, to show his courage and his 
zeal by finishing his design. 

To resume his work he seemed perversely and unaccountably unwilling ; 
and by a request, which perhaps he wished to be denied, desired Mr. Hughes 
to add a fifth act. Hughes supposed him serious; and, undertaking the 
supplement, brought in a few days some scenes for his examination ; but he 
had in the meantime gone to work himself, and produced half an act, which 
he afterwards completed, but with brevity irregularly disproportionate to 
the foregoing parts, like a task performed with reluctance, and hurried to its 
conclusion. 

It may yet be doubted whether Cato was made public by any change of 
the author's purpose ; for Dennis charged him with raising prejudices in his 
own favour by false positions of preparatory criticism, and with Jozsoning the 
town by contradicting in the Spectator the established rule of poetical justice, 
because his own hero, with all his virtues, was to fall before a tyrant. The 
fact is certain ; the motives we must guess, 

Addison was, I believe, sufficiently disposed to bar all avenues against all 
danger. When Pope brought him the prologue, which is properly accom- 
modated to the play, there were these words, ‘‘ Britons, arise ! be worth 
like this approved ;’’ meaning nothing more than, Britons, erect and exalt 

ourselves to the approbation of public virtue. Addison was frighted, lest 
he should be thought a promoter of insurrection, and the line was liquidated 
to ‘‘ Britons, attend.” 

Now, ‘‘ heavily in clouds came on the day, the great, the important day,” 
when Addison was to stand the hazard of the theatre. That there might, 
however, be left as little hazard as was possible, on the first night Steele, as 
himself relates, undertook to pack an audience. ‘This, says Pope,* had 
been tried for the first time in favour of the Distressed Mother ; and was 
now, with more efficacy, practised for Cato. The danger was soon over. 
The whole nation was at that time on fire with faction. The Whigs 

‘applauded every line in which liberty was mentioned, as a satire on the 
Tories ; and the Tories echocd every clap, to show that the satire was unfelt. 
The story of Bolingbroke is well known. He called Booth to his box, and 
gave him fifty guineas for defending the cause of liberty so well against a 
perpetual dictator. ‘The Whigs, says Pope, design a second present, when 
they can accompany it with as good a sentence. 

The play, supported thus by the emulation of factious praise, was acted 
night after night for a longer time than, I believe, the public had allowed to 
any drama before ; and the author, as Mrs. Porter long afterwards related, 
wandered through the whole exhibition behind the scenes with restless and 
unappeasable solicitude. When it was printed, notice was given that the 
queen would be pleased if it was dedicated to her ; ‘‘but, as he had designed 
that compliment elsewhere, he found himself obliged,” says Tickell, ‘‘ by 
his duty on the one hand, and his honour on the other, to send it into the 
world without any dedication.” 

Human happiness has always its abatements; the brightest sunshine of 
success is not without a cloud. No sooner was Cato offered to the reader, 
than it was attacked by the acute malignity of Dennis, with all the violence 
of angry criticism. Dennis, though equally zealous, and probably by his 
temper more furious than Addison, for what they called liberty, and though 
a flatterer of the Whig ministry, could not sit quiet at a successful play; but 
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was eager to tell friends and enemies, that they had misplaced their admira- 
tions. The world was too stubborn for instruction ; with the fate of the 
censurer of Corneille’s Cid, his animadversions showed his anger without 
effect, and Cato continued to be praised. 

Pope had now an opportunity of courting the friendship of Addison, by 
vilifying his old enemy, and could give resentment its full play without 
appearing to revenge himself. He therefore published ‘‘ A Narrative of the 
Madness of John Dennis ;” a performance which left the objections to the 
play in their full force, and therefore discovered more desire of vexing the 
Critic than of defending the poet. 

Addison, who was no stranger to the world, probably saw the selfishness 
of Pope's friendship; and, resolving that he should have the consequences 
of his officiousness to himself, informed Dennis by Steele, that he was sorry 
for the insult ; and that, whenever he should think fit to answer his remarks, 
he would do it in a manner to which nothing could be objected. 

The greatest weakness of the play is in the scenes of love, which are said 
by Pope* to have been added to the original plan upon a subsequent review, 
in compliance with the popular practice of the stage. Such an authority it 
is hard to reject ; yet the love is so intimately mingled with the whole action, 
that it cannot easily be thought extrinsic and adventitious; for, if it were 
taken away, what would be left? or how were the four acts filled in the first 
draught? At the publication the wits seemed proud to pay their attendance 
with encomiastic verses. ‘The best are from an unknown hand, which will 
perhaps lose somewhat of their praise when the author is known to be Jeffreys. 

Cato had yet other honours. It was censured as a party-play bya scholar 
of Oxford ; and defended in a favourable examination by Dr. Sewel. It was 
translated by Salvini into Italian, and acted at Florence ; and by the Jesuits of 
St. Omer’s into Latin, and played by their pupils. Of this version a copy 
was sent to Mr. Addison: it is to be wished that it could be found, for the 
sake of comparing their version of the soliloquy with that of Bland. 

A tragedy was written on the same subject by Des Champs, a French poet, 
which was translated with a criticism on the English play. But the translator 
and the critic are now forgotten. 

Dennis lived on unanswered, and therefore little read. Addison knew the 
policy of literature too well to make his enemy important by drawing the 
attention of the public upon a criticism, which, though sometimes intempe- 
rate, was often irrefragable. 

While Cato was upon the stage, another daily paper, called the Guardian, 
was published by Steele. To this Addison gave great assistance, whether 
occasionally or by previous engagement is not known. The character of 
Guardian was too narrow and too serious: it might properly enough admit 
both the duties and the decencies of life, but seemed not to include literary 
speculations, and was in some degree violated by merriment and burlesque. 
What had the Guardian of the Lizards to do with clubs of tall or of little 
men, with nests of ants, or with Strada’s prolusions? Of this paper nothing 
is necessary to be said, but that it found many contributors, and that it was 
a continuation of the Spectator, with the same elegance, and the same 
variety, till some unlucky sparkle from a Tory paper set Steele’s politics on 
fire, and wit at once blazed into faction. He was soon too hot for neutral 
topics, and quitted the Guardian to write the Englishman, 

The papers of Addison are marked in the Spectator by one of the letters 
in the name of Clio, and in the Guardian by a hand; whether it was, as 
Tickell pretends to think, that he was unwilling to usurp the praise of others, 
or, as Steele, with far greater likelihood, insinuates, that he could not with- 
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out discontent impart to others any of his own. ! have heard that his avidity 
did not satisfy itself with the air of renown, but that with great eagerness he 
laid hold on his proportion of the profits. 

Many of these papers were written with powers truly comic, with nice dis- 
crimination of characters, and accurate observation of natural or accidental 
deviations from propriety; but it was not supposed that he had tried a 
comedy on the stage, till Steele after his death declared him the author of 
the Drummer. ‘This, however, Steele did not know to be true by any direct 
testimony; for, when Addison put the play into his hands, he only told him 
it was the work of a ‘‘Gentleman in the company ;” and when it was received, 
as is confessed, with cold disapprobation, he was probably less willing to 
claim it. Tickell omitted it in his collection; but the testimony of Stccle, 
and the total silence of any other claimant, has determined the public to 
assign it to Addison, and it is now printed with other poetry. Steele carried 
the Drummer to the play-house, and afterwards to the press, and sold the 
copy for fifty guineas. 

To the opinion of Steele may be added the proof supplied by the play 
itself, of which the characters are such as Addison would have delineated, 
and the tendency such as Addison would have promoted. ‘That it should 
have becn ill reccived would raise wonder, did we not daily see the capricious 
distribution of theatrical praise. 

He was not all this time an indifferent spectator of public affairs, He 
wrote as different exigencics required (in 1707), ‘‘The present State of the 
War, and the Necessity of an Augmentation;” which, however judicious, 
being written on temporary topics, and exhibiting no peculiar powers, laid 
hold on no attention, and has naturally sunk by its own weight into neglect. 
This cannot be said of the few papers entitled The Whig Examiner, in 
which is employed all the force of gay malevolence and humorous satire. 
Of this paper, which just appeared and expired, Swift remarks, with 
exultation, that ‘‘it is now down among the dead men."* He might well 
rejoice at the death of that which he could not have killed. Every reader of 
every party, since personal malice is past, and the papers which once 
inflamed the nation are read only as effusions of wit, must wish for more of 
the Whig Examiners ; for on no occasion was the genius of Addison more 
vigorously excrted, and on none did the superiority of his powers more evi- 
dently appear. His Trial of Count Tariff, written to expose the treaty of 
commerce with France, lived no longer than the question that produced it. 

Not long afterwards an attempt was made to revive the Spectator, at a 
time indeed by no means favourable to literature, when the succession of a 
new family to the throne filled the nation with anxiety, discord, and con- 
fusion; and either the turbulence of the times, or the satiety of the readers, 
put a stop to the publication, after an experiment of eighty numbers, which 
were actually collected into an eighth volume, perhaps more valuable than 
any of those that went before it. Addison produced more than a fourth 
part; and the other contributors are by no means unworthy of appearing as 
his associates, The time that had passed during the suspension of the 
Spectator, though it had not lessened his power of humour, seems to have 
increased his disposition to seriousness: the proportion of his religious to his 
comic papers is greater than in the former series, 

The Spectator, from its re-ccommencement, was published only three times 
a week; and no discriminative marks were added to the papers, To Addi- 


* From a Tory song in vogue at the time, the burthen whereof is, 


And he that will this health deny, 
Down among the dead men let him lie. 
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gon, Tickell has ascribed twenty-three.* The Spectator had many contri- 
butors; and Steele, whose negiigence kept him always in a hurry, when it 
was his turn to furnish a paper, called loudly for the letters, of which Addi- 
son, whose materials were more, made little use; having recourse to sketches 
and hints, the product of his former studics, which he now reviewed and 
completed: among these are named by Tickell the Essays on Wit, those on 
the Pleasures of the Imagination, and the Criticism on “filton. 

When the House of Hanover took possession of the throne, it was reason- 
able to expect that the zeal of Addison would be suitably rewarded. Before 
the arrival of King George, he was made sccretary to the regency, and was 
required by his office to send notice to Hanover that the queen was dead, 
and that the throne was vacant. To do this would not have been difficult 
to any man but Addison, who was so overwhelmed with the greatness of the 
event, and so distracted by choice of expression, that the lords, who could 
not wait for the niceties of criticism, called Mr. Southwell, a clerk in the 
house, and ordered him to despatch the message. Southwell readily told what 
was necessary in the common style of business, and valued himself upon 
having done what was too hard for Addison. He was better qualified for 
the Freeholder, a paper which he published twice a week, from Dec. 23, 
1715, to the middle of the next year. This was undertaken in defence of 
the established government, sometimes with argument, and sometimes with 
mirth. Inargument he had many equals; but his humour was singular 
and matchless. Bigotry itself must be delighted with the Tory Fox-hunter, 
"‘Nhere are, however, some strokes less elegant, and less decent ; such as the 
Pretender's Journal, in which one topic of ridicule is his poverty. This 
mode of abuse had been cmployed by Milton against King Charles II, 

“ Jucobai. 
Centum exulantis visccra marsupil regis.” 
And Oldmixon delights to tcll of some alderman of London, that he had 
more money than the exiled princes ; but that which might be expected 
from Milton’s savageness, or Oldmixon’s meanness, was not suitable to the 
delicacy of Addison. 

Steele thought the humour of the Frecholder too nice and gentle for such 
noisy times ; and is reported to have said, that the ministry made use of a 
lute, when they should have called for a trumpet. 

This year (1716t) he married the Countess Dowager of Warwick, whom 
he had solicited by a very long and anxious courtship, perhaps with behaviour 
not very unlike that of Sir Roger to his disdainful widow; and who, I am 
afraid, diverted herself often by playing with his passion. He is said to 
have first known her by becoming tutor to her son.¢ ‘‘ He formed,” said 
Tonson, ‘‘the design of getting that lady from the time when he was first 
taken into the family.” In what part of his life he obtained the recommen- 
dation, or how long, and in what manner he lived in the family, I know 
not. His advances at first were certainly timorous, but grew bolder as his 
reputation arid influence increased ; till at last the lady was persuaded to 
marry him, on terms much like those on which a Turkish princess is 
espoused, to whom the Sultan is reported to pronounce, ‘‘ Daughter, I give 
thee this man for thy slave." ‘The martiage, if uncontradicted report can be 
credited, made no addition to his happiness; it neither found them nor 
made them equal. She always remembered her own rank, and thought 
herself entitled to treat with very little ceremony the tutor of her son. 
Rowe's ballad of the Despairing Shepherd is said to have been written, 
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either before or after marriage, upon this memorable pair ; and it is certain 
that Addison has left behind him no encouragement for ambitious love. 

The year after (1717) he rose to his highest elevation, being made secre- 
tary of state. For this employment he might be justly supposed qualified 
by long practice of business, and by his regular ascent through other offices ; 
but expectation is often disappointed ; it is universally confessed that he was 
unequal to the duties of his place. In the House of Commons he could not 
speak, and therefore was uscless to the defence of the government. In the 
office, says Pope,* he could not issue an order without losing his time in 
quest of fine expressions. What he gained in rank he lost in credit; and, 
finding by experience his own inability, was forced to solicit his dismission, 
with a pension of fifteen hundred pounds a year. His friends palliated this 
relinquishment, of which both friends and enemies knew the true reason, 
with an account of declining health, and the necessity of recess and quiet. 
He now returned to his vocation, and began to plan literary occupations for 
his future life. He purposed a tragedy on the death of Socrates ; a story of 
which, as Tickell remarks, the basis is narrow, and to which I know not 
how love could have been appended. ‘There would, however, have been no 
want either of virtue in the sentiments, or elegance in the language. He 
engaged in a nobler work, a defence of the Christian Religion, of which part 
was published after his death ; and he designed to have made a new poetical 
version of the Psalms. 

These pious compositions Pope imputedf to a selfish motive, upon the 
credit, as he owns, of Tonson ; who having quarrelled with Addison, and 
not loving him, said, that when he laid down the secretary’s office, he in- 
tended to take orders, and obtain a bishopric; ‘‘for,” said he, ‘‘1 always 
thought him a priest in his heart.” 

That Pope should have thought this conjecture of Tonson worth remem- 
brance, is a proof, but indeed, so far as I have found, the only proof, that 
he retained some malignity from their ancient rivalry. Tonson pretended 
to guess it ; no other mortal ever suspected it ; and Pope might have reflected, 
that a man, who had been secretary of state in the ministry of Sunderland, 
knew a nearer way to a bishopric than by defeuding religion, or translating 
the Psalms. 

It is related, that he had once a design to make an English Dictionary, 
and that he considered Dr. Tillotson as the writer of highest authority. 
There was formerly sent to me by Mr, Locker, clerk of the Leathersellers’ 
Company, who was eminent for curiosity and literature, a collection of ex- 
amples selected from Tillotson’s works, as Locker said, by Addison. It 
came too late to be of use, so I inspected it but slightly, and remember it 
indistinctly. I thought the passages too short. Addison, however, did not 
conclude his life in peaceful studies; but relapsed, when he was near his 
end, to a political dispute. 

It so happened that (1718-19) a controversy was agitated with great vehe- 
mence between those friends of long continuance, Addison and Steele. 
It may be asked, in the language of Homer, what power or what cause 
Should set them at variance. ‘The subject of their dispute was of great 
importance. The Earl of Sunderland proposed an act called Zhe Peerage 
Bill; by which the number of Peers should be fixed, and the king restrained 
from any new creation of nobility, unless when an old family should be 
extinct. To this the lords would naturally agree ; and the king, who was 
yet little acquainted with his own prerogative, and, as is now well known, 
almost indifferent to the possessions of the crown, had been persuaded to 
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consent. The only difficulty was found among the commons, who were not 
likely to approve the perpetual exclusion of themselves and their posterity. 
The bill, therefore, was eagerly opposed, and among others by Sir Robert 
Walpole, whose speech was published. 

The Lords might think thcir dignity diminished by improper advance. 
ments, and particularly by the introduction of twelve new peers at once, to 
produce a majority of Tories in the last reign; an act of authority violent 
enough, yet certainly legal, and by no means to be compared with that con- 
tempt of national right with which, some time afterwards, by the instigation 
of Whiggism, the commons, chosen by the people for three years, chose 
themselves for seven. But whatever might be the disposition of the Lords, 
the people had no wish to increase their power. The tendency of the bill, 
as Stecle observed in a letter to the Earl of Oxford, was to introduce an 
aristocracy ; for a majority in the House of Lords, so limited, would have 
been despotic and irresistible. 

To prevent this subversion of the ancient establishment, Steele, whose pen 
readily seconded his political passions, endeavoured to alarm the nation by 
a pamphlet called ‘‘The Plebeian.” To this an answer was published by 
Addison, under the title of ‘‘The Old Whig,” in which it is not discovered 
that Steele was then known to be the advocate for the commons. Steele 
replied by a second Plebeian ; and, whether by ignorance or by courtesy, 
confined himself to his question, without any personal notice of his opponent. 
Nothing hitherto was committed against the laws of fricndship, or proprie- 
ties of decency ; but controvertists cannot long retain their kindness for each 
other. The Old Whig answered the Plebeian, and could not forbear some 
contempt of ‘‘ little Dzcky, whose trade it was to write pamphlets.”” Dicky, 
however, did not lose his settled veneration for his friend ; but contented 
himself with quoting some lines of Cato, which were at once detection and 
reproof, The bill was laid aside during that session ; and Addison died 
before the next, in which its commitment was rejected by two hundred and 
sixty-five to one hundred and seventy-seven. 

Every reader surely must regret that these two illustrious friends, after so 
fany years passed in confidence and endearment, in unity of interest, con- 
formity of opinion, and fellowship of study, should finally part in acrimo- 
nious opposition. Such a controversy was ‘‘Bellum plusquam c7vzle,” as 
Lucan expresses it. Why could not faction find other advocates? But 
among the uncertainties of the human state, we are doomed to number the 
instability of friendship. Of this dispute I have little knowledge but from 
the Biographia Britannica, The Old Whig is not inserted in Addison's 
works ; nor is it mentioned by Tickell in his Life ; why it was omitted, the 
biographers doubtless give the true rcason ; the fact was too recent, and 
those who had been heated in the contention were not yet cool. 

The necessity of complying with times, and of sparing persons, is the 
great impediment of biography. History may be formed from permanent 
monuments and records ; but lives can only be written from personal know- 
ledge, which is growing every day less, and in a short time is lost for ever. 
What is known can seldom be immediately told ; and when it might be told, 
it isno longer known. The delicate features of the mind, the nice discri- 
minations of character, and the minute peculiarities of conduct, are soon 
obliterated ; and it is surely better that caprice, obstinacy, frolic, and folly, 
however they might delight in the description, should be silently forgotten, — 
than that, by wanton merriment and unseasonable detection, a pang should 
be given to a widow, a daughter, a brother, or a friend. As the process of 
these narratives is now bringing me among my contemporaries, I begin to 
feel myself ‘‘ walking upon ashes under which the fire is not extinguished," 
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and coming to the time of which it will be proper rather to say ‘‘ nothing 
that is false, than all that is true.” | 

The end of this useful life was now approaching.—Addison had for some 
time been oppressed by shortness of breath, which was now aggtavated by a 
dropsy ; and, finding his danger pressing, he prepared to die coriformably to 
his own precepts and professions. During this lingering decay, he sent, as 
Pope relates,* a message by the Earl of Warwick to Mr. Gay, desiring to 
see him. Gay, who had not visited him for some time before, obeyed the 
summons, and found himself received with great kindness. The purpose 
for which the interview had been solicited was then discovered. Addison 
told him, that he had injured him ; but that, if he recovered, he would re- 
compense him. What the injury was he did not explain; nor did Gay ever 
know ; but supposed that some preferment designed for him had, by Addi- 
son's intervention, been withheld. 

Lord Warwick was a young man, of very irregular life, and perhaps of 
loose opinions. Addison, for whom he did not want respect, had very dili- 
gently endeavoured to reclaim him ; but his arguments and expostulations 

ad no effect. One experiment, however, remained to be tried: when he 
found his life near its end, he directed the young lord to be called; and when 
he desired, with great tenderness, to hear his last injunctions, told him, ‘‘I 
have sent for you, that you may sce how a Christian can die.” What effect 
this awful scene had on the Earl, I know not: he likewise died himself in a 
short time. 

In Tickell’s excellent Elegy on his friend are these lines :— 

He taught us how to live; and, oh! too high 
The price of knowledge, taught us how to die— 
in which he alludes, as he told Dr. Young, to this moving interview. 

Having given directions to Mr. Tickell for the publication of his works, 
and dedicated them on his deathbed to his fricnd Mr. Craggs, he died 
June 17, 1719, at Holland House, leaving no child but a daughter. 

Of his virtue it is a sufficient testimony, that the resentment of party has 
transmitted no charge of any crime. He was not one of those who are 
praised only aftcr death; for his merit was so generally acknowledged, that 
Swift, having observed that his election passed without a contest, adds, that, 
if he proposed himself for king, he would hardly have been refused. His 
zeal for his party did not extinguish his kindness for the merit of his oppo- 
nents : when he was secretary in Ireland, he refused to intermit his acquain- 
tance with Swift. Of his habits, or external manners, nothing is so often 
mentioned as that timorous or sullen taciturnity, which his friends called 
modesty by too mild a name. Steele mentions with great tenderness, ‘‘ that 
remarkable bashfulness, which is a cloak that hides and muffles merit ;” and 
tells us ‘‘ that his abilities were covered only by modesty, which doubles the 
beauties which are seen, and gives credit and estecm to all that are con- 
cealed.” Chesterfield affirms, that ‘‘ Addison was the most timorous and 
awkward man that he ever saw.” And Addison, speaking of his own de- 
ficiency in conversation, used to say of himself, that, with respect to intellec- 
tual wealth, ‘‘ he could draw bills for a thousand pounds, though he had not a 
guinea in his pocket." That he wanted current coin for ready payment, and by 
that want was often obstructed and distressed ; that he was often oppressed by 
an improper and ungraceful timidity ; every testimony concurs to prove; but 
Chesterfield’s representation is doubtless hyperbolical. That man cannot be 
supposed vety unexpert in the arts of conversation and practice of life, who, 
without fortune or alliance, by his usefulness and dexterity, became secretary 
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of state; and who died at forty-seven, after having not only stood long in 
the highest rank of wit and literature, but filled one of the most important 
offices of state. 

The time in which he lived had reason to lament his obstinacy of silence ¢ 
‘for he was,” says Steele, ‘‘ above all men in that talent called humour, and 
enjoyed it in such perfection, that I have often reflected, after a night spent 
with him apart from all the world, that I had had the pleasure of conversing 
with an intimate acquaintance of Terence and Catullus, who had all their 
wit and nature, heightened with humour more exquisite and delightful than 
any other man ever possessed.” This is the fondness of a friend; let us 
hear what is told us by a rival: ‘‘ Addison’s conversation,”* says Pope, 
‘‘ had something in it more charming than I have found in any other man, 
But this was only when familiar: before strangers, or, perhaps, a single 
stranger, he preserved his dignity by a stiff silence.” This modesty was by 
no means inconsistent with a very high opinion of his own merit. He de- 
mandcd to be the first name in modern wit; and, with Stcele to echo him, 
used to depreciate Dryden, whom Pope and Congreve defended against 
them.t There is no reason to doubt that he suffered too much pain from 
the prevalence of Pope's poctical reputation ; nor is it without strong reason 
suspected, that by some disingenuous acts he endeavoured to obstruct it ; 
Pope was not the only man whom he insidiously injured, though the only 
man of whom he could be afraid. His own powers were such as might have 
satisfied him with conscious excellence, Of very extensive learning he has 
indeed given no proofs. He seems to have had small acquaintance with the 
sciences, and to have read little except Latin and French ; but of the Latin 
poets his Dialogues on Afedals show that he had perused the works with 
great diligence and skill. ‘The abundance of his own mind left him little 
indecd of adventitious sentiments; his wit always could suggest what the 
occasion demanded. He had read with critical eycs the important volume 
of human life, and knew the heart of man from the depths of stratagem to 
the surface of affectation. What he knew he could easily communicate. 
‘** This,” says Stecle, ‘‘ was particular in this writer, that, when he had taken 
his resolution, or made his plan for what he designed to write, he would 
walk about a room, and dictate it into language with as much freedom and 
ease as any one could write it down, and attend to the cohcrence and grammar 
of what he dictated.” 

Pope,t who can be less suspected of favourIng his memory, declares that 
he wrote very fluently, but was slow and scrupulous in correcting; that 
many of his Spectators were written very fast, and sent immediately to the 
press ; and that it seemed to be for his advantage not to have time for much 
revisal, ‘‘He would alter,” says Pope, ‘‘anything to please his friends, 
before publication; but would not retouch his pieces afterwards: and I 
believe not one word of Cato, to which I made an objection, was suffered 
to stand.” 

The last line of Cato is Pope's, having been originally written 

And oh! ‘twas this that ended Cato’s life. 

Pope might have made more objections to the six concluding lines, In 
the first couplet the words ‘‘ from hence” are improper ; and the second line 
is taken from Dryden's Virgil. Of the next couplet, the first verse, being 
included in the second, is therefore useless; and in the third Déscord is 
made to produce S/rz/e. 

Of the course of Addison’s familiar day,§ before his marriage, Pope has 
given a detail, He had in the house with him Budgell, and perhaps Philips. 
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His chief companions were Stcele, Budgell, Philips[Ambrose],Carey, Davenant, 
and Colonel Brett. With one or other of these he always brcakfasted. He 
Studied all morning ; then dined at a tavern; and went afterwards to Button’s, 

Button had been a servant in the Countcss of Warwick's family, who, 
under the patronage of Addison, kept a coffee-house on the south side of 
Russell-street, about two doors from Covent-garden. Here it was that the 
wits of that time used to assemble. It is said, when Addison had suffered 
any vexation from the countcss, he withdrew the company from Button’s 
house. From the coffee-house he went again to a tavern, where he often sat 
late, and drank too much wine. In the bottle discontent seeks for comfort, 
cowardice for courage, and bashfulness for confidence. It is not unlikely 
that Addison was first seduced to excess by the manumission which he 
obtained from the servile timidity of his sober hours. He that feels oppression 
from the presence of those to whom he knows himself superior, will desire to 
set loose his powers of conversation; and who, that ever asked succours from 
Bacchus, was able to preserve himself from being enslaved by his auxiliary? 

Among those friends it was that Addison displayed the elegance of his 
colloquial accomplishments, which may easily be supposed such as Pope 
represents them. The remark of Mandeville, who, when he. had passed an 
evening in his company, declared that he was a parson in a tie-wig, can 
detract little from his character; he was always reserved to strangers, and was 
not incited to uncommon freedom by a charactcr like that of Mandeville. 

From any minute knowledge of his familiar manners, the intervention of 
sixty years has now debarred us. Steele once promised Congreve and the 
public a complete description of his character; but the promises of authors 
are like the vows of lovers. Steele thought no more on his design, or thought 

- ee a in anxiety that at last disgusted him, and left his friend in the hands 
of Tickell. 

One slight lineament of his character Swift has preserved. It was his 
practice, when he found any man invincibly wrong, to flatter his opinions by 
acquiescence, and sink him yet deeper in absurdity. This artifice of mischief 
was admired by Stella; and Swift seems to approve her admiration. His 
works will supply some information. It appears, from the various pictures 
of the world, that, with all his bashfulness, he had conversed with many 
distinct classes of men, had surveyed their ways with very diligent observa- 
tion, and marked with great acuteness the effects of different modes of life. 
He was a man in whose presence nothing reprehensible was out of danger; 
quick in discerning whatever was wrong or ridiculous, and not unwilling to 
expose it. ‘‘There are,’’ says Steele, ‘‘in his writings many oblique strokes 
upon some of the wittiest men of the age." His delight was more to excite 
merriment than detestation; and he detects follies rather than crimes. If 
any judgment be made from his books, of his moral character, nothing will 
be found but purity and excellence. Knowledge of mankind, indeed, less 
extensive than that of Addison, will show, that to write, and to live, are very 
different. Many who praise virtue, do no more than praise it. Yet it is 
reasonable to believe that Addison's professions and practice were at no 
great variance, since amidst that storm of faction in which most of his life 
was passed, though his station made him conspicuous, and his activity made 
him formidable, the character given him by his friends was never contra- 
dicted by his enemies. Of those, with whom interest or opinion united him, 
he had not only the esteem, but the kindness; and of others, whom the 
violence of opposition drove against him, though he might lose the love, he 
retained the reverence. 

It is justly observed by Tickell, that he employed wit on the side of virtue 
and religion, He not only made the proper use of wit himself, but taught it 
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to others; and from his time it has been generally subservient to the cause of 
reason and of truth. He has dissipated the prejudice that had long con- 
nected gaiety with vice, and easiness of manners with laxity of principles. 
He has restored virtue to its dignity, and taught innocence not to be 
ashamed. This is an elevation of literary character, ‘‘ above all Greek, 
above all Roman fame.” No greater felicity can genius attain than that of 
having purified intellectual pleasure, separated mirth from indecency, and 
wit from licentiousness ; of having taught a succession of writers to bring 
elegance and gaiety to the aid of goodness; and, if I may use expressions 
yet more awful, of having ‘‘turnecd many to righteousness,” 

Addison, in his life, and for some time afterwards, was considered by a 
greater part of readers as supremely excelling both in poetry and criticism. 
Part of his reputation may be probably ascribed to the advancement of his 
fortune; when, as Swift observes, he became a statesman, and saw poets 
waiting at his levee, it was no wonder that praise was accumulated upon 
him. Much likewise may be more honourably ascribed to his personal cha- 
racter: he who, if he had claimed it, might have obtained the diadem, was 
not likely to be denicd the laurel. But time quickly puts an end to artificial 
and accidental fame ; and Addison is to pass through. futurity protected only 
by his genius. Lvery name which kindness or interest once raised too high 
is in danger, lest the next age should, by the vengeance of criticism, sink it 
in the same proportion. A great writer* has lately styled him ‘‘an indifferent 
poet, and a worse critic.” His poetry is first to be considered; of which it 
must be confessed that it has not often those felicities of diction which give 
lustre to sentiments, or that vigour of sentiment that animates diction: there 
is little of ardour, vehemence, or transport ; there is very rarely the awfulness 
of grandeur, and not very often the splendour of elegance. He thinks 
justly; but he thinks faintly. This is his general character; to which, 
doubtless, many single passages will furnish exception. Yet, if he seldom 
reaches supreme excellence, he rarely sinks into dulness, and is still more 
rarely entangled in absurdity. He did not trust his powers enough to be 
negligent. ‘There is in most of his compositions a calmness and equability, 
deliberate and cautious, sometimes with little that delights, but seldom with 
anything that offends. Of this kind scem to be his poems to Dryden, to 
Somers, and to the King. His ode on St. Cecilia has been imitated by 
Pope, and has something in it of Dryden's vigour. Of his Account of the 
English Poets, he used to speak as a ‘poor thing ;’'t but it is not worse than 
his usual strain. He has said, not very judiciously, in his character of Waller, 

Thy verse could show even Cromwell’s innocence; 
And compliment the storms that bore him hence. 
Oh ! had thy Muse not come an age too soon, 

But scen great Nassau on the British throne, 
How had his triumph glittered in thy page! 

What is this but to say, that he who could compliment Cromwell had been 
the proper poet for King William? Addison, however, printed the piece. 

The Letter from Italy has been always praised, but has never been praiscd 
beyond its merit. It is more correct, with less appearance of labour, and 
more elegant, with less ambition of ornament, than any other of his poems, 
There is, however, one broken metaphor, of which notice may properly be 
taken : 

Fired with that name— 
T bridle in my struggling Muse with pain, 
That longs to launch into a nobler strain, 


To bridle a goddess is no very delicate idea; but why must she be bridded # 
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because she Jongs to Jaunch; an act which was never hindered by a 47idle: 
and whither will she /zunzch? into a mobler strain, She is in the first linea 
horse, in the second a doat,; and the care of the poct is to kcep his Zorse or 
his doat from singing. 

The next composition is the far-famed Campaign, which Dr. Warton has 
termed a ‘‘ Gazette in Rhyme," with harshness not often used by the good- 
nature of his criticism. Before a censure so severe is admitted, Iet us con- 
sider that war is a frequent subject of poctry, and then inquire who has 
described it with more justice and force. Many of our own writers tried 
their powers upon this year of victory: yet Addison's is confessedly the best 

erformance; his poem is the work of a man not blinded by the dust of 
earning; his images are not borrowed merely from books. The superiority 
which he confers upon his hero is not personal prowess, and ‘‘ mighty bone,” 
but deliberate intrepidity, a calm command ot his passions, and the power 
of consulting his own mind in the midst of danger. The rejection and con- 
tempt of fiction is rational and manly. It may be observed that the last 
line is imitated by Pope: 

Mar!b’rouzh’s eplelts appear divinely bright— 
Raised of themselves their genuine charms they boast, 
And those that paint them truest, praise them most. 

This Pope had in his thoughts; but not knowing how to use what was 

not his own, he spoiled the thought when he had borrowed it : 

The well-sung woes shall soothe my pensive ghost; 

IIe best can paint them who shall fee] them must. 
Martial exploits may be patzted; perhaps woes may be painted, but they 
are surely not panied by being well-sung: it is mot easy to paint in song, 
or to sing in colours, 

No passage in the Campaign has been more often mentioned than the 
simile of the angel, which is said in the Tatler to be ‘‘one of the noblest 
thoughts that ever entered into the heart of man,” and is the-efore worthy 
of attentive consideration, Let it be first inquired whether it be a simile. A 
poctical simile is the discovery of likeness betwecn two actiors, in their 
general nature dissimilar, or of causes terminating by different opcrations in 
some resemblance of effect. But the mention of another like co1sequence 
from a like cause, or of a like performance by a like agency, is not a simile, 
but an exemplification. It is not a simile to say that the Thames waters 
fields, as the Po waters fields ; or that as Hecla vomits flames in Iceland, so 
Etna vomits flames in Sicily. When Horace says of Pindar, that Le pours 
his violence and rapidity of verse, as a river swollen with rain rushes from 
the mountain ; or of himself, that his genius wanders in quest of poetical 
decorations, as the bee wanders to collect honey; he, in either case, pro- 
duces a simile: the mind is impressed with the resemblance of things gene- 
rally unlike, as unlike as intellect and body. But if Pindar had been 
described as writing with the copiousness and grandeur of Homer, or 
Horace had told that he reviewed and finished his own poetry with the 
same care as Isocrates polished his orations, instead of similitude, he would 
have exhibited almost identity; he would have given the same portraits with 
different names. In the poem now examined, when the English are repre- 
sented as gaining a fortified pass, by repetition of attack, and perseverance 
of resolution ; their obstinacy of courage and vigour of onset is well illus- 
trated by the sea that breaks, with incessant battery, the dykes of Holland. 
This is a simile : but when Addison, having celebrated the beauty of Marl- 
borough's person, tells us, that ‘‘ Achilles thus was formed of every grace,” 
here is no simile, but a mere exemplification. A simile may be compared to 
lines converging at a point, and is more excellent as the lines approach from 
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greater distance : an exemplification may be considered as two parallel lines, 
eh run on together without approximation, never far separated, and never 
joined. 

Marlborough is so like the angel in the poem, that the action of both is 
almost the same, and performed by both in the same manner. Marl- 
borough ‘‘tcaches the battle to rage;” the angel ‘‘directs the storm :” 
Marlborough is ‘‘unmoved in peaceful thought ;” the angel is ‘‘calm and 
serene :” Marlborough stands ‘‘ unmoved amidst the shock of hosts ;” the 
angel rides ‘‘calm in the whirlwind.” The lines on Marlborough are just 
and noble; but the simile gives almost the same images a second time. 
But perhaps this thought, though hardly a simile, was remote from vulgar 
conceptions, and required great labour and research, or dextcrity of applica- 
tion. Of this Dr. Madden, a name which Ireland ought to honour, once 

. gave me his opinion. ‘'If I had set,” said he, ‘‘ ten schoolboys to write on 
the battle of Blenheim, and eight had brought me the angel, I should not 
have been surprised.” 

The opcra of Rosamond, though it is scldom mentioned, is one of the 
first of Addison’s compositions. ‘Ihe subject is well chosen, the fiction is 
pleasing, and the praise of Marlborough, for which the scene gives an op- 
portunity, is, what perhaps every human excellence must be, the product of 
good luck, improved by genius. The thoughts are sometimes great, and 
sometimes tender; the versification is easy and gay. ‘There is doubtless 
some advantage in the shortness of the lines, which there is little temptation 
to load with expletive epithets. The dialogue seems commonly better than 
the songs. The two comic characters of Sir Trusty and Grideline, though 
of no great valuc, are yet such as the poct intended. Sir ‘I'rusty’s account 
of the death of Rosamond is, I think, too grossly absurd. ‘The whole 
drama is airy and elegant ; engaging in its process, and pleasing in its con- 
clusion. If Addison had cultivated the lighter parts of poetry, he would 
probably have excelled. 

The tragedy of Cato, which, contrary to the rule cbserved in sclecting the 
works of other poets, has by the weight of its character forced its way into 
the late collection, is unquestionably the noblest production of Addison’s 
genius. Ofa work so much read, it is difficult to say anything new. About 
things on which the public thinks long, it commonly attains to think right ; 
and of Cato it has been not unjustly determined, that it is rather a poem in 
dialogue than a drama, rather a succession of just sentiments in elegant 
language, than a representation of natural affections, or of any state pro- 
bable or possible in human life. Nothing here ‘‘cxcites or assuages emo- 
tion:” here is ‘‘no magical power of raising phantastic terror or wild 
anxicty.” ‘The events are expected without solicitude, and are remembered 
without joy or sorrow. Of the agents we have no care ; we consider not 
what they are doing, or what they are suffering; we wish only to know 
what they have to say. Cato is a being above our solicitude ; a man of 
whom the gods take care, and whom we leave to their care with heedless 
confidence. To the rest neither gods nor men can have much attention ; 
for there is not one amongst them that strongly attracts either affection or 
esteem. But they are made the vehicles of such sentiments and such ex- 
pression, that there is scarcely a scene in the play which the reader does not 
wish to impress upon his memory. 

’ ‘When Cato was shown to Pope,* he advised the author to print it, without 

-any theatrical exhibition ; supposing that it would be read more favourably 

than heard. Addison declared himself of the same opinion ; but urged the 

importunity of his friends for its appearance on thestage, ‘The emulation of 
* Spence, 
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parties made it successful beyond expectation ; and its success has introduced 
or confirmed among us the use of dialogue too declamatory, of unaffectirg 
elegance, and chill philosophy. The universality of applause, however it 
might quell the censure of common mortals, had no other effect than to 
harden Dennis in fixed dislike ; but his dislike was not merely capricious. 
He found and showed many faults ; he showed them indeed with anger, but 
he found them indeed with acuteness, such as ought to rescue his criticism 
from oblivion ; though, at last, it will have no other life than it derives from 
the work which it endeavours to oppress. Why he pays no regard to the 
opinion of the audience, he gives his reason, by remarking, that— 

‘* A deference is to be paid to a general applause, when it appears that the 
applaus: is natural and spontaneous ; but that little regard is to be had to it, 
when it is affected or artificial. Of all the tragedies which in his memory 
have had vast and violent runs, not onc has been excellent, few have been 
tolerable, most have been scandalous. When a poet writes a tragedy, who 
knows he has judgment, and who feels he has genius, that poet presumes 
upon his own merit, and scorns to make a cabal. That people come coolly 
to the representation of sucn a tragedy, without any violent expectation, or 
delusive imaginatioa, or invincible prepossession; that such an audience is 
liable to receive the impressions which the poem shall naturally make on 
them, and to judge by their own reason, and their own judgments, and that 
reason and judgment are calm and serene, not formed by nature to make 
prosclytes, and to control and lord it over the imagination of others. But 
?hat when an author writes a tragedy, who knows he has neither genius or 
judgment, he has recourse to the making a party, and he endeavours to make 
up in industry what is wanting in talent, and to supply by poetical craft the 
absence of poetical art: that such an author is humbly contented to raise 
men’s passions by a plot without doors, since he despairs of doing it by that 
which he brings upon the stage. That party and passion, and prepossession, 
are clamorous and tumultuous things, and so much the more clamorous and 
tumultuous by how much the more erroneous: that they domineer and 
tyrannize over the imaginations of persons who want judgment, and some- 
times too of those who have it, and, like a fierce and outrageous torrent, bear 
down all opposition before them.” 

He then condemns the neglect of poetical justice ; which is one of his 
favourite principles. 

‘°’Tis certainly the duty of every tragic poet, by the exact distribution 
of poetical justice, to imitate the Divine Dispensation, and to inculcate 
a particular Providence. ‘Tis true, indeed, upon the stage of the world, the 
wicked sometimes prosper, and the guiltless suffer. But that is permitted 
by the Governor of the world, to show, from the attribute of his infinite 
justice, that there is a compensation in futurity, to prove the immortality of 
the human soul, and the certainty of future rewards and punishments. But 
the poetical persons in tragedy exist no longer than the reading, or the repre- 
sentation ; the whole extent of their enmity is circumscribed by those; and 
therefore, during that reading or representation, according to their merits or 
demerits, they must be punished or rewarded. If this is not done, there is 
no impartial distribution of poetical justice, no instructive lecture of a par- 
ticular Providence, and no imitation of the Divine Dispensation. And yet 
the author of this tragedy does not only run counter to this, in the fate of 
his principal character ; but everywhere, throughout it, makes virtue suffer, 
and vice triumph: for not only Cato is vanquished by Ceesar, but the- 
treachery and perfidiousness of Syphax prevail over the honest simplicity 
and the credulity of Juba; and the sly subtlety and dissimulation of Portius 
over the generous frankness and open-heartedness of Marcus,” 


ADDISON. 242 


Whatever pleasure there may be in seeing crimes punished and virtue 
rewarded, yet, since wickedness often ‘prospers in real life, the poet is ¢er- 
tainly at liberty to give it prosperity on the stage. For if poetry has an 
imitation of reality, how are its laws broken by exhibiting the world in its 
true form? The stage may sometimes gratify our wishes; but if it be truly 
the ‘‘ mirror of life,” it ought to show us sometimes what we are to expect. 

Dennis objects to the characters, that they are not natural, or reasonable ; 
but as heroes and heroines are not beings that are seen every day, it is hard 
to find upon what principles their conduct shall be tricd. It is, however, 
not useless to consider what he says of the manner in which Cato receives 
the account of his son's death. 

‘‘Nor is the grief of Cato, in the fourth act, one jot more in nature than 
that of his son and Lucia in the third. Cato receives the news of his son’s 
death not only with dry eyes, but with a sort of satisfaction ; and in the 
same page sheds tears for the calamity of his country, and does the same 
thing in the next page upon the bare apprehension of the danger of his 
friends. Now, since the love of one’s country is the love of one’s country- 
men, as I have shown upon another occasion, I desire to ask these questions : 
Of all our countrymen, which do we love most, those whom we know, or 
those whom we know not? And of those whom we know, which do we 
cherish most, our friends or our enemies? And of our friends, which are 
the dearest to us, those who are related to us, or those who are not? 
And of all our relations, for which have we most tenderness, for those 
who are near to us, or for those who are remote? And of our near re- 
lations, which are the nearest, and consequently the dearest to us, our 
offspring, or others? Our offspring most certainly ; as Nature, or, in other 
words, Providence has wisely contrived for the preservation of mankind. 
Now, does it not follow, from what has been said, that tor a man to receive 
the news of his son’s death with dry eyes, and to weep at the same time for 
the calamities of his country, is a wretched affectation, and a miserable 
inconsistency? Is not that, in plain English, to reccive with dry eyes the 
news of the deaths of those for whose sake our country is a name so dear to 
us, and at the same time to shed tears for those for whose sakes our country 
is not a name So dear to us?” 

But this formidable assailant is less resistible when he attacks the proba- 
bility of the action, and the reasonableness of the plan. Every critical reader 
must remark, that Addison has, with a scrupulosity almost unexampled on 
the English stage, confined himself in time to a single day, and in place to 
rigorous unity. The scene never changes, and the whole action of the play 

asses in the great hall of Cato’s house at Utica. Much, therefore, is done 
in the hall, for which any other place had been more fit; and this impro- 

riety affords Dennis many hints of merriment and opportunities of triumph. 

he passage is long; but as such disquisitions are not common, and the 
objections are skilfully formed and vigorously urged, those who delight in 
critical controversy will not think it tedious. 

‘‘Upon the departure of Portius, Sempronius makes but one soliloquy, 
and immediately in comes Syphax, and then the two politicians are at it 
immediately. ‘They lay their heads together, with their snuff-boxes in their 
nands, as Mr. Bayes has it, and feaguc it away. But, in the midst of that 
wise scene, Syphax seems to give a seasonable caution to Sempronius, 

Syphk. But is it true, Sempronius, that your senate 
Is catl'd together ? Gods! thou must be cautious ; 
Cato has piercing cyes. 

‘There is a great deal of caution shown, indeed, in meeting in a governor's 

own hall to carry on their plot against him, Whatever opinion they have of 
R 
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his eyes, I suppose they have none of his ears, or they would never have 
talked at this foolish rate so near :-— 


Gods! thou must be cautious 


Oh ! yes, very cautious : for if Cato should overhear you, and turn you off 
for politicians, Caesar would never take you. 

‘* When Cato, Act IT. turns the senators out of the hall, upon pretence of 
acquainting Juba with the result of their debates, he appears to me to doa 
thing which is neither reasonable nor civil. Juba might certainly have better 
been made acquainted with the result of that debate in some private apart- 
ment of the palace. But the poet was driven upon this absurdity to make 
way for another ; and that is, to give Juba an opportunity to demand Marcia 
of her father. But the quarrel and rage of Juba and Syphax, in the same 
act; the invectives of Syphax against the Romans and Cato; theadvice that 
he gives Juba, in her father's hall, to bear away Marcia by force ; and his 
brutal and clamorous rage upon his refusal, and at a time when Cato was 
scarccly out of sight, and perhaps not out of hearing, at least some of his 
guards or domestics must necessarily be supposed to be within hearing ; is 
a thing that is so far from being probable, that it is hardly possible. 

‘« Sempronius, in the sccond act, comes back once more in the same morn- 
ing to the governor's hall, to carry on the conspiracy with Syphax against the 
governor, his country, and his family; which is so stupid, that it is below 
the wisdom of the O—s, the Macs, and the Teagues; even Eustace Com- 
mins himself would never have gone to Justice-hall, to have conspired against 
the government. If officers at Portsmouth should lay their heads together, 
in order to the carrying off* J— G—’s niece or daughter, would they meet 
in J— G—'s hall, to carry on that conspiracy? There would be no necessity 
for their meeting there, at least till they came to the execution of their plot, 
because there would be other places to meet in. ‘There would be no proba~ 
bility that they should meet there, because there would be places more private 
and more commodious, Now there ought to be nothing in a tragical action 
but what is necessary or probable. 

‘‘But treason is not the only thing that is carried on in this hall, that, 
and love, and philosophy, take thcir turns in it, without any manner of ne- 
cessity or probability occasioned by the action, as duly and as regularly, 
without interrupting one another, as if there were a triple league between 
them, and a mutual agreement that each should give place to, and make 
way for, the other, in a due and orderly succession. 

‘*We now come to the third act. Sempronius, in this act, comes into 
the governor's hall, with the leaders of the mutiny; but, as soon as Cato 
is gone, Sempronius, who but just before had acted like an unparalleled 
knave, discovers himself, like an egregious fool, to be an accomplice in the 
conspiracy. 

Semp. Know, villains, when such paltry slaves presume 
To mix in treason, if the plot succeeds, 
They’re thrown neglected by ; but, if it fails, 
They’re sure to dic like dogs, as you shall do. 


Here, take these factious monsters, drag them forth 
To sudden death. 


“Tis true, indeed, the second leader says, there are none there but 
friends ; but is that possible at such a juncture? Can a parcel of rogues 
attempt to assassinate the governor of a town of war, in his own house, iz 


* The person meant by the initials J. G. is Sir John Gibson, Licutenant-Governoy 
of Portsmouth in the year 1710, and afterwards. He was muvh beloved in the army 
and by the common soldiers called Johnny Gibson, 
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midday? and, after they are discovered, and defeated,-can there be none 
near them but friends? Is it not plain, from these words of Sempronius, 

Here, take these factious monsters, drag them forth _ 

To sudden death— 
and from the entrance of the guards upon the word of command, that those 
guards were within ear-shot? Behold Sempronius then palpably disceyered. 
How comes it to pass, then, that instead of being hanged up with theest, 
he remains secure in the governor's hall, and there carries on his conspira¢e 
against the government, the third time in the same day, with his old comrad 
Syphax, who enters at the same time that the guards are carrying away the 
leaders, big with the news of the defeat of Sempronius ; though where he 
had his intelligence so soon is difficult to imagine? And now the reader 
may expect a very extraordinary scene ; there is not abundance of spirit in- 
deed, nor a great deal of passion, but there is wisdom more than enough to 
supply all defects, 

Syph. Our first design, my friend, has proved abortive; 

Still there remains an after-game to play : 

My troops are mounted, their Numidian steeds 

Snuff up the winds, and long to scour the desert. 

Let but Sempronius Icad us in our flight, 

We'll force the gate, where Marcus keeps his guard, 

And hew down all that would oppose our passage; 

A day will bring us into Casar’s camp. 

Semp. Confusion! I have fail’d of half my purpose ; 
Marcia, the charming Marcia’s left befiind. 


Well! but though he tells us the half purpose he has failed of, he does not 
tell us the half that he has carried. But what does he mean by 


Marcia, the charming Marcia’s left behind P 


He is now in her own house! and we have neither seen her, nor heard of 
her, anywhere else since the play began. But now let us hear Syphax :— 

What hinders then, but that you find her out, 

And hurry her away by manly force P 
But what does old Syphax mean by finding her out ? They talk as if she 
were as hard to be found as a hare ina frosty morning. 

Semp. But how ito gain admission ! 
Oh ! she is found out then, it seems. 

But how to gain admission! for access 

Is giv’n to none, but Juba and her brothers, 
But, raillery apart, why access to Juba? For he was owned and received as 
a lover neither by the father nor by the daughter, Well! but let that pass. 
Syphax puts Sempronius out of pain immediately ; and, being a Numidian, 
abounding in wiles, supplics him with a stratagem for admission, that, I 
believe, is a nonpareille. 

Syph. Thou shalt have Juba’s dress, and Juba’s guards; 


The doors will open when Numidia’s prince 
Secms to appear before them, 


‘*Sempronius is, it seems, to pass for Juba in full day at Cato’s house, 
where they were both so very well known, by having Juba’s dress and his 
guards ; as if oneof the Marshals of France could pass for the Duke of 
Bavaria at noonday, at Versailles, by having his dress and liveries. But how 
does Syphax pretend to help Sempronius to young Juba’s dress? Does 
he serve him in a double capacity, as general and master of his wardrobe? 
But why Juba’s guards? For the devil of any guards has Juba appeared 
with yet. Well! though this is a mighty politic mvention, yet, methinks, 
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they might have done without it : for, since the advice that Syphax gave to 
Sempronius was, 

To hurry her away by manly force, 
in my opinion the shortest and likeliest way of coming at the lady was by 
demolishing, instead of putting on an impertinent disguise to circumvent two 
or three slaves. But Sempronius, it seems, is of another opinion. He extols 
to the skies the invention of old Syphax :— 
; Semp, Heavens! what a thought was there! 

‘‘Now, I appeal to the reader, if I have not been as good as my word. 
Did I not tell him, that I would lay before him a very wise scene? 

_ ** But now let us lay before the reader that part of the scenery of the fourth 

act, which may show the absurdities which the authar has run into, through 
the indiscreet observance of the unity of place. I do not remember that 
Aristotle has said anything expressly concerning the unity of place. ‘Tis 
true, implicitly he has said enough in the rules which he has laid down for 
the chorus. For, by making the chorus an essential part of tragedy, and by 
bringing it on the stage immediatcly after the opening of the scene, and 
retaining it there till the very catastrophe, he has so determined and fixed 
the place of action, that it was impossible for an author on the Grecian stage 
to break through that unity. I am of opinion, that if a modern tragic poet 
can preserve the unity of place, without destroying the probability of the 
incidents, ‘tis always best for him to do it; because, by the preservation of 
that unity, as we have takem notice above, he adds grace, and clearness, and 
comeliness, to the representation. But since there are no express rules about 
it, and we arc under no compulsion to keep it, since we have no chorus as 
the Grecian poet had; if it cannot be preserved, without rendering the 
greater part of the incidents unreasonable and absurd, and perhaps some- 
times monstrous, 'tis certainly better to break it. 

‘‘Now comes bully Sempronius, comically accoutred and equipped with 
his Numidian dress and his Numidian guards. Let the reader attend to him 
with all his ears; for the words of the wise are precious :— 

Semp. The deer is lodged, I’ve track’d her to her covert, 

** Now I would fain know why this deer is said to be lodged, since we have 
not heard one word, since the play began, of her being at all out of harbour: 
and if we consider the discourse with which she and Lucia begin the act, we 
have reason to believe that they had hardly been talking of such matters in 
the street. However, to pleasure Sempronius, let us suppose, for once, that 
the deer is lodged :— 

The deer is lodged, I’ve track’d her to her covert. 

‘‘Tfhe had seen her in the open field, what occasion had he to track her 
when he had so many Numidian dogs at his heels, which, with one halloo, 
he might have set upon her haunches? If he did not see her in the open field, 
how could he possibly track her? If he had seen her in the street, why did 
he not set upon her in the street, since through the street she must be carried 
at last? Now here, instead of having his thoughts upon his business, and 
upon the present danger; instead of meditating and contriving how he shall 
pass with his mistress through the southern gate, where her brother Marcus 
is upon the guard, and where he would certainly prove an impediment to 
him which is the Roman word for the daggage,; instead of doing this Sem» 
pronius is entertaining himself with whimsies :— 

Semp. How will the young Numidian rave to see 
His mistress lost! If aught could glad my soul, 


Beyond th’ enjoyment of so bright a prize, 
*Twould be to torture that young, gay barbarian, 
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But hark! what noise? Death to my hopes! ’tis he, 
*Tis Juba’s self! There is but one way left! 

He must be murder’d, and a passage cut 

Through those his guards. 

‘ Pray, what are ‘those guards?’ I thought at present, that Juba’s guards 
had been Sempronius's tools, and had been dangling after his heels. 

‘* But now let us sum up all these absurdities together. Sempronius goes 
at noon-day, in Juba's clothes, and with Juba’s guards, to Cato’s palace, in 
order to pass for Juba, in a place where they were both so very well known: 
he meets Juba there, and resolves to murder him with his own guards, Upon 
the guards appearing a little bashful, he threatens them :— 

Hah! dastards, do you tremble ! 
Or act like men; or, by yon azure heav’n ! 

** But the guards still remaining restive, Sempronius himself attacks Juba, 
while each of the guards is representing Mr. Spectator’s sign of the Gaper, 
awed, it seems, and terrified by Sempronius’s threats. Juba kills Sempro- 
nius, and takes his own army prisoners, and carries them in triumph away 
to Cato. Now, I would fain know, if any part of Mr. Bayes’s tragedy is so 
full of absurdity as this? 

‘‘Upon hearing the clash of swords, Lucia and Marcia come in. The 
question is, why no men come in upon hearing the noise of swords in the 
governor's hall? Where was the governor himself? Where were his guards? 
Where were his servants? Such an attempt as this, so near the governor of 
a place of war, was enough to alarm the whole garrison: and yet, for almost 
half an hour after Sempronius was killed, we find none of those appear, who 
were the likeliest in the world to be alarmed ; and the noise of swords is 
made to draw only two poor women thither, who were most certain to run 
away from it. Upon Lucia and Marcia's coming in, Lucia appears in all 
the symptoms of an hysterical gentlewoman :— 

Lue. Sure ’twas the clash of swords! my troubled heart 

Is so cast down, and sunk amidst its sorrows 

It throbs with fear, and aches at every sound! 
And immediately her old whimsy returns upon her :— 

O, Marcia, should thy brothers, for my sake— 

I die away with horror at the thought, 
She fancies that there can be no cutting of throats, but it must be for her, 
If this is tragical, I would fain know what is comical. Well! upon this 
they spy the body of Sempronius; and Marcia, deluded by the habit, it 
seems, takes him for Juba; for, says she, 

The face is muffled up within the garment. 


‘‘ Now, how a man could fight, and fall, with his face muffled up in his 
garment, is, I think, a little hard to conceive! Besides, Juba, before he 
killed him, knew him to be Sempronius. It was not by his garment that he 
knew this; it was by his face, then: his face therefore was not muffled. 
Upon seeing this man with his muffled face, Marcia falls a raving; and, 
owning her passion for the supposed defunct, begins to make his funeral 
oration. Upon which Juba enters listening, I suppose on tip-toe ; for I 
cannot imagine how any one can enter listening in any other posture. [I 
would fain know how it came to pass, that during all this time he had sent 
nobody, no, not so much as a candle-snuffer, to take away the dead body of 
Sempronius. Well! but let usregard him listening. Having left his appre- 
hension behind him, he, at first, applies what Marcia says to Sempronius, 
But finding at last, with much ado, that he himself is the happy man, he 
quits his eve-dropping, and discovers himself just time enough to prevent 
his being cuckolded by a dead man, of whom the moment before he had 
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appeared so jealous ; and greedily intercepts the bliss which was fondly de. 
signed for one who could not be the better for it, But here I must aska 
question: how comes Juba to listen herc, who had not listened before 
throughout the play? Or how comes he to be the only person of this 
tragedy who listens, when love and treason were so often talked in so public 
a place asa hall? Iam afraid the author was driven upon all these absur- 
dities only to introduce this miserable mistake of Marcia, which, after all, 
is much below the dignity of tragedy, as anything is which is the effect or 
result of trick. 

‘* But let us come to the scenery of the fifth act. Cato appcars first upon 
the scene, sitting ina thoughtful posture; in his hand Plato’s Treatise on 
the Immortality of the Soul, a drawn sword on the table by him. Now let 
us consider the place in which this sight is presented to us. The place, 
forsooth, isa long hall. Let us suppose, that any one should place himself 
in this posture, in the midst of one of our halls in London ; that he should 
appear so/us, in a sullen posture, a drawn sword on the table by him ; in 
his hand Plato's Treatise on the Immortality of the Soul, translated lately by 
Bernard Lintot : I desire the reader to consider, whether such a person as 
this would pass with them who beheld him for a great patriot, a great philo- 
sopher, or a general, or some whimsical person, who fancied himself all 
these? and whether the pcople who belonged to the family would think 
that such a person had a design upon their midriffs or his own ? 

‘‘In short, that Cato should sit long enough in the aforesaid posture, in 
the midst of this large hall to read over Plato's Treatise on the Immortality 
of the Soul, which is a lecture of two long hours; that he should propose to 
himself to be private there upon that occasion ; that he should be angry 
with his son for intruding there ; then, that he should leave this hall upon 
the pretence of sleep, give himself the mortal wound in his bedchamber, and 
then be brought back into that hall to expire, purely to show his good breed- 
ing, and save his friends the trouble of coming up to his bedchamber ; all 
this appears to me to be improbable, incredible, impossible.” 

Such is the censure of Dennis. There is, as Dryden expresses it, perhaps 
**too much horsc-play in his railleries ;’’ but if his jests are coarse, his argu- 
ments are strong. Yet, as we love better to be pleased than be taught, Cato is 
read; and the critic is neglected. Flushed with consciousness of these de- 
tections of absurdity in the conduct, he afterwards attacked the sentiments 
of Cato; but he then amused himself with petty cavils and minute ob- 
jections. 

: Of Addison’s smaller poems, no particular mention is necessary ; they 
have little that can employ or require a critic. The parallcl of the princes 
and gods in his Verses to Kneller, is often happy, but is too well known to 
be quoted. His translations, so far as I have compared them, want the ex- 
actness of ascholar. That he understood his authors cannot be doubted ; 
but his versions will not teach others to understand them, being too licen- 
tiously paraphrastical, ‘They are, however, for the most part, smooth and 
easy ; and, what is the first excellence of a translator, such as may be read 
with pleasure by those who do not know the originals. His poetry is. 
polished and pure; the product of a mind too judicious to commit faults, 
but not sufficiently vigorous to attain excellence, He has sometimes a 
striking line, or a shining paragraph; but in the whole he is warm rather 
than fervid, and shows more dexterity than strength. He was however one 
of our earliest examples of correctness. The versification which he had 
learned from Dryden he debased rather than refined. His rhymes are often 
dissonant; in his Georgic he admits broken lines. He uses both triplets 
and alexandrines, but triplets more frequently in his translation than hig 
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other works. The mere structure of verses seems never to have engaged 
much of his care. But his lincs are very smooth in Rosamond, and too 
smooth in Cato. 

Addison is now to be considered as a critic ; a name which the present. 
generation is scarcely willing to allow him. His criticism is condemned as 
tentative or experimental, rather than scientific; and he is considered as de- 
ciding by taste rather than by principles. 

It is not uncommon for those who have grown wise by the labour of 
others to add alittle of their own, and overlook thcir masters. Addison 
is now despised by some who perhaps would never have seen his defects, 
but by the lights which he afforded them. ‘That he always wrote as he 
would think it necessary to write now, cannot be affirmed; his instructions 
were such as the characters of his readers made proper. ‘That general 
knowledge which now circulates in common talk was in his time rarely to 
be found. Men not professing learning were not ashamed of igr.orance ; 
and, in the female world, any acquaintance with books was distinguished 
only to be censured. His purpose was to infuse literary curiosity by gentle 
and unsuspected conveyance, into the gay, the idle, and the wealthy: he 
therefore presented knowledge in the most alluring form, not lofty and 
austcre, but accessible and familiar, When he showed them their defects, 
he showed them likewise that they might be easily supplied. . His attempt 
succeeded: inquiry was awakened, and comprehension expanded. An 
emulation of intellectual elegance was excited, and from this time to our 
own life has been gradually exalted, and conversation purified and enlarged. 

Dryden had, not many years before, scattered criticism over his prefaces 
with very little parsimony ; but though he sometimes condescended to be 
somewhat familiar, his manner was in general too scholastic for those who 
had yet their rudiments to learn, and found it not easy to understand their 
master. His observations were framed rather for those that were learning 
to write, than for those that read only to talk. 

An instructor like Addison was now wanting, whose remarks, being super- 
ficial,"might be easily understood, and being just, might prepare the mind 
for more attainments, Had he presented Paradise Lost to the public with 
all the pomp of system and severity of science, the criticism would perhaps 
have been admired, and the poem still have been neglected ; but by the 
blandishments of gentleness and facility he has made Milton an universal 
favourite, with whom readers of every class think it necessary to be pleased. 
He descended now and then to lower disquisitions ; and by a serious display 
of the beauties of Chevy Chase exposed himself to the ridicule of Wagstaff, 
who bestowed a like pompous character on Tom Thumb; and to the con- 
tempt of Dennis, who, considering the fundamental position of his criticism, 
that Chevy Chase pleases, and ought to please, because it is natural, ob.. 
serves, ‘‘that there is a way of deviating from nature, by bombast or tumour, 
which soars above nature, and enlarges images beyond their real bulk ; by 
affectation, which forsakes nature in quest of something unsuitable ; and by 
imbecility, which degrades nature by faintness and diminution, by obscuring 
its appearances, and weakening its effects.’’ In Chevy Chase there is not 
much of either bombast or affectation ; but there is chill and lifeless imbe- 
cility. The story cannot possibly be told in a manner that shall make less 
impression on the mind. 

Before the profound observers of the present race repose too securely on 
the consciousness of their superiority to Addison, let them consider his 
Remarks on Ovid, in which may be found specimens of criticism sufficiently 
subtle and refined : let them peruse likewise his Essays on Wit, and on the 
Pleasures of Imagination, in which he tounds art on the base of nature, and 
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draws the principles of invention from dispositions inherent in the mind 
of man with skill and elegance, such as his contemners will not easily attain. 
¢ Asa describer of life and manners, he must be allowed to stand perhaps 
the first of the first rank. His humour, which, as Steele observes, is peculiar 
to himself, is so happily diffused as to give the grace of novelty to domestic 
scenes and daily occurrences. He never ‘‘o’ersteps the modesty of nature,” 
nor raises merriment or wonder by the violation of truth. His figures neither 
divert by distortion, nor amaze by aggravation. He copies life with so 
much fidelity, that he can be hardly said to invent; yet his exhibitions have 
an air so much original, that it is difficult to suppose them not merely the 
product of imagination. 

As a teacher of wisdom, he may be confidently followed. His religion 
has nothing in it enthusiastic or superstitious : he appears neither weakly 
credulous, nor wantonly sceptical ; his morality is neither dangerously lax, 
nor impracticably rigid. All the enchantment of fancy, and all the cogency 
of argument are employed to recommend to the reader his real interest, the 
care of pleasing the Author of his being. Truth is shown sometimes as the 
phantom of a vision ; sometimes appears half-veiled in an allegory ; some- 
times attracts regard in the robes of fancy ; and sometimes steps forth in the 
confidence of reason. She wears a thousand dresses, and in all is pleasing. 

Mille habet ornatus, mille decenter habet. 

His prose is the model of the middle style ; on grave subjects not formal, 
on light occasions not grovelling ; pure without scrupulosity, and exact 
without apparent elaboration ; always equable, and always easy, without 
glowing words or pointed sentences. Addison never deviates from his track 
to snatch a grace; he seeks no ambitious ornaments, and tries no hazardous 
innovations. His page is always luminous, but never blazes in unexpected 
splendour. 

It was apparently his principal endeavour to avoid all harshness and 
severity of diction ; he is therefore sometimes verbose in his transitions and 
connexions, and sometimes descends too much to the language of conversa- 
tion ; yet if his language had been less idiomatical, it might have lost some- 
what of its genuine Anglicism. What he attempted, he performed; he is 
never feeble, and he did not wish to be energetic ; he is never rapid, and he 
never stagnates. His sentences have neither studied amplitude, nor affected 
brevity; his periods, though not diligently rounded, are voluble and easy, 
Whoever wishes to attain an English style, familiar, but not coarse, and ele- 
gant, but not ostentatious, must give his days and nights to the volumes of 
Addison. 
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OHN HUGHES, the son of a citizen in London, and of Anne 
Burgess, of an ancient family in Wiltshire, was born at Marl- 
borough, July 29, 1677. He was educated at a private school ; 
and though his advances in literature are, in the Biographia, very 
ostentatiously displayed, the name of his master is somewhat 
unpgratefully concealed.* 

At nineteen he drew the plan of a tragedy; and paraphrased, rather too 
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* He was educated in a dissenting pcadeny: of which the Rev. Mr. Thomas Rowe 
was tutor; and was fellow-student there with Dr. Isaac Watts, Mr. Samuel Say, and 
ae fH ofeminence, Inthe Horse Lyrice of Dr. Watts isa poem to the memory 
of Mr. Rowe, 


HUGHES. 249 


profusely, the ode of Horace which begins ‘‘Integer Vitee.” To poetry he 
added the science of music, in which he seems to have attained considerable 
skill, together with the practice of design, or rudiments of painting. His 
studies did not withdraw him wholly from business, nor did business hinder 
him from study. He had a place in the office of ordnance; and was 
secretary to several commissions for purchasing lands necessary to secure 
the royal docks at Chatham and Portsmouth; yet found time to acquaint 
himself with modern languages. 

In 1697 he published a poem on the Peace of Ryswick ; and 1699 another 
piece called The Court of Neptune, on the return of King William, which 
he addressed to Mr. Montague, the general patron of the followers of the 
Muses. ‘The same year he produced a song on the Duke of Gloucester's 
birthday. He did not confine himself to poetry, but cultivated other kinds 
of writing with great success ; and about this time showed his knowledge of 
human nature by an Essay on the Pleasure of being deceived, In 1702 he 
published, on the death of King William, a Pindaric ode, called The House 
of Nassau ; and wrote another paraphrase on the Otium Divos of Horace. 

In 1703 his ode on music was performed at Stationers’ Hall; and he 
wrote afterwards six cantatas, which were set to music by the greatest 
master of that time, and scem intended to oppose or exclude the Italian 
opera, an exotic and irrational entertainment, which has been always com- 
bated, and always has prevailed. His reputation was now so far advanced, 
that the public began to pay reverence to his name; and he was solicited to 
prefix a preface to the translation of Boccalini, a writer whose satirical vein 
cost him his life in Italy, and who never, I believe, found many readers in 
this country, even though introduced by such powerful recommendation, 
He translated Fontenelle’s Dialogues of the Dead; and his version was 
perhaps read at that time, but is now neglected ; for by a book not neces- 
sary, and owing its reputation wholly to its turn of diction, little notice can 
be gained but from those who can enjoy the graces of the original. To the 
dialogues of Fontenelle he added two composed by himself; and, though 
not only an honest but a pious man, dedicated his work to the Earl of 
Wharton. He judged skilfully enough of his own interest ; for Wharton, 
when he went lord lieutenant to Ireland, offered to take Hughes with him, 
and establish him; but Hughes, having hopes or promises, from another 
man in power, of some provision more suitable to his inclination, declined 
Wharton’s offer, and obtained nothing from the other. He translated the 
Miser of Moliére, which he never offered to the stage; and occasionally 
amused himself with making versions of favourite scenes in other plays. 

Being now received as a wit among the wits, he paid his contributions to 
literary undertakings, and assisted both the Tatler, Spectator, and Guardian. 
In 1712 he translated Vertot’s History of the Revolution of Portugal; pro- 
duced an Ode to the Creator of the World, from the Fragments of Orpheus; 
and brought upon the stage an opera called Calypso and Telemachus, 
intended to show that the English language might be very happily 
adapted to music. This was impudently opposed by those who were em- 
ployed in the Italian opera ; and what cannot be told without indignation, 
the intruders had such interest with the Duke of Shrewsbury, then lord 
chamberlain, who had married an Italian, as to obtain an obstruction of the 
profits, though not an inhibition of the performance. 

There was at this time a project formed by Tonson for a translation of the 
Pharsalia by several hands ; and Hughes Englished the tenth book, But 
this design, as must often happen when the concurrence of many is neces- 
sary, fell to the ground; and the whole work was afterwards performed by 
Rowe, 
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His acquaintance with the great writers of his time appears to have been 
very general ; but of his intimacy with Addison there is a remarkable proof. 
It is told on good authority, that Cato was finished and played by his per- 
suasion. It had long wanted the last act, which he was desired by Addison 
tosupply. If the request was sincere, it proceeded from an opinion, what- 
ever it was, that did not last long; for, when Hughes came in a week to 
show him his first attempt, he found half an act written by Addison himself. 
He afterwards published the works of Spenser, with his Life, a Glossary, 
and a Discourse on Allegorical Poetry ; a work for which he was well quali- 
fied as a judge of the beauties of writing, but perhaps wanted an antiquary’s 
knowledge of the obsolete words. He did not much revive the curiosity of 
the public ; for near thirty years elapsed before his edition was reprinted. 
The same year produced his Apollo and Daphne, of which the success was 
very earnestly promoted by Stecle, who, when the rage of party did not mis- 
guide him, scems to have been a man of boundless benevolence. 

Hughes had hitherto suffered the mortifications of a narrow fortune ; but 
in 1717 the lord chancellor Cowper set him at ease, by making him secretary 
to the commissions of the peace; in which he afterwards, by a particular 
request, desired his successor Lord Parker to continue him. He had now 
affluence; but such is human life, that he had it when his declining health 
could neither allow him long possession, nor quict enjoyment. His last 
work was his tragedy, The Siege of Damascus, after which @ Siege became 
a popular title. This play, which still continues on the stage, and of which 
it is unnccessary to add a private voice to such continuance of approbation, 
is not acted or printed according to the author's original draught, or his 
settled intention. He had made Phocyas apostatize from his religion ; after 
which the abhorrence of Iudocia would have been reasonable, his misery 
would have been just, and the horrors of his repentance exemplary. ‘The 
players, however, required that the guilt of Phocyas should terminate in de- 
sertion to the enemy ; and Hughes, unwilling that his relations should lose 
the benefit of his work, complied with the alteration. He was now weak 
with a lingering consumption, and not able to attend the rehearsal, yet was 
so vigorous in his faculties that only ten days before his death he wrote the 
dedication to his patron Lord Cowper. On lI'ebruary 17, 1719-20, the play 
was represented, and the author died. He lived to hear that it was well re- 
ceived ; but paid no regard to the intelligence, being then wholly employed 
in the meditations of a departing Christian. 

A man of his character was undoubtedly regretted ; and Steele devoted an 
essay, in a paper called The Theatre, to the memory of his virtues. His life 
is written in the Biographia with some degree of favourable partiality ; and 
an account of him is prefixed to his works by his relation the late Mr, Dun- 
combe, a man whose blameless elegance deserved the same respect. The 
character of his genius I shall transcribe from the correspondence of Swift 
and Pope. 

‘‘A month ago,” says Swift, ‘‘ was sent me over, by a friend of mine, the 
works of John Hughes, Itsquire. They are in prose and verse. I never 
heard of the man in my life, yet I find your name as a subscriber. He is too 
gtave a poet for me ; and I think among the mediocrists in prose as well as 
verse.” 

To this Pope returns: ‘‘'To answer your question as to Mr. Hughes ; 
what he wanted in genius, he made up as an honest man; but he was of the 
class you think him.” 

In Spence’s Collections Pope is made to speak of him with still less re 
spect, as having no claim to poetical reputation but from his tragedy. 
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SHEFFIELD, 
DUKE OF BUCKINGHAMSHIRE. 


OHN SHEFFIELD, descended from a long series of illustrious 
“4| ancestors, was born in 1649, the son of Edmund Earl of Mul- 
4g) grave, who died 1658. ‘The young lord was put in the hands of 
a tutor, with whom he was so little satisfied, that he got rid of 
him in a short time, and at an age not excceding twelve years 
resolved to educate himself. Such a purpose, formed at such an age, and 
successfully prosecuted, delights as it is strange, and instructs as it is real. 
His literary acquisitions are more wonderful, as those years in which they 
arc commonly made were spent by him in the tumult of a military life, or 
the gaiety of a court. When war was declared against the Dutch, he went 
at seventeen on board the ship in which Prince Rupert and the Duke of 
Albemarle sailed, with the command of the flect ; but by contrariety of 
winds they were restrained from action. His zeal for the king's service was 
recompensed by the command of one of the independent troops of horse, 
then raised to protect the coast. 

Next year he received a summons to parliament, which, as he was then 
but eighteen years old, the Earl of Northumberland censured as at least in- 
decent, and his objection was allowed. He had a quarrel with the Earl of 
Rochester, which he has perhaps too ostentatiously related, as Rochester's 
surviving sister, the Lady Sandwich, is said to have told him with very sharp 
reproaches, 

When another Dutch war (1672) broke out, he went again a volunteer in 
the ship which the celebrated Lord Ossory commanded; and there made, as 
he relates, two curious remarks :— 

‘‘T have observed two things, which I dare affirm, though not generally 
believed. One was, that the wind of a cannon bullet, though flying never 
so near, is incapable of doing the least harm ; and indeed, were it otherwise, 
no man above deck would escape. ‘The other was, that a great shot may be 
sometimes avoided, even as it flies, by changing one’s ground a little; for, 
when the wind sometimes blew away the smoke, it was so clear a sunshiny 
day, that we could easily perceive the bullets (that were half-spent) fall into 
the water, and from thence bound up again among us, which gives sufficient 
time for making a step or two on any side; though, in so swift a motion, ’tis 
hard to judge well in what line the bullet comes, which, if mistaken, may by 
removing cost a man his life, instead of saving it.” 

His behaviour was so favourably represented by Lord Ossory, that he was 
advanced to the command of the Katharine, the best second-rate ship in the 
navy. 

He afterwards raised a regiment of foot, and commanded it as colonel. 
Theland forces were sent ashore by Prince Rupert; and he lived in the camp 
very familiarly with Schomberg. He was then appointed colonel of the old 
Holland regiment, together with his own, and had the promise of a garter, 
which he obtained in his twenty-fifth year. He was likewise made gentleman 
of the bedchamber. He afterwards went into the French service, to learn 
the art of war under Turenne, but stayed only a short time. Being by the 
Duke of Monmouth opposed in his pretensions to the first troop of horse 
guards, he, in return, made Monmouth suspected by the Duke of York. 
He was not long aftrr, when the unlucky Monmouth fell into disgrace, 
recompensed with the lieutenancy of Yorkshire, and the government of Hull. 
Thus rapidly did he make his way both to military and civil honours and 
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employments; yet, busy as he was, he did not neglect his studies, but at 
least cultivated poetry; in which he must have been early considered as 
uncommonly skilful, if it be true which is reported, that, when he was yet 
not twenty years old, his recommendation advanced Dryden to the laurel, 

The Moors having besieged Tangier, he was sent (1680) with two thousand 
men to its relief. A strange story is told of the danger to which he was 
intentionally exposed in a leaky ship, to gratify some resentful jealousy of 
the king, whose health he therefore would never permit at his table till he 
saw himself in a safer place. His voyage was prosperously performed in 
three weeks ; and the Moors without a contest retired before him. In this 
voyage he composed the Vision ; a licentious poem, such as was fashionable 
in those times, with little power of invention or propriety of sentiment. At 
his return he found the king kind, who perhaps had never been angry; and 
he continued a wit and a courtier as before. 

At the succession of King James, to whom he was intimately known, and 
by whom he thought himself beloved, he naturally expected still brighter 
sunshine; but all know how soon that reign began to gather clouds. His 
expectations were not disappointed ; he was immediately admitted into the 
privy council, and made lord chamberlain. He accepted a place in the high 
commission, without knowledge, as he declared after the Revolution, of its 
illegality. Having few religious scruples, he attended the king to mass, and 
kneeled with the rest; but had no disposition to receive the Romish faith, or 
to force it upon others ; for when the priests, encouraged by his appearances 
of compliance, attempted to convert him, he told them, as Burnet has 
recorded, that he was willing to receive instruction, and that he had taken 
much pains to believe in God who had made the world and all men in it; 
but that he should not be easily persuaded that man was quits, and made 
God again. 

A pointed sentence is bestowed by successive transmission to the last whom 
it will fit; this censure of transubstantiation, whatever be its value, was 
uttered long ago by Anne Askew, one of the first sufferers for the protestant 
religion, who, in the time of Henry VIII. was tortured in the Tower; con- 
cerning which there is reason to wonder that it was not known to the historian 
of the Reformation. 

In the Revolution he acquiesced, though he did not promote it. There 
was once a design of associating him in the invitation of the Prince of 
Orange ; but the Earl of Shrewsbury discouraged the attempt, by declaring 
that Mulgrave would never concur. This, King William afterwards told 
him ; and asked what he would have done if the proposal had been made ? 
‘«Sir,” said he, ‘‘I would have discovered it to the king, whom I then 
served.” To which King William replied, ‘‘ I cannot blame you.” 

Finding King James irremediably excluded, he voted for the conjunctive 
sovereignty, upon this principle, that he thought the title of the prince and 
his consort equal, and it would please the prince their protector to have a 
share in the sovereignty. ‘This vote gratified King William ; yet, either by 
the king's distrust, or his own discontent, he lived some years without em- 
ployment. He looked on the king with malevolence, and, if his verses or 
his prose may be credited, with contempt. He was, notwithstanding this 
aversion or indifference, made Marquis of Normanby (1694), but still op- 
posed the court on some important questions; yet at last he was received 
into the cabinet council, with a pension of three thousand pounds, At the 
accession of Queen Anne, whom he is said to have courted when they were 
both young, he was highly favoured. Before her coronation (1702) she 
made him lord privy seal, and soon after lieutenant of the North Riding of 
Yorkshire. He was then named commissioner for treating with the Scots 
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about the Union ; and was made next year, first, Duke of Normanby, and then 
of Buckinghamshire, there being suspected to be somewhere a latent claim 
to the title of Buckingham. Soon after, becoming jealous of the Duke of 
Marlborough, he resigned the privy seal, and joined the discontented Tories 
in a motion, extremely offensive to the queen, for inviting the Princess 
Sophia to England. ‘The queen courted him back with an offer no less than 
that of the chancellorship; which he refused. He now retired from business, 
and built that house in the Park which is now the Queen's, upon ground 
granted by the crown. 

When the ministry was changed (1710), he was made lord chamberlain of 
the household, and concurred in all transactions of that time, except that he 
endeavoured to protect the Catalans, After the qucen’s death, he became a 
constant opponent of the court; and, having no public business, is supposed 
to have amused himself by writing his tragedies. He died February 24, 
1720-21, 

He was thrice married : by his two first wives he had no children ; by his 
third, who was the daughter of King James by the Countess of Dorchester, 
and the widow of the Earl of Anglesey, he had, besides other children 
that died early, a son born in 1716, who died in 1735, and put an end to 
the line of Sheffield. It is observable, that the duke’s three wives were all 
widows. The duchess died in 1742. His character is not to be proposed as 
worthy of imitation. His religion he may be supposed to have learned from 
Hobbes; and his morality was such as naturally proceeds from loose opinions. 
His sentiments with respect to women he picked up in the court of Charles; 
and his principles concerning property were such as a gaming-table supplies. 
He was censured as covctous, and has been defended by an instance of in- 
attention to his affairs, as if a man might not at once be corrupted by avarice 
andidleness. He is said, however, to have had much tenderness, and to 
have been very ready to apologise for his violences of passion. He is intro- 
duced into this collection only as a poet ; and, if we credit the testimony of 
his contemporaries, he was a poet of no vulgar rank. But favour and 
flattery are now at an end ; criticism is no longer softened by his bounties, 
or awed by his splendour, and, being able to take a more steady view, dis- 
covers him to be a writer that sometimes glimmers, but rarely shines, feebly 
laborious, and at best but pretty. His songs are upon common topics; he 
hopes, and grieves, and repents, and despairs, and rejoices, like any other 
maker of little stanzas; to be great, he hardly tries ; to be gay, is hardly 
in his power. 

In the Essay on Satire, he was always supposed to have had the help of 
Dryden. His Essay on Poetry is the great work for which he was praised 
by Roscommon, Dryden, and Pope; and doubtless by many more whose 
eulogies have perished. 

Upon this piece he appears to have set a high value ; for he was all his 
lifetime improving it by successive revisals, so that there is scarcely any poem 
to be found of which the last edition differs more from the first. Amongst 
other changes, mention is made of some compositions of Dryden, which 
were written after the first appearance of the Essay. 

At the time when this work first appeared, Milton's fame was not yet fully 
established, and therefore Tasso and Spenser were set before him, ‘The two 
last lines were these. The Epic Poet, says he, 

Must above Milton’s lofty flights prevail, 

Succeed where great Torquato, and where greater Spenser, fail. 
The last line in succeeding editions was shortened, and the order of names 
continued ; but now Milton is at last advanced to the highest place, and the 
passage thus adjusted ° 
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Must above Tasso’s lofty flights prevail, 

Succeed where Spenser, and ev’n Milton, fail. 
Amendments are seldom made without some token of a rent: lofty does 
not suit Tasso so well as Milton. One celebrated line seems to be borrowed. 
The Essay calls a perfect character 

A faultless monster which the world ne’er saw. 
Scaliger, in his poems, terms Virgil size labe monstrum, Sheffield can 
scarcely be supposed to have read Scaliger’s poetry, perhaps he found the 
words in a quotation. 

Of this Essay, which Dryden has exalted so highly, it may be justly said 
that the precepts are judicious, sometimes new, and often happily ex- 
pressed; but there are, after all the emendations, many weak lines, and 
some strange appearances of negligence ; as, when he gives the laws of elegy, 
he insists upon connexion and coherence; without which, says he, 

’Tis epigram, ’tis point, ’tis what you will; 

But not an elegy, nor writ with skill, 

No panegyric, nor a Cooper’s Hill. 
Who would not suppose that Waller’s Panegyric and Denham's Cooper's 
Hill were elegies ? 

Idis verses are often insipid; but his memoirs are lively and agreeable ; 
he had the perspicuity and elegance of an historian, but not the fire and 
fancy of a poet. 

cece ec mee 
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7.ATTHEW PRIOR is one of those that have burst out from an 
yj obscure original to great eminence. He was born July 21, 1664, 
according to some, at Wimburne, in Dorsetshire, of 1 know not 
what parents ; others say, that he was the son of a joincr of 
London: he was perhaps willing enough to leave his birth un- 
settled,* in hope, like Don Quixote, that the historian of his actions might 
find him some illustrious alliance. Ile is supposed to have fallen, by his 
father's death, into the hands of his uncle, a vintnert ncar Charing-cross, 
who sent him for some time to Dr. Busby, at Westminster ; but, not intend- 
ing to give him any education beyond that of the school, took him, when he 
was well advanced in literature, to his own house, where the Earl of Dorset, 
celebrated for patronage of genius, found him by chance, as Burnet relates, 
reading Horace, and was so well pleased with his proficiency, that he under- 
took the care and cost of his academical education. He entcred his name 
in St. John's College at Cambridge in 1682, in his eighteenth year; and it 
may be reasonably supposed that he was distinguished among his contem- 
poraries. He became a Bachelor, as is usual, in four years ;$ and two 
years afterwards wrote the poem on the Deity, which stands first in his volume. 


* The difficulty of settling Prior’s birthplace is great. In the register of his corer 
he is called, at his admission by the President, Matthew Prior of Winburn in Middle- 
sex; by himself next day, Matthew Prior of Dorsetshire, in which county, not in Middle- 
sex, Winborn, or Wimborne, as it stands in the Villare, isfound, When he stood candi- 
date for his fellowship, five years afterwards, he was registered again by himself as of 
Middlesex. The last record ought to be preferred, because it was made upon oath. It 
is observable, that, as a native of Winborne, he is styled Filius Georgii Prior, generost 3 
not consistently with the common account of the sseanness of his birth. 

¢ Samuel Prior kept the Rummer Tavern near Charing Cross in 1685, The annual 
feast of the nobility and gentry living in the parish of St. Martin-in-the-Fields was held 
at his house, Oct. 14, that year. 
; og was admitted to his Bachelor’s degree in 1686; and to his Master’s, by mandate, 
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It is the established practice of that College, to send every year to the 
Earl of Exeter some poems upon sacred subjects, in acknowledgment of a 
benefaction enjoyed by them from the bounty of his ancestor. On this occa- 
sion were those verses written, which, though nothing is said of their success, 
seem to have recommended him to some notice; for his praise of the 
countess’s music, and his lines on the famous picture of Seneca, afford 
reason for imagining that he was more or less conversant with that family. 

The same year he published the City Mouse and Country Mouse, to ridi- 
cule Dryden's Hind and Panther, in conjunction with Mr. Montague. There 
is a story* of great pain suffered, and of tears shed, on this occasion, by 
Dryden, who thought it hard that, ‘‘an old man should be so treated by 
those to whom he had always been civil.’ By tales like these is the envy, 
raised by superior abilities, every day gratified: when they are attacked, 
every one hopes to see them humbled ; what is hoped is readily believed ; 
and what is believed is confidently told. Dryden had been more accustomed 
to hostilities than that such enemies should break his quiet; and, if we can 
suppose him vexed, it would be hard to deny him sense enough to conceal 
his uneasiness. 

The City Mouse and Country Mouse procured its authors more solid 
advantages than the pleasure of fretting Dryden ; for they were both speedily 
preferred. Montague, indeed, obtained the first notice, with some degree 
of discontent, as it seems, in Prior, who probably knew that his own part of 
the performance was the best. Hehad not, however, much reason to com- 
plain ; for he came ,to London, and obtained such notice, that (in 1691) he 
was sent to the Congress at the Hague as secretary to the embassy. In this 
assembly of princes and nobles, to which Europe has perhaps scarcely seen 
anything equal, was formed the grand alliance against Lewis, which at last 
did not produce effects proportionate to the magnificence of the transaction. 

The conduct of Prior, in this splendid initiation into public business, was 
so pleasing to King William, that he made him one of the gentlemen of his 
bedchamber ; and he is supposed to have passed some of the next years in 
the quiet cultivation of literature and poetry. 

The death of Queen Mary (in 1695) produced a subject for all the 
writers: perhaps no funeral was ever so poetically attended. Dryden, 
indeed, as a man discountenanced and deprived, was silent ; but scarcely 
any other maker of verses omitted to bring his tribute of tuneful sorrow. 
An emulation of elegy was universal. Maria's praise was not confined to 
the English language, but fills a great part of the Afuse Anglicane. 

Prior, who was both a poet and a courtier, was too diligent to miss this 
opportunity of respect. He wrote a long ode, which was presented to the 
king, by whom it was not likely to be ever read. In two years he was 
secretary to another embassy at the treaty of Ryswick (in 1697 +t) ; and next 
year had the same office at the court of France, where he is said to have 
been considered with great distinction. As he was one day surveying the 
apartments at Versailles, being shown the Victories of Lewis, painted by Le 
Brun, and asked whether the King of England's palace had any such deco- 
rations: ‘‘The monuments of my master's actions,’”’ said he, ‘‘are to be 
seen everywhere but in his own house.” 

The pictures of Le Brun are not only in themselves sufficiently ostentatious, 
but were explained by inscriptions so arrogant, that Boileau and Racine 
thought it necessary to make them more simple. He was in the following 
year at Loo with the king ; from whom, after a long audience, he carried 


* Spence. 
¢ He received, in September, 1697, a present of 200 guineas from the lords justices, 
for his trouble in bringing over the treaty of peace, 
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orders to England, and upon his arrival became under Secretary of state in 
the Earl of Jersey's office ; a post which he did not retain long, becaus@ 
Jersey was removed ; but he was soon made commissioner of trade. 

This year (1700) produced one of his longest and most splendid compo- 
Sitions, the Carmen Seculare, in which he exhausts all his powers of cele- 
bration ; I mean not to accuse him of flattery : he probably thought all that 
he writ, and retained as much veracity as can be properly exacted from a 
poet professedly encomiastic. King William supplied copious materials for 
either verse or prose. His whole life had been action, and none ever denied 
him the resplendent qualities of steady resolution and personal courage. He 
was really in Prior's mind what he represents him in his verses ; he consi- 
dered him as a hero, and was accustomed to say, that he praised others in 
compliance with the fashion, but that in celebrating King William he 
followed his inclination. To Prior gratitude would dictate praise, which 
reason would not refuse. 

Among the advantages to arise from the future years of William's reign, 
he mentions a Society for Useful Arts, and among them 

Some that with care true eloquence shall teach, 
And to just idioms fix our doubtful speech; 
That from our writers distant realms may know 
The thanks we to our monarchs owe, 
And schools profess our tongue through every land, 
That has invok’d his aid, or bless’d his hand. 
Tickell, in his Prospect of Peace, has the same hope of a new academy ; 


In happy chains our daring language bound, 

Shall sport no more in arbitrary sound, 
Whether the similitude of those passages, which exhibit the same thought 
on the same occasion, proceeded from accident or imitation, is not easy to 
determine. Tickell might have been impressed with his expectation by 
Swift’s Proposal for ascertaining the English Language, then lately published. 

In the parliament that met in 17or, he was chosen representative of East 
Grinstead. Perhaps it was about this time that he changed his party; for 
he voted for the impeachment of those lords who had persuaded the king to 
oh cane a treaty in which he himself had been ministerially em- 

oycd. 

A great part of Queen Anne’s reign was a time of war, in which there was 
little employment for negotiators, and Prior had therefore leisure to make or 
to polish verses. When the battle of Blenheim called forth all the versemen, 
Prior, among the rest, took care to show his delight in the increasing honour 
of his country by an Epistle to Boileau. He published, soon afterwards, a 
volume of poems, with the encomiastic character of his deceased patron the 
Earl of Dorset: it began with the College exercise, and ended with the Nut- 
brown Maid. 

The battle of Ramillies soon afterwards (in 1706) excited him to another 
effort of poetry. On this occasion he had fewer or less formidable rivals ; 
and it would be not easy to name any other composition produced by that 
event which is now remembered. 

Everything has its day. Through the reigns of William and Anne no 
prosperous event passed undignified by poetry. In the last war, when 
France was disgraced and overpowered in every quarter of the globe, when 
Spain, coming to her assistance, only shared her calamities, and the name 
of an Englishman was reverenced through Europe, no poet was heard 
amidst the general acclamation ; the fame of our counsellors and heroes was 
intrusted to the Gazetteer. The nation in time grew weary of the war, and 
the Queen grew weary of her ministers, The war was burdensome, and the 
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ministers were insolent. Harley and his friends began to hope that they 
might, by driving the Whigs from court and from power, gratify at once the 
queen and the people. There was now a call for writers, who might. convey 
intelligence of past abuses, and show the waste of public money, the unrea- 
sonable conduct of the allies, the avarice of generals, the tyranny of minions, 
and the general danger of approaching ruin. For this purpose a papet 
called the Examiner was periodically published, written, as it happened, by 
any wit of the party, and sometimes, as is said, by Mrs. Manley. Some are 
owned by Swift ; and one, in ridicule of Garth’s verses to Godolphin upon 
the loss of his place, was written by Prior, and answered by Addison, who 
appears to have known the author either by conjecture or intelligence. 

The Tories, who were now in power, were in haste to end the war; and 
Prior, being recalled (1710) to his former employment of making treaties, 
was sent (July, 1711) privately to Paris with propositions of peace. Ie was 
remembered at the French court ; and, returning in about amonth, brought 
with him the Abbé Gaultier, and M. Mesnager, a minister from I‘rance, 
invested with full powers. This transaction not being avowed, Mackay, the 
master of the Dover packet-boat, either zealously or officiously, seized Prior and 
his associates at Canterbury. It is easily supposed they were soon released. 

The negotiation was begun at Prior’s house, where the queen's ministers 
met Mesnager (September 20, 1711), and entered privately upon the great 
business. ‘The importance of Prior appears from the mention made of him 
by St. John in his letter to the queen. 

‘*My Lord Treasurer moved, and all my Lords were of the same opinion, 
that Mr. Prior should be added to those who are empowered to sign; the 
reason for which is, because he, having personally treated with Monsieur de 
Torcy, is the best witness we can produce of the sense in which the general 
preliminary engagements are entered into: besides which, as he is the best 
versed in matters of trade of all your Majesty’s servants who have been 
trusted in this secret, if you shall think fit to employ him in the future treaty 
of commerce, it will be of consequence that he has been a party concerned 
in concluding that convention, which must be the rule of this treaty.” 

The assembly of this important night was in some degree clandestine, 
the design of treating not being yct openly declared, and, when the Whigs 
returned to power, was aggravated to a charge of high treason; though, as 
Prior remarks in his imperfect answer to the Report of the Committee of 
Secrecy, no treaty ever was made without private interviews and preliminary 
discussions. 

My business is not the history of the peace, but the life of Prior. The 
conferences began at Utrecht on the first of January (1711-12), and the 
English plenipotentiaries arrived on the fifteenth. The ministers of the 
different potentates conferred and conferred ; but the peace advanced so 
slowly, that speedier methods were found necessary ; and Bolingbroke was 
sent to Paris to adjust differences with less formality ; Prior either accom- 
panied him or followed him, and after his departure, had the appointments 
and authority of an ambassador, though no public character. By some 
mistake of the queen's orders, the court of France had been disgusted ; and 
Bolingbroke says in his letter, ‘‘ Dear Mat, hide the nakedness of thy country, 
and give the best turn thy fertile brain will furnish thee with to the blunders 
of thy countrymen, who are not much better politicians than the French 
are poets.” 

Son after, the Duke of Shrewsbury went on a formal embassy to Paris. 
It is related by Boyer, that the intention was to have joined Prior in the 
commission, but that Shrewsbury refused to be associated with a man so 
meanly born. Prior theretore coniinued to act without a title till the Duke 
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returned next year to England, and then he assumed the style and dignity 
of ambassador. But, while he continued in appearance a private man, he 
was treated with confidence by Lewis, who sent him with a letter to the 
queen, written in favour of the Elector of Bavaria. ‘‘I shall expect,” says 
he, ‘‘with impatience, the return of Mr. Prior, whose conduct is very 
agreeable to me.” And while the Duke of Shrewsbury was still at Paris, 
Bolingbroke wrote to Prior thus: ‘‘ Monsieur de Torcy has a confidence in 
you; make use of it, once for all, upon this occasion, and convince him 
thoroughly, that we must give a different turn to our parliament and our 
people according to their resolution at this crisis.”’ 

Prior’s public dignity and splendour commenced in August, 1713, and 
continucd till the August following ; but Iam afraid that, according to the 
usual fate of greatness, it was attended with some perplexities and mortifica- 
tions. He had not all that is customarily given to ambassadors : he hints 
to the queen in an imperfect pocm, that he had no service of plate; and it 
appeared by the debts which he contracted, that his remittances were not 
punctually made. 

On the first of August, 1714, ensued the downfall of the Tories, and the 
degradation of Prior. He was recalled, but was not able to return, being 
detained by the debts which he had found it necessary to contract, and 
which were not discharged before March, though his old friend Montague 
was now at the head of the treasury, He returned then, as soon as he could, 
and was welcomed on the 25th of March, by a warrant, but was, however, 
suffered to live in his own house, under the custody of the messenger, till he 
was examined before a committee of the Privy Council, of which Mr. Walpole 
was chairman, and Lord Coningsby, Mr. Stanhope, and Mr. Lechmere, were 
the principal interrogators; who, in this examination, of which there is 
printed an account not unentertaining, behaved with the boisterousness of 
men elated by recent authority. They are represented as asking questions 
sometimes vague, sometimes insidious, and writing answers different from 
those which they received. Prior, however, seems to have been overpowered 
by their turbulence; for he confesses that he signed what, if he had ever come 
before a legal judicature, he should have contradicted or explained away. The 
oath was administered by Boscawen, a Middlesex justice, who at last was 
going to write his attestation on the wrong side ef the paper. They were 
very industrious to find some charge against Oxford ; and asked Prior, with 
great earnestness, who was present when the preliminary articles were talked 
of or signed at his house? He told them, that either the Earl of Oxford or 
the Duke of Shrewsbury was absent, but he could not remember which ; an 
answer which perplexed them, because it supplied no accusation against 
either, ‘‘ Could anything be more absurd,” says he, ‘‘or more inhuman, 
than to propose to mea question, by the answering of which I might, ac- 
cording to them, prove myself a traitor? And notwithstanding their solemn 
promise, that nothing which I should say should hurt myself, I had no reason 
to trust them : for they violated that promise about five hours after. How- 
ever, I owned I was there present. Whether this was wisely done or no, I 
leave to my friends to determine.” When he had signed the paper, he was 
told by Walpole, that the committee were not satisfied with his behaviour, 
nor could give such an account of it to the Commons as might merit favour: 
and that they now thought a stricter confinement necessary than to his own 
house. ‘‘ Here,” says he, ‘‘ Boscawen played the moralist, and Coningsby 
the Christian, but both very awkwardly.” ‘The messenger, in whose custody 
he was to be placed, was then called, and very indecently asked by Coningsby, 
‘if his house was secured by bars and bolts?” The messenger answered, 
‘‘No,” with astonishment. At which Coningsby very angrily said, ‘‘ Sir, 
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yott must secure this prisoner; it is for the safety of the nation: if he escape, 
you shall answer for it.” 

They had already printed their report ; and in this examination were en- 
deavouring to find proofs. 

He continued thus confined for some time ; and Mr. Walpole (June 10, 1715), 
moved for an impeachment against him. What made him so acrimonious 
does not appear : he was by nature no thirster for blood. Trior was a week 
after committed to close custody, with orders that '‘no person should be ad- 
mitted to see him without leave from the Speaker.’"’ When, two years after, 
an Act of Grace was passed, he was excepted, and continued still in custody, 
which he had made less tedious by writing his Alma. He was, however, 
soon after discharged. He had now his liberty, but he had nothing else. 
Whatever the profit of his employments might have been, he had always 
spent it; and at the age of fifty-three was, with all his abilitics, in danger of 
penury, having yet no solid revenue but from the fellowship of his college, 
which, when in his exaltation he was censured for retaining it, he said, he 
could live upon at last. Being however generally known and esteemed, he 
was encouraged to add other poems to those which he had printed, and to 
publish them by subscription. ‘The expedient succeeded by the industry of 
many friends, who circulated the proposals,* and the care of some, who, it 
is said, withheld the money from him Iecst he should squander it. The price 
of the volume was two guineas: the whole collection was four thousand ; to 
which Lord Harley, the son of the Earl of Oxford, to whom he had invari- 
ably adhered, added an equal sum for the purchase of Down Hall, which 
Prior was to enjoy during life, and Harley after his decease. Ile had now, 
what wits and philosophers have often wished, the power of passing the day 
in contemplative tranquillity. But it seems that busy men seldom live long 
in a state of quiet. It is not unlikely that his health declined. He com- 
plains of deafness; ‘‘for,” says he, ‘‘I took little care of my ears while I 
was not sure if my head was my own.” 

Of any occurrences of his remaining life I have found no account. In a 
letter to Swift, ‘‘ I have,” says he, ‘‘treated Lady Harriot, at Cambridge (a 
Fellow of a College treat !), and spoke verses to her in a gown and cap! 
What, the plenipotentiary, so far concerned in the damned peace at Utrecht ; 
the man that makes up half the volume of terse prose, that makes up the re- 
port of the committee, speaking verses! Szc est, homo sum.” 

He died at Wimpole, a seat of the Earl of Oxford, on the eighteenth of 
September, 1721, and was buried in Westminster ; where on a monument, 
for which, as the ‘‘Jast piece of human vanity,” he left five hundred pounds, 
is engraven this epitaph :— 

Sui Temporis Historiam meditanti, 
Paulatim obrepens Febris 
Operi simul et Vite filum abrupit, 
Sept. 18, An. Dom, 1721. Atat. 57, 


SLE, 
Vir Eximius Serenissimis 
Regi Guiizetmo Regineque Marra 
In Congressione Foederatorum 
Hage anno 1690 celebrata, 
Deinde Magnex Britannie Legatis 


Tum iis, 
Qui anno 1697-Pacem Ryswroxr confecerunt, 
Tum iis, 
Qui apud Gallos annis proximis Legationem obierunt 
Eodem etiam anno 1697 in Hibernia 


© Swift obtained many subsoriptions for him in Ireland, 
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SEORETARIUS; | 
Necnon in utroque Honorabili consessu 


orum, 
Qui anno 1700 ordinandis Commercii negotiis, 
Quique anno 1711 dirigendis Portorii rebus, 
Presidebant, 
COMMISSIONARIUS; 
Postremo ab ANNA, 
Felicissimx memorie Regina, 
Ad Lupovicum XIV. Galliw Regem 
Missus anno 1711 
De Pace stabilienda, 
(Pace etiamnum durante 
Diuque ut boni jam omnes sperant duraturaé) 
Cum summa potestate Legatus; 
MATTHAUS PRIOR Armiger: 


Qui 
Hos omnes, quibus cumulatus est, Titulos 
Humanitatis, Ingenii, Eruditionis laude 
Superavit ; 

Cui enim nascenti faciles arriserant Musa, 
Hune Puerum Schola hic Regia perpolivit; 
Juvenem in Collegio S’ti Johannis 
Cantabrigia optimis Scientiis instruxit ; 
Virum denique auxit, ct perfecit, 
Multa cum viris Principibus consuetudo; 
Ita natus, ita institutus, 

_ A Vatum Choro avelli nunquam potuit, 
Sed solebat sepe rerum civilium gravitatem 
Amceniorum Literarum Studiis condire: 
Et cum omne adeo Poeticés genus 
Haud infeliciter tentaret, 

Tum in Fabellis concinne lepideque texendis 
irus Artifex 
Neminem habuit parem. 

Hee liberalis animi oblectamenta: 
Quam nullo illi labore constiterint, 
Facile ii perspexére, quibus usus est Amici; 
Apud quos Urbanitatem et Leporum plcnus 
Cum ad rem, quexcunque forte inciderat, 

Apté varié copioséque alluderet, i 
Interea nihil quesitum, nihil vi expressum 
Videbatur, 
Sed ompia ultro effluere, 

Et quasi jugi @ fonte affatim exuberare, 
ita suos tandem dubios reliquit, 
Essetne in Scriptis, Poeta Elegantior, 
An in Convictu, Comes Jucundior. 


Of Prior, eminent as he was, both by his abilities and station, very few 
memorials have been left by his contemporaries; the account therefore niust 
now be destitute of his private character and familiar practices. He lived 
at a time when the rage of party detected all which it was any man’s interest 
to hide; and, as little ill is heard of Prior, it is certain that not much was 
known. He was not afraid of provoking censure; for when he forsook the 
Whigs,* under whose patronage he first entered the world, he became a 
Tory so ardent and determinate, that he did not willingly consort with men 
of different opinions. He was one of the sixteen Tories who met weekly, 
and agreed to address each other by the title of Brother; and seems to 
have adhered, not only by concurrence of political designs, but by peculiar 
affection, to the Earl of Oxford and his family. With how much confidence 
he was trusted has been already told. 

* Spence, 
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He was, however, in Pope’s* opinion, fit only to make verses, and less 
qualified for business than Addison himself. This was surely said without 
consideration. Addison, exalted to a high place, was forced into degrada- 
tion by the sense of his own incapacity ; Prior, who was employed by men 
very capable of estimating his value, having been secretary to one embassy, 
had, when great abilities were again wanted, the same office another time ; 
and was, after so much experience of his own knowledge and dexterity, at 
Jast sent to transact a negotiation in the highest degree arduous and im- 
portant, for which he was qualified, among othcr requisites, in the opinion 
of Bolingbroke, by his influence upon the French minister, and by skill in 
questions of commerce above other men. 

Of his behaviour in the lighter parts of life, it is too late to get much in- 
telligence. One of his answers to a boastful Frenchman has been related ; 
and to an impertinent he made another equally proper. During his embassy, 
he sat at the opera by a man, who, in his rapture, accompanied with his 
own voice the principal singer. Vrior fell to railing at the performer with 
all the terms of reproach that he could collect, till the Frenchman, ceasing 
from ris song, began to expostulate with him for his harsh censure of a man 
who was confesscdly the ornament of the stage. ‘‘I know all that,” says the 
ambassador, ‘‘ mais il chante si haut, que je ne scaurois vous entendre.” 

In a gay French company, where every one sang a little song or stanza, 
of which the burden was, ‘‘ Bannissons la Mélancolie;’’ when it came to his 
turn to sing, after the performance of a young lady that sat next him, he 
produced these extemporary lines :— 

Mais cette voix, et ces beaux yeux, 
Font Cupidon trop dangercux, 

Et je suis triste quand Je crie 
Bannissons la Mélancolie. 

fradition represents him as willing to descend from the dignity of the poet 
and statesman to the low delights of mean company. His Chloe probably 
was sometimes ideal : but the woman with whom he cohabited was a de- 
spicable drabt of the lowest species. One of his wenches, perhaps Chloe, 
while he was absent from his house, stole his plate, and ran away ; as was 
related by a woman who had been his servant. Of his propensity to sordid 
converse I have seen an account so seriously ridiculous, that it seems to de- 
serve insertion. 

‘‘T have been assured that Prior, after having spent the evening with Ox- 
ford, Bolingbroke, Pope, and Swift, would go and smoke a pipe, and drink 
a bottle of ale, with a common soldier and his wife, in Long Acre, before 
he went to bed; not from any remains of the lowness of his original, as one 
said, but, I suppose, that his faculties, 

“Strain’d to the height, 
In that celestial colloquy sublime, 
Dazzled and spent, sunk down, and sought repair.” 

Poor Prior; why was he so s¢vazzed, and in such want of repazy, after a 
conversation with men, not, in the opinion of the world, much wiser than 
himself? But such are the conceits of speculatists, who s¢raéz their Fiala 
to find ina mine what lies upon the surface. His opinions, so far as the 
means of judging are left us, seem to have been right ; but his life was, it 
seems, irregular, negligent, and sensual. 





PRIOR has written with great variety, and his variety has made him popus 


* Spence, 
¢ Spence; [and see Gent. Mag. Vol. LVII, p, 1089.] 
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lar. He has tried all styles, from the grotesque to the solemn, and has not 
so failed in any as to incur derision or disgrace. His works may be distinctly 
considered as comprising Tales, Love Verses, Occasional Poems, Alma, and 
Solomon. 

His Tales have obtained general approbation, being written with great 
familiarity and great sprightliness ; the language is easy, but seldom gross, 
and the numbers smooth, without appearance of care, Of these tales there 
are only four. The Ladle, which is introduced by a preface, neither neces- 
sary nor pleasing, neither grave nor merry. Paulo Purganti, which has 
likewise a preface, but of more value than the tale. Hans Carvel, not over 
decent ; and Protogenes and Apelles, an old story, mingled, by an affecta- 
tion not disagreeable, with modern images. ‘The Young Gentleman in 
Love has hardly a just claim to the title of a tale. I know not whether he 
be the original author of any tale which he has given us. The adventure 
of Hans Carvel has passed through many successions of merry wits ; for it 
is to be found in Ariosto’s Satires, and is perhaps yet older. But the merit 
of such stories is the art of telling them. 

In his Amorous Effusions he is less happy; for they are not dictated by 
nature or by passion, and have neither gallantry nor tenderness. ‘They have 
the coldness of Cowley, without his wit, the dull exercises of a skilful versi- 
fier, resolved at all adventures to write something about Chloe, and trying 
to be amorous by dint of study. His fictions therefore are mythological. 
Venus, after the example of the Greek epigram, asks when she was seen 
naked and bathing. Then Cupid is mzstaken ; then Cupid is dzsarmed; 
then he loses his darts to Ganymede; then Jupiter sends him a summons 
by Mercury. ‘Then Chloe goes a-hunting, with an zvory quiver graceful at 
her side ; Diana mistakes her for one of her nymphs, and Cupid laughs at 
the blunder. All this is surcly despicable ; and even when he tries to acf 
the lover, without the help of gods or goddesses, his thoughts are unaffect- 
ing or remote. He talks not ‘‘like a man of this world.” 

The greatest of all his amorous essays is Henry and Emma, a dull and 
tedious dialogue, which excites neither esteem for the man, nor tenderness 
for the woman. The example of mma, who resolves to follow an out- 
lawed murderer wherever fear and guilt shall drive him, deserves no imita- 
tion ; and the experiment by which Henry tries the lady's constancy, is suck 
as must end either in infamy to her, or in disappointment to himself. 

His Occasional Poems necessarily lost part of their value, as their occas 
sions, being less remembered, raised less emotion. Some of them, however, 
are preserved by their inherent excellence. The burlesque of Boileau’s Ode 
on Namur has, in some parts, such airiness and levity as will always procure 
it readers, even among those who cannot compare it with the original. The 
Epistle to Boileau is not so happy. The Poems to the King are now perused 
only by young students, who read merely that they may learn to write; and 
of the Carmen Seculare, I cannot but suspect that I might praise or censure 
it by caprice, without danger of detection ; for who can be supposed to have 
laboured through it? Yet the time has been when this neglected work was 
so popular, that it was translated into Latin by no common master. 

His poem on the Battle of Ramillies is necessarily tedious by the form of 
the stanza : an uniform mass of ten lines thirty-five times repeated, inconse- 
quential and slightly connected, must weary both the ear and the under- 
Standing. His imitation of Spenser, which consists principally in / weez and 
/ weet, without exclusion of later modes of speech, makes his poem neither 
ancient nor modern. His mention of Mars and Bellona, and his comparison 
of Marlborough to the eagle that bears the thunder of Jupiter, are ail 
puerile and unaffecting ; and yet more despicable is the long tale told by 
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Lewis in his despair of Brute and Troynovante, and the teeth of Cadmus, 
with his similes of the raven and eagle and wolf and lion. By the help of 
such easy fictions, and vulgar topics, without acquaintance with life, and 
without knowledge of art or nature, a poem of any length, cold and lifeless 
like this, may be easily written on any subject. 

In his Epilogues to Phaedra and to Lucius he is very happily facetious ; 
but in the prologue before the quecn, the pedant has found his way, with 
Minerva, Perseus, and Andromeda. 

His epigrams and lighter pieces are, like those of others, somctimes 
elegant, sometimes trifling, and sometimes dull; among the best are the 
Camelion, and the epitaph on John and Joan. 

Scarecly any one of our poets has written so much, and translated so 
little : the version of Callimachus is sufficiently licentious ; the paraphrase 
on St. Paul’s Exhortation to Charity is eminently beautiful. 

Alma is written in professed imitation of Hudibras, and has at least one 
accidental resemblance : Hudibras wants a plan, because it is left imperfect ; 
Alnia is imperfect, because it seems never to have had a plan. Prior appears 
not to have proposed to himself any drift or design, but to have written the 
casual dictates of the present moment. 

What Horace said, when he imitated Lucilius, might be said of Butler by 
Prior ; his numbers were not smooth nor neat. Prior excelled him in versi- 
fication ; but he was, like Horace, zaventore minor, he had not Butler's 
exuberance of matter and varicty of illustration. ‘The spangles of wit which 
he could afford, le knew how to polish; but he wanted the bullion of his 
master, Butler pours out a negligent profusion, certain of the weight, but 
careless of the stamp, Prior has comparatively little, but with that little he 
makes a fine show. Alma has many admirers, and was the only piece 
among Prior's works of which Pope said that he should wish to be the 
author, 

Solomon is the work to which he entrusted the protection of his name, 
and which he expected succeeding ages to regard with veneration. Ilis 
affection was natural; it had undoubtedly been written with great labour ; 
and who is willing to think that he has been labouring in vain? He had 
infused into it much knowledge and much thought ; had often polished it to 
elegance, often dignified it with splendour, and sometimes heightened it to 
sublimity : he perceived in it many excellences, and did not discover that it 
wanted that without which all others are of small avail, the power of 
engaging attention and alluring curiosity. 

Tediousness is the most fatal of all faults; negligence or errors are single 
and local, but tediousness pervades the whole; other faults are censured and 
forgotten, but the power of tediousness propagates itself. He that is weary 
the first hour is more weary the second ; as bodies forced into motion, con- 
trary to their tendency, pass more and more slowly through every successive 
interval of space. Unhappily this pernicious failure is that which an author 
is least able to discover. We are seldom tiresome to ourselves ; and the act 
of composition fills and dclights the mind with change of language and suc- 
cession of images; every couplet when produced is new, and novelty is the 
great source of pleasure. Perhaps no man ever thought a line superfiuous 
when he first wrote it, or contracted his work till his ebullitions cf invention 
had subsided. And evenif he should control his desire of immediate renown, 
and keep his work ve years unpublished, he will be still the author, and 
still in danger of deceiving himself: and if he consults his friends he will 
probably find men who have more kindness than judgment, or more fear to 
offend than desire to instruct. ‘The tediousncss of this poem proceeds not 
from the uniformity of the subject, for it is sufficiently diversified, but from 
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the continued tenor of the narration ; in which Solomon relates the successive 
vicissitudes of his own mind, without the intervention of any other speaker, 
or the mention of any other agent, unlesss it be Abra; the reader is only to 
learn what he thought, and to be told that he thought wrong. ‘Theevent of 
every experiment is foreseen, and therefore the process is not much regarded. 
Yet the work is far from deserving to be neglected. He that shall peruse it 
will be able to mark many passages to which he may recur for instruction or 
delight ; many from which the poet may learn to write, and the philosopher 
to reason. 

If Prior's poetry be generally considered, his praise will be that of correct- 
ness and industry, rather than of compass of comprehension, or activity of 
fancy. He never made any effort of invention: his greater pieces are only 
tissues of common thoughts; and his smaller, which consist of light images 
or single conceits, are not always his own. I have traced him among the 
French epigrammatists, and have been informed that he poached for prey 
among obscure authors. The Thief and Cordelier is, I suppose, generally 
considered as an original production ; with how much justice this epigram 
may tell, which was written by Georgius Sabinus, a poet now little known or 
read, though once the friend of Luther and Melancthon : 


De Sacerdote Furem consolante, 


Quidam sacrificus furem comitatus euntem 
ILuc ubi dat sontes carnificina neci, 

Ne sis meestus, ait; summi conviva Tonantis 
Jam cum celitibus (si modo credis) eris. 

Tile gemens, si vera mihi solatia prebes, 
Hospes apud superos sis meus oro, refert. 

Sacrificus contra; mihi non convivia fas est 
Ducere, jejunas hac edo luce nihil, 


What he has valuable he owes to his diligence and his judgment. His 
diligence has justly placed him amongst the most correct of the English 
poets ; and he was one of the first that resolutely endeavoured at correctness, 
IIe never sacrifices accuracy to haste, nor indulges himself in contemptuous 
negligence, or impatient idleness: he has no careless lines, or entangled 
sentiments ; his words are nicely selected, and his thoughts fully expanded. 
If this part of his character suffers an abatement, it must be from the dis- 
proportion of his rhymes, which have not always sufficient consonance, and 
from the admission of broken lines into his Solomon ; but perhaps he thought, 
like Cowley, that hemistichs ought to be admitted into heroic poetry. 

He had apparently such rectitude of judgment as secured him from every- 
thing that approached to the ridiculous or absurd ; but as law operates in 
civil agency not to the excitement of virtue, but the repression of wickedness, 
so judgment in the operations of intellect can hinder faults, but not produce 
excellence. Prior is never low, nor very often sublime. It is said by Longinus 
of Euripides, that he forces himself sometimes into grandeur by violence of 
effort, as the lion kindles his fury by the lashes of his own tail. Whatever 
Prior obtains above mediocrity seems the effort of struggle and of toil. He 
has many vigorous, but few happy lines; be has everything by purchase, 
and nothing by gift ; he had no #zghtly visitations of the Muse, no infusions 
of sentiment or felicities of fancy. His diction, however, is more his own 
than of any among the successors of Dryden ; he borrows no lucky turns, or 
commodious modes of language, from his predecessors. His phrases are 
original, but they are sometimes harsh ; as he inherited no elegances, none 
has he bequeathed. His expression has every mark of laborious study; 
the line seldom seems to have been formed at once; the words did not come 
till they were called, and were then put by constraint into their places, 
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where they do their duty, but do it sullenly. In his greater compositions 
there may be found more rigid stateliness than graceful dignity. 

Of versification he was not negligent: what he received from Dryden he 
did not lose ; neither did he increase the difficulty of writing by unnecessary 
severity, but uses triplets and alexandrines without scruple. In his preface 
to Solomon he proposes some improvements by extending the sense from 
one couplet to another, with variety of pauses. This he has attempted, but 
without success ; his interrupted lines are unpleasing, and his sense as Jess 
distinct is less striking. He has altered the stanza of Spenser, as a house is 
altered by building another in its place of a different form. With how little 
resemblance he has formed his new stanza to that of his master, these speci- 
mens will show : 

SPENSER, 

She flying fast from Heaven’s hated face, 
And from the world that her discover’d wide, 
Fled to the wasteful wilderness apace, 
From living eyes her open shame to hide, 
And Jurk’d in rocks and caves long unespy’d, 
But that fair crew of knights, and Una fair, 
Did in that castle afterwards abide, 
To rest themselves, and weary powers repair, 
Where store they found of all that dainty was and rare, 
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To the close rock the frightcd raven flies, 
Soon as the rising cagle cuts tho air: 
The shaggy wolf unseen and trembling lies, 
When the hoarse roar proclaims the lion near. 
Ill-starr’d did we our forts and lines forsake, 
To dare our British foes to open fight : 
Our conquest we by stratagem should makes: 
Our triumph had been founded in our flight. 
"Tis ours, by craft and by surprise to gain: 
Tis theirs, to mect in arms, and battle in the plain. 


By this new structure of his lines he has avoided difficulties; nor am [ 
sure that he has lost any of the power of pleasing ; but he no longer imitateg 
Spenser. Some of his poems are written without regularity of measures, 
for, when he commenced poct, he had not recovered from our Pindarie 
infatuation ; but he probably lived to be convinced, that the essence of verse 
is order and consonance. His numbers are such as mere diligence may 
attain ; they seldom offend the ear, and seldom soothe it; they commonly 
want airiness, lightness, and facility: what is smooth, is not soft. His verses 
always roll, but they seldom flow. 

A survey of the life and writings of Prior may exemplify a sentence which 
he doubtless understood well, when he read Horace at his uncle’s; ‘‘ the 
vessel Jong retains the scent which it first receives.” In his private relaxation 
he revived the tavern, and in his amorous pedantry he exhibited the college. 
But on higher occasions and nobler subjects, when habit was overpowered 
by the necessity of reflection, he wanted not wisdom as a statesman, or 
elegance as a poet. 
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qILLIAM CONGREVE descended from a family in Staffordshire, 
of so great antiquity that it claims a place among the few that 
mya) extend their line beyond the Norman conquest ; and was the son 

4) of William Congreve, second son of Richard Congreve, of 

= Congreve and Stratton. He visited, once at least, the residence 
of his ancestors; and, I believe, more places than one are still shown, in 
groves and gardens, wherc he is related to have written his Old Bachelor. 

Neither the time nor place of his birth are certainly known; if the in- 
scription upon his monument be true, he was born in 1672. For the place; 
it was said by himself, that he owed his nativity to England, and by every- 
body else that he was born in Incland. Southern mentioncd him with sharp 
censure, as a man that meanly disowned his native country. The biogra- 
phers assigned his nativity to Bardsa, near Leeds, in Yorkshire, from the 
account given by himself, as they suppose, to Jacob. To doubt whether a 
man of eminence has told the truth about his own birth, is, in appearance, 
to be very deficient in candour; yet nobody can live long without knowing 
that falsehoods of convenience or vanity, falsehoods from which no evil im- 
mediately visible ensues, except the general degradation of human testimony, 
are very lightly uttered, and once uttered are sullenly supported. Boileau, 
who desired to be thought a rigorous and steady moralist, having told a 
pretty lie to Lewis XIV. continued it afterwards by false dates ; thinking 
himself obliged zz honour, says his admirer, to maintain what, when he said 
it, was so well received. [He was baptized at Bardsey, Feb. 10, 1670. ] 

Wherever Congreve was born, he was cducated first at Kilkenny, and 
afterwards at Dublin, his father having some military employment that 
stationed him in Ireland: but after having passed through the usual pre- 
paratory studies, as may be reasonably supposed, with great celerity and 
success, his father thought it proper to assign him a profession, by which 
something might be gotten ; and about the time of the Revolution sent him, 
at the age of sixteen, to study law in the Middle ‘Temple, where he lived for 
several years, but with very little attention to statutes or reports. His dis- 
position to become an author appeared very early, as he very early felt that 
force of imagination, and possessed that copiousness of Sentiment, by which 
intellectual pleasure can be given. His first performance was a novel, 
called ‘‘Incognita; or, Love and Duty Reconciled:” it is praised by the 
biographers, who quote some part of the preface, that is, indeed, for such a 
time of life, uncommonly judicious. I would rather praise it than read it. 

His first dramatic labour was ‘‘ The Old Bachelor ;” of which he says, in 
his defence against Collier, ‘‘that comedy was written, as several know, 
some years before it was acted. When I wrote it, I had little thoughts of 
the stage; but did it, to amuse myself in a slow recovery from a fit of sick- 
ness. Afterwards, through my indiscretion, it was seen, and in some little 
time more it was acted; and I, through the remainder of my indiscretion, 
suffered myself to be drawn into the prosecution of a difficult and thankless 
Study, and to be involved in a perpetual war with knaves and fools.”’ 

There seems to be a strange affectation in authors of appearing to have 
done everything by chance. ‘'’The Old Bachelor” was written for amuse- 
ment, in the languor of convalescence. Yet it is apparently composed with 
great elaborateness of dialogue, and incessant ambition of wit. ‘The age of 
the writer considered, it is indeed a very wonderful performance; for, when- 
ever written, it was acted (1693) when he was not more than twenty-one 
years old; and was then recommended by Mr, Dryden, Mr, Southern, and 
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Mr. Maynwaring. Dryden said, that he never had seen such a first play ; 
but they found it deficient in some things necessary to the success ot its 
exhibition, and by their greater experience fitted it for the stage. Southern 
used to relate of one comedy, probably of this, that when Congreve read it 
to the players, he pronounced it so wretchedly, that they had almost rejected 
it; but they were afterwards so well persuaded of its excellence, that, for 
half a year before it was acted, the manager allowed its author the privilege 
of the house. 

Few plays have ever been so beneficial to the writer; for it procured him 
the patronage of Halifax, who immediately made him one of the commis- 
sioners for licensing coaches, and soon after gave him a place in the Pipe- 
office, and another in the Customs of six hundred pounds a year. Con- 
greve's conversation must surely have been at least equally pleasing with his 
writings. 

Such a comedy, written at such an age, requires some consideration. Asthe 
lighter species of dramatic poetry professes the imitation of common life, of real 
manners, and daily incidents, it apparently presupposes a familiar knowledge 
of many characters, and exact observation of the passing world; the difficulty 
therefore is, to conceive how this knowledge can be obtained by a boy. 

But if ‘‘ The Old Bachelor” be more nearly examined, it will be found to 
be one of those comedies which may be made by a mind vigorous and acute, 
and furnished with comic characters by the perusal of other poets, without 
much actual commerce with mankind. ‘The dialogue is one constant reci- 
procation of conceits, or clash of wit, in which nothing flows necessarily 
from the occasion, or is dictated by nature. The characters, both of men 
and women, are either fictitious and artificial, as those of Heartwell and the 
ladies ; or easy and common, as Wittol, a tame idiot, Bluff, a swaggering 
coward, and Fondlewife, a jealous puritan ; and the catastrophe arises frora 
a mistake, not very probably produced, by marrying a woman in a mask, 
Yet this gay comedy, when all these deductions are made, will still remain 
the work of very powerful and fertile faculties: the dialogue is quick and 
sparkling, the incidents such as seize the attention, and the wit so exuberant 
that it ‘‘o’er-informs its tenement.” 

Next year he gave another specimen of his abilities in ‘‘The Double 
Dealer,” which was not received with equal kindness. He writes to his 
patron the Lord Halifax a dedication, in which he endeavours to reconcile 
the reader to that which found few friends among the audience. These 
apologies are always useless: ‘‘de gustibus non est disputandum ;” men 
may be convinced, but they cannot be pleased, against their will. But 
though taste is obstinate, it is very variable, and time often prevails when 
arguments have failed. Queen Mary conferred upon both those plays the 
honour of her presence; and when she died, soon after, Congreve testified 
his gratitude by a despicable effusion of elegiac pastoral ; a composition in 
which all is unnatural, and yet nothing is new. 

In another year (1695) his prolific pen produced ‘‘ Love for Love ;" a 
comedy of nearer alliance to life, and exhibiting more real manners, than 
either of the former. The character of Foresight was then common. 
Dryden calculated nativities ; both Cromwell and King William had their 
lucky days ; and Shaftesbury himself, though he had no religion, was said 
to regard’ predictions. The Sailor is not accounted very natural, but he 
is very pleasant. With this play was opened the New Theatre, under 
the direction of Betterton, the tragedian; where he exhibited, two 
years afterwards (1687) ‘‘The Mourning Bride,” a tragedy, so written 
as to show him sufficiently qualified for either kind of dramatic poetry. In 
this play, of which, when he afterwards revised it, he reduced the versifica: 
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tion to greater reguiarity, there is more bustle than sentiment; the plot is 
busy and intricate, and the events take hold on the attention ; but, except a 
very few passages, we are rather amused with noise, and perplexed with 
stratagem, than entertained with any true delineation of natural characters, 
This, however, was received with more benevolence than any other of his 
works, and still continues to be acted and applauded. 

But whatever objections may be madc either to his comic or tragic excel- 
tence, they are lost at once in the blaze of admiration, when it is remem- 
pered that he had produced these four plays before he had passed his twenty- 
fifth year, before other men, even such as are some time to shine in emi- 
nence, have passed their probation of literature, or presume to hope for any 
other notice than such as is bestowed on diligence and inquiry. Among all 
the efforts of early genius, which literary history records, I doubt whether 
any one can be produced that more surpasses the common limits of nature 
than the plays of Congreve. 

About this time began the long-continued controversy between Collier and 
the poets. In the reign of Charles I. the Puritans had raised a violent 
clamour against the drama, which they considered as an entertainment not 
lawful to Christians, an opinion held by them in common with the church of 
Rome; and Prynne published Histrio-mastix, a huge volume, in which 
stage-plays were censured. The outrages and crimes of the Puritans brought 
afterwards their whole system of doctrine into disrepute, and from the 
Restoration the poets and players were left at quiet ; for to have molested 
them would have had the appearance of tendency to puritanical malignity. 
This danger, however, was worn away by time ; and Collier, a fierce and 
implacable non-juror, knew that an attack upon the theatre would never 
make him suspected for a puritan ; he therefore (1698) published ‘‘A Short 
View of the Immorality and Profaneness of the English Stage,” I believe 
with no other motive than religious zeal and honest indignation. He was 
formed for a controvertist; with sufficient learning; with diction vehement 
and pointed, though often vulgar and incorrect; with unconquerable perti- 
nacity; with wit in the highest degree keen and sarcastic; and with all those 
powers exalted and invigorated by just confidence in his cause. Thus quali- 
fied, and thus incited, he walked out to battle, and assailed at once most of 
the living writers, from Dryden to Durfey. His onset was violent; those 
passages, which, while they stood single, had passed with little notice, when 
they were accumulated and exposed together, excited horror; the wise and 
the pious caught the alarm ; and the nation wondered why it had so long 
suffered irreligion and licentiousness to be openly taught at the public charge. 

Nothing now remained for the poets but to resist or fly. Dryden’s con- 
science, or his prudence, angry as he was, withheld him from the conflict. 
Congreve and Vanbrugh attempted answers. Congreve, a very young man, 
elated with success, and impatient of censure, assumed an air of confidence 
and security. His chief art of controversy is to retort upon his adversary his 
own words: he is very angry, and hoping to conquer Collier with his own 
weapons, allows himself in the use of every term of contumely and contempt, 
but he has the sword without the arm of Scanderbeg; he has his antagonist’s 
coarseness, but not his strength. Collier replicd; for contest was his delight, 
he was not to be frighted from his purpose or his prey. _ 

The cause of Congreve was not tenable; whatever glosses he might use 
for the defence or palliation of single passages, the general tenour and ten- 
dency of his plays must always be condemned, It is acknowledged, with 
universal conviction, that the perusal of his works will make no man better ; 
and that their ultimate effect is to represent pleasure in alliance with vice, 
and to relax those obligations by which life ought to be regulated, 
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The stage found other advocates, and the dispute was protracted through 
ten years: but at last comedy grew more modest; and Collier lived to see 
the reformation of the theatre. 

Of the powers by which this important victory was achieved, a quotation 
from Love for Love, and the remark upon it, may afford a specimen :— 

Sir Samps. ‘‘Sampson’s a very good name; for your Sampsons were 
strong dogs from the beginning.” 

Angel, ‘‘ Have a care—If you remember, the strongest Sampson of your 
name pulled an old house over his head at last.” 

‘* Here you have the sacred history burlesqued ; and Sampson once more 
brought into the house of Dagon, to make sport for the Philistines !” 

Congreve's last play was ‘‘’The Way of the World ;” which, though, as he 
hints in his dedication it was written with great labour and much thought, 
was received with so little favour, that, being in a high degree offended and 
disgusted, he resolved to commit his quiet and his fame no more to the 
caprices of an audience. 

From this time his life ceased to be public ; he lived for himself and his 
friends ; and among his friends was able to name every man of his time 
whom wit and elegance had raised to reputation. It may be therefore 
reasonably supposed that his manners were polite, and his conversation 
pleasing. He seems not to have taken much pleasure in writing, as he con- 
tributed nothing to the Spectator, and only one paper to the Tatler, though 
published by men with whom he might be supposed willing to associate ; and 
though he lived many years after the publication of his Miscellaneous Poems, 
yet he added nothing to them, but lived on in literary indolence; engaged in 
no controversy, contending with no rival, neither soliciting flattery by public 
commendations, nor provoking enmity by malignant criticism, but passing 
his time among the great and splendid, in the placid enjoyment of his fame 
and fortune, 

Having owed his fortune to Halifax, he continued always of his patron's . 
party, but, as it seems, without violence or acrimony ; and his firmness 
was naturally esteemed, as his abilities were reverenced. His security, 
therefore, was never violated ; and when, upon the extrusion of the Whigs, 
some intercession was used lest Congreve should be displaced, the Earl of 
Oxford made this answer :— 

“Non obtusa adco gestamus pectora Poeni, 
Nec tam aversus equos Tyria sol jungit ab urbe.” 

He that was thus honoured by the adverse party might naturally expect 
to be advanced when his friends returned to power, and he was accordingly 
made secretary for the island of Jamaica; a place, I suppose, without trust 
or care, but which, with his post in the Customs, Is said to have afforded him 
twelve hundred pounds a year. His honours were yet far greater than his 
profits. Every writer mentioned him with respect; and, among other testi- 
monies to his merit, Steele made him the patron of his Miscellany, and Pope 
inscribed to him his translation of the Iliad. But he treated the Muses with 
ingratitude; for, having long conversed familiarly with the great, he wished 
to be considered rather as a man of fashion than of wit; and, when he re- 
ceived a visit from Voltaire, disgusted him by the despicable foppery of de- 
siring to be considered not as an author but a gentleman; to which the 
Frenchman replied, ‘‘ that, if he had been only a gentleman, he should not 
have come to visit him.” 

In his retirement he may be supposed to have applied himself to books ; 
for he discovers more literature than the poets have commonly attained. 
But his studies were in his later days obstructed by cataracts in his eyes, 
which at last terminated in blindness. This melancholy state was aggravated 
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by the gout, for which he sought relief by a journey to Bath; but, being 
overturned in his chariot, complained from that time of a pain in his side, 
and died at his house in Surrey-street in the Strand, Jan. 29, 1728-9. 
Having lain in state in the Jerusalem-chamber, he was buried in Westminster 
Abbey, where a monument is erected to his memory by Henrietta Duchess 
of Marlborough, to whom, for reasons either not known or not mentioned, 
he bequeathed a legacy of about ten thousand pounds; the accumulation 
of attentive parsimony, which, though to her superfluous and useless, might 
have given great assistance to the ancient family from which he descended. 
a that time, by the imprudence of his relation, reduced to difficulties and 
istress, 





CONGREVE has merit of the highest kind; he is an original writer, who 
borrowed neither the models of his plot nor the manner of his dialogue. Of 
his plays I cannot speak distinctly ; for since I inspected them many years 
have passed ; but what remains upon my memory is, that his characters are 
commonly fictitious and artificial, with very little of nature, and not much 
of life. He formed a peculiar idea of comic excellence, which he supposed 
to consist in gay remarks and unexpected answers; but that which he 
endeavoured, he seldom failed of performing. His scenes exhibit not much 
of humour, imagery, or passion: his personages are a kind of intellectual 
gladiators ; every sentence is to ward or strike ; the contest of smartness is 
never intermitted; his wit is a mcteor playing to and fro with alternate 
coruscations. His comedies have, therefore, in some degree, the operation 
of tragedies ; they surprise rather than divert, and raise admiration oftener 
than merriment. But they are the works of a mind replete with images, 
and quick in combination, 

Of his miscellaneous poetry I cannot say anything very favourable. The 
powers of Congreve seem to desert him when he leaves the stage, as Antzeus 
was no longer strong than when he could touch the ground. It cannot be 
observed without wondez, that a mind so vigorous and fertile in dramatic 
compositions should on any other occasion discover nothing but impotence 
and poverty. He has in these little pieces neither elevation of fancy, selection 
of language, nor skill in versification: yet, if I were required to select from 
the whole mass of English poetry the most poetical paragraph, I know not 
what I could prefer to an exclamation in the Mourning Bride :« 


ALMERIA, 
It was a fancied noise; for all is hush’d, 
LEONORA, 
It bore the accent of a human voice. 
ALMERIa, 

It was ay ars or else some transient wind 
Whistling through hollows of this vaulted isle: 
We'll listen— 

LEONORA. 

Hark ! 

ALMERIA, 


No, all is hush’d and still as death.—’Tis dreadfu { 
How reverend is the face of this tall pile 
‘Whose ancient pillars rear their marble heads, 
To bear aloft its arch’d and Poneerous roof, 
By its own weight made stedfast and immovable, 
Looking tranquillity! It strikes an awe 
And terror on rai aching Bight ; the tombs 
And monumental caves of eath look cold, 
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And shoot a chillness to my trembling heart. 
Give me thy hand, and let me hear thy voice; 
Nay, quickly speak to me, and Iet me hear 

Thy voice—my own affrights me with its echoes, 


He who reads these lines enjoys for a moment the powers of a poet; he 
feels what he remembers to have felt before; but he feels it with great in- 
trease of sensibility ; he recognises a familiar image, but meets it again am- 

lified and expanded, embellished with beauty, and enlarged with majesty. | 
et could the author, who appears here to have enjoyed the confidence of 
Nature, lament the death of Qucen Mary in lines like these :-— 


The rocks are cleft, and new-descending rills 

Furrow the brows of all th’ impending hills, 

The water-gods to floods their rivulets turn, 

And each, with streaming cyes, supplies his wanting urn, 
The fauns forsake the woods, the nymphs the grove, 
And round the plain in sad distractions rove: 

In prickly brakes their tender limbs they tear, 

And leave on thorns their locks of golden hair. 

With their sharp nails, themselves the satyrs wound, 
And tug their shaggy beards, and bite with grief the ground. 
Lo Pan himself, bencath a blasted oak, 

Dejected lies, his pipe in picces broke, 
“Sce Pales weeping too, in wild despair, 

And to the piercing winds her bosom bare. 

And see yon fading mye, where appears 

The Queen of Love, all bathed in flowing tears; 

See how she wrings her hands, and beats her breast, 
And tears her useless girdie from her waist: 

Hear the sad murmurs of her sighing doves! 

For grief they sigh, forgetful of their loves. 


And, many years after, he gave no proof that time had improved his wisdom 
or his wit : for, on the death of the Marquis of Blandford, this was his song :— 


And now the winds, which had 80 long been still, 

Began the swelling air with sighs to fill; 

The water-nymphs, who motionless remain’d, 

Like images of icc, while she complain’d, 

Now loosed their streams; as when descending rains 

Roll the steep torrents headlong o’er the plains. 

The prone creation who so long had gazed 

Charm’d with her cries, and at her griefs amazed, 

Began to roar and how] with horrid yell, 

Dismal to hear, and terrible to tell! 

Nothing but groans and sighs were heard around, 

And echo multiplied each mournful sound, 
In both these funeral poems, when he has yelled out many syllables of sense- 
less dolour, he dismisses his reader with senseless consolation : from the 
grave of Pastora rises a light that forms a star; and where Amaryllis wept 
for Amyntas, from every tear sprung up a violet. But William is his hero, 
and of William he will sing :— 

The hevering winds on downy wings shall wait around, 

And catch, and waft to foreign lands, the flying sound. 
It cannot but be proper to show what they shall have to catch and carry i— 

*Twas now, when flowery lawns the prospect made, 

And flowing brooks beneath a forest shade, 

A lowing heifer, loveliest of the herd, 

Stood feeding by; while two fierce bulls prepared 

Their armed heads for fight, by fate of war to prove 

The victor worthy of the fair one’s love; 

Unthought presage of what met next my view; 
For soon the shady scene withdrew. 
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And now, for woods, and fields, and springing flowers, 
Behold a town arise, bulwark’d with walls and lofty towers; 
Two rival armies all the plain o’erspread, 

Each in battalia ranged, and shining arms array’d ; 

With eager eyes beholding both from far, 

Namur, the prize and mistress of the war. 

The Birth of the Muse is a miserable fiction. One good line it has, which 

was borrowed from Dryden. The concluding verses are these :— 
This said, no more remain’d. Th’ etherial host 
Again impatient crowd the crystal coast. 
The father, now, within his spacious hands, 
Encompass’d all the mingled mass of seas and lands; 
And, having heaved aloft the ponderous sphere, 
He launch’d the world to float in ambient air. 

Of his irregular poems, that to Mrs. Arabella Hunt seems to be the best ; 
his ode for St. Cecilia’s Day, however, has some lines which Pope had in 
bis mind when he wrote his own. His imitations of Horace are fecbly 
paraphrastical, and the additions which he makes are of little value. He 
sometimes retains what were more properly omitted, as when he talks of 
vervain and gums to propitiate Venus. 

Of his Translations, the satire of Juvenal was written very early, and may 
therefore be forgiven, though it had not the massiness and. vigour of the 
original. In all his versions strength and sprightliness are wanting : his 
Hymn to Venus, from Homer, is perhaps the best. His lines are weakened 
with expletives, and his rhymes are frequently imperfect. His petty poems 
are seldom worth the cost of criticism ; sometimes the thoughts are false, 
and sometimes common. In his verses on Lady Gethin, the latter part is 
in imitation of Dryden's ode on Mrs. Killigrew ; and Doris,that has been so 
lavishly flattered by Stcele, has indeed some lively stanzas, but the expression 
might be mended ; and the most striking part of the character had been 
already shown in Love for Love. His Art of Pleasing is ‘founded on a 
vulgar, but perhaps impracticable principle, and the staleness of the sense is 
not concealed by any novelty of illustration or elegance of diction. This 
tissue of poetry, from which he seems to have hoped a lasting name, is 
totally neglected and known only as it is appended to his plays. 

While comedy or while tragedy is regarded, his piays are likcly to be 
read; but, except what relates to the stage, I know not that he has ever 
written a stanza that is sung, or a couplet that is quoted. The general cha- 
racter of his Miscellanics is, that they show little wit, and little virtue. Yet 
to him it must be confessed, that we are indebted for the correction of a 
national error, and for the cure of our Pindaric madness. He first taught” 
the English writers that Pindar’s odes were regular; and though certainly 
he had not the fire requisite for the higher species of lyric poetry, he has 
shown us, that enthusiasm has its rules, and that in mere confusion there is 
iither grace nor greatness, 
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IR RICHARD BLACKMORE is one of those men whose 
writings have attracted much notice, but of whose life and 
manners very little has been communicated, and whose lot it has 
been to be much oftener mentioned by enemies than by friends, 

= He was the son of Robert Blackmore, of Corsham in Wiltshire, 
styled by Wood Gentleman, and supposed to have been an attorney ; having 
been forsometime educated in a country-school, he wassent at thirteen to West- 
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minster; and in 1668 was entered at Edmund Hall in Oxford, where he 
took the degree of M.A. June 3, 1676, and resided thirteen years ; a much 
longer time than is usual to spend at the university ; and which he seems to 
have passed with very little attention to the business of the place; for, in 
his poems, the ancient names of nations or places, which he often intro- 
duces, are pronounced by chance. He afterwards travelled: at Padua he 
was made doctor of physic; and, after having wandered about a year and a 
half on the Continent, returned home. 

In some part of his life, it is not known when, his indigence compelled 
him to teach a school, an humiliation with which, though it certainly lasted 
but a little while, his enemies did not forget to reproach him, when he be- 
came conspicuous cnough to excite malevolence; and let it be remembered 
tor his honour, that to have been once a schoolmaster is the only reproach 
which all the perspicacity of malice, animated by wit, has ever fixed upon 
his private life. 

When he first engaged in the study of physic, he inquired, as he says, of 
Dr. Sydenham, what authors he should read, and was directed by Sydenham 
to Don Quixote; ‘‘ which,” said he, ‘‘is a very good book; I read it still.” 
The perverseness of mankind makes it often mischievous in men of eminence 
to give way to merriment ; the idle and the illiterate will long shelter them- 
selves under this foolish apophthegm. Whether he rested satisfied with this 
direction, or sought for better, he commenced physician, and obtained high 
eminence and extensive practice. He became Fellow of the College of 
Physicians, April 12, 1687, being one of the thirty which, by the new charter 
of King James, were added to the former Fellows. His residence was in 
Cheapside,* and his friends were chiefly in the city. In the early part of 
Blackmore's time, a citizen was a term of reproach; and his place of abode 
was aee topic, to which his adversaries had recourse, in the penury of 
scandal. 

Blackmore, therefore, was made a poet not by necessity but inclination, 
and wrote not for a livelihood but for fame; or, if he may tell his own mo- 
tives, for a nobler purpose, to engage poetry in the cause of virtue. 

I believe it is peculiar to him, that his first public work was an heroic 
poem. He was not known asa maker of verses till he published (in 1695) 
‘‘ Prince Arthur,” in ten books, written, as he relates, ‘‘by such catches 
and starts, and in such occasional uncertain hours as his profession afforded, 
and for the greatest part in coffee-houses, or in passing up and down the 
streets.” For the latter part of this apology he was accused of writing ‘‘to 
the rumbling of his chariot wheels.’’ He had read, he Says, ‘‘but little 
poetry throughout his whole life ; and for fifteen years before had not written an 
hundred verses, except one copy of Latin verses in praise of a friend's book.” 
He thinks, and with some reason, that from such a performance perfection 
cannot be expected ; but he finds another reason for the severity of his cen- 
surers, Which he expresses in language such as Cheapside easily furnished. 
‘‘T am not free of the Poets’ Company, having never kissed the governor's 
hands: mine is therefore not so much as a permission poem, but a down- 
right interloper. Those gentlemen, who carry on their poetical trade in a 
joint stock, would certainly do what they could to sink and rmiin an un- 
licensed adventurer, notwithstanding I disturbed none of their factories, nor 
imported any goods they have ever dealt in.” He had lived in the city till 
he had learned its note. 

That ‘‘ Prince Arthur” found many readers is certain ; for in two years it 
had three editions; a very uncommon instance of favourable reception, at a 
time when literary curiosity was yet confined to particular classes of the 
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nation. Such success naturally raised animosity; and Dennis attacked it by 
a formal criticism, more tedious and disgusting than the work which he con- 
demns, To this censure may be opposed the approbation of Locke, and the 
admiration of Molyneux, which are found in their printed Letters. Moly- 
neux is particularly delighted with the song of Mopas, which is therefore 
Subjoined to this narrative. 

It is remarked by Pope, that '‘ what raises the hero, often sinks the man.” 
Of Blackmore it may be said, that, as the poet sinks, the man rises; the 
animadversions of Dennis, insolent and contemptuous as they were, raised 
in him no implacable resentment ; he and his critic were afterwards friends ; 
and in one of his latter works he praises Dennis ‘‘as equal to Boileau in 
poetry, and superior to him in critical abilities.” He seems to have been 
more delighted with praise than pained by censure, and instead of slacken- 
ing, quickened his career, Having in two years produced ten books of 
‘* Prince Arthur,” in two years more (1697) he sent into the world ‘' King 
Arthur” in twelve. The provocation was now doubled, and the resentment 
of wits and critics may be supposed to have increased in proportion. He 
found, however, advantages more than equivalent to all their outrages ; he 
was this year made one of the physicians in ordinary to King William, and ad- 
vanced by him to the honour of knighthood, with the present of a gold chain 
and medal. The malignity of the wits attributed his knighthood to his new 
poem ; but King William was not very studious of poctry; and Blackmore 
perhaps had other merit, for he says in his dedication to Alfred, that ‘‘he 
had a greater part in the succession of the house of Hanover than ever he 
had boasted.” 

What Blackmore could contribute to the Succession, or what he imagined 
himself to have contributed, cannot now be known. That he had been of 
considerable use, I doubt not but he believed, for I hold him to have been 
very honest ; but he might casily make a false estimate of his own impor- 
tance: those whom their virtue restrains from deceiving others, are often 
disposed by their vanity to deceive themselves, Whether he promoted the 
Succession or not, he at least approved it, and adhered invariably to his 
principles and party through bis whole life. 

His ardour of poctry still continued; and not long after (1700) he pub- 
lished a ‘‘ Paraphrase on the Book of Jol, and other parts of the Scripture.” 
This performance Dryden, who pursued him with great malignity, lived long 
enough to ridicule in a Prologue. 

The wits easily confederated against him, as Dryden, whose favour they 
almost all courted, was his professed adversary. He had besides given them 
reason for resentment, as, in his preface to ‘‘ Prince Arthur,” he had said of 
the dramatic writers almost all that was alleged afterwards by Collier ; but 
Blackmore’s censure was cold and gencral, Collier's was personal and 
ardent ; Blackmore taught his reader to dislike what Collier incited him to 
abhor. 

In his preface to ‘‘King Arthur” he endeavoured to gain at least one friend, 
and propitiated Congreve by higher praise of his Mourning Bride than it has 
obtained from any other critic. 

The same year he published a ‘‘Satire on Wit ;” a proclamation of defiance 
which united the poets almost all against him, and which brought upon him 
lampoons and ridicule from every side. This he doubtless foresaw, and evi- 
dently despised ; nor should his dignity of mind be without its praise, had 
he not paid the homage to greatness which he denied to genius, and degraded 
himself by conferring that authority over the national taste, which he takes 
from the poets, upon men of high rank and wide influence, but of less wit 
and not greater virtue, 
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Here is again discovered the inhabitant of Cheapside, whose head cannot 
keep his poetry unmingled with trade. To hinder that intellectual bank- 
ruptcy which he affects to fear, he will erect a Bank for Wit. In this poem 
he justly censured Dryden’s impurities, but praised his powers, though ina 
subsequent edition he retained the satire, and omitted the praise. What was 
his reason, I know not; Dryden was then no longer in his way. His head 
still teemed with heroic poetry; and (1705) he published “ Iliza,” in ten 
books. I am afraid that the world was now weary of contending about 
Blackmore’s heroes ; for I do not remember that by any author, serious or 
comical, I have found ‘ I¢liza” either praised or blamed. She ‘‘dropped;” 
as it seems, ‘‘dead-born from the press.” It is never mentioned, and was 
never seen by me till I borrowed it for the present occasion. Jacob says, 
‘it is corrected and revised from another impression ;” but the labour of 
revision was thrown away. 

From this time he turned some of his thoughts to the celebration of living 
characters ; and wrote a poem on the Kit-cat Club, and Advice to the Poets 
now to celebrate the Duke of Marlborough ; but on occasion of another year 
of success, thinking himself qualified to give more instruction, he again 
wrote a poem of ‘‘ Advice to a Weaver of Tapestry.” Steele was then pub- 
lishing the Tatler; and, looking round him for something at which he might 
laugh, unluckily alighted on Sir Richard's work, and treated it with such 
contempt, that, as Fenton observes, he put an end to that species of writers 
that gave advice to Painters. 

Not long after (1712) he published ‘‘ Creation,” a philosophical poem, 
which has been, by my recommendation, inserted in the late collection. 
Whoever judges of this by any other of Blackmore's performances, will do 
itinjury. The praise given it by Addison (Spec. 339) is too well known to 
be transcribed; but some notice is due to the testimony of Dennis, who calls 
it a *‘ philosophical poem, which has equalled that of Lucretius in the beauty 
of its versification, and infinitely surpassed it in the solidity and strength of 
its reasoning.” 

Why an author surpasses himself, it is natural to inquire. I have heard 
from Mr. Draper, an eminent bookscller, an account reccived by him from 
Ambrose Philips. ‘‘ That Blackmore, as he proceeded in this poem, laid his 
manuscript from time to time before aclub of wits with whom he associated ; 
and that every man contributed, as he could, either improvement or cor- 
rection; so that,” said Philips, ‘‘there are perhaps nowhere in the book 
thirty lines together that now stand as they were originally written.” 

The relation of Philips, I suppose, was true ; but when all reasonable, all 
credible allowance is made for this friendly revision, the author will still 
retain an ample dividend of praise ; for to him must always be assigned the 
plan of the work, the distribution of its parts, the choice of topics, the train 
of argument, and, what is yet more, the general predominance of philoso- 
phical judgment and poctical spirit. Correction seidom effects more than 
the suppression of faults: a happy line, or a single elegance, may perhaps 
be added ; but of a large work the general character must always remain ; 
the original constitution can be very little helped by local remedies ; inherent 
and radical dulness will never be much invigorated by extrinsic animation. 
This poem, if he had written nothing else, would have transmitted him te 
posterity among the first favourites of the English Muse ; but to make 
verses was his transcendent pleasure, and, as he was not deterred by censure, 
he was not satiated with praise. He deviated, however, sometimes into 
other tracks of literature, and condescended to entertain his readers with 
plain prose. When the Spectator stopped, he considered the polite world 
as destitute of entertainment ; and, in concert with Mr. Hughes, who wrote 
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every third paper, published three times a week the Lay Monastery, founded 
on the supposition that some literary men, whose characters are described, 
had retired to a house in the country to enjoy philosophical leisure; and 
resolved to instruct the public, by communicating their disquisitions and 
amusements. Whether any real persons were concealed under fictitious 
names, is not known. The hero of the club is one Mr. Johnson ; sucha 
constellation of excellence, that his character shall not be suppressed, though 
there is no great genius in the design, nor skill in the delineation. 

‘* The first I shall name is Mr. Johnson, a gentleman that owes to nature 
excellent faculties and an elevated genius, and to industry and application 
many acquired accomplishments. His taste is distinguishing, just, and 
delicate ; his judgment clear, and his reason strong, accompanied with an 
imagination full of spirit, of great compass, and stored with refined ideas, 
He is a critic of the first rank ; and, what is his peculiar ornament, he is 
delivered from the ostentation, malevolence, and supercilious temper, that so 
often blemish men of that character His remarks result from the nature 
and reason of things, and are formed by a judgment free and unbiassed by 
the authority of those who have lazily followed each other in the same 
beaten track of thinking, and are arrived only at the reputation of acute 
grammarians and commentators ; men, who have been copying one another 
many hundred years, without any improvement; or, if they have ventured 
farther, have only applied in a mechanical manner the rules of ancient 
critics to modern writings, and with great labour discovered nothing but 
their own want of judgment and capacity. As Mr. Johnson penetrates to 
the bottom of his subject, by which means his observations are solid and 
natural, as well as delicate, so his design is always to bring to light some- 
thing useful and ornamental ; whence his character is the reverse to theirs, 
who have eminent abilities in insignificant knowledge, and a great felicity in 
finding out trifles. He is no less industrious to search out the merit of an 
author, than sagacious in discerning his errors and defects ; and takes more 
pleasure in commending the beauties, than exposing the blemishes of a 
laudable writing : like Horace, in a long work, he can bear some deformities, 
and justly lay them on the imperfection of human nature, which is incapable 
of faultless productions. When an excellent drama appears in public, and 
by its intrinsic worth attracts a general applause, he is not stung with envy 
and spleen; nor does he express a savage nature, in fastening upon the 
celebrated author, dwelling upon his imaginary defects, and passing over 
his conspicuous excellences. He treats all writers upon the same impartial 
foot, and is not, like the little critics, taken up entirely in finding out only 
the beauties wf the ancient, and nothing but the errors of the modern writers. 
Never did anyone express more kindness and good-nature to young and 
unfinished authors ; he promotes their interests, protects their reputation, 
extenuates their faults, and sets oft their virtues, and by his candour guards 
them from the severity of his judgment. He is not like those dry critics, who 
are morose because they cannot write themselves, but is himself master of a 
good vein in poetry ; and though he does not often employ it, yet he has 
sometimes entertained his friends with his unpublished performances.” 

The rest of the Lay Monks seem to be but feeble mortals, in comparison 
with the gigantic Johnson ; who yet, with all his abilities, and the help of 
the fraternity, could drive the publication but to forty papers, which were 
afterwards collected into a volume, and called in the title ‘‘'A Sequel to the 
Spectators,” 

Some years afterwards (1716 and 1717) he published two volumes of Essays 
in prose, which can be commended only as they are written for the highest 
and noblest purpose, the promotion of religion, Blackmore's prose is not 
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the prose of a poet; for it is languid, sluggish, and lifeless ; his diction is 
neither daring nor exact, his flow neither rapid nor casy, aud his periods 
neither smooth nor strong. His account of wt will show with how little 
clearness he is content to think, and how little his thoughts are recommended 
by his language. 

‘‘As to its efficient cause, wt owes its production to an extraordinary 
and peculiar temperament in the constitution of the possessor of it, 
in which is found a concurrence of regular and exalted ferments, and an 
affluence of animal spirits, refined and rectified to a great degree of purity ; 
whence, being endowed with vivacity, brightness, and celerity, as well in 
their reflections as direct motions, they become proper instruments for the 
sprightly operations of the mind ; by which means the imagination can with 
great facility range the wide field of nature, contemplate an infinite variety 
of objects, and, by observing the similitude and disagreement of their several 
qualities, single out and abstract, and then suit and unite, those ideas which 
will best serve its purpose. Hence beautiful allusions, surprising metaphors, 
and admirable sentiments, are always ready at hand: and while the fancy is 
full of images, collected from innumerable objects, and their different quali- 
ties, relations, and habitudes, it can at pleasure dress a common notion ina 
Strange but becoming garb ; by which, as before observed, the same thought 
will appear a new one, to the great delight and wonder of the hearer. What 
we call genzus results from this particular happy complexion in the first for- 
mation of the person that enjoys it, and is nature’s gift, but diversified by 
various specific characters and limitations, as its active fire is blended and 
allayed by different proportions of phlegm, or reduced and regulated by the 
contrast of opposite ferments. Therefore, as there happens in the composi- 
tion of facetious genius a greater or less, though still an inferior, degree of 
judgment and prudence, one man of wit will be varied and distinguished 
from another,” : 

In these Essays he took little care to propitiate the wits ; for he scorns to 
avert their malice at the expense of virtue or of truth. 

‘Several, in their books, have many sarcastical and spiteful strokes at re- 
ligion in general ; while others make themselves pleasant with the principles 
of the Christian. Of the last kind, this age has seen a most audacious 
example in the book entitled ‘A Tale of a Tub.’ Had this writing been 
published in a pagan or popish nation, who are justly impatient of all in- 
dignity offered to the established religion of their country, no doubt but the 
author would have received the punishment he deserved. But the fate of 
this impious buffoon is very different ; for in a protestant kingdom, zealous 
of their civil and religious immunities, he has not only escaped affronts and 
the effects of public resentment, but has been caressed and patronized by 
persons of great figure, and of all denominations. Violent party-men, who 
diftered in all things besides, agreed in their turn to show particular respect 
and friendship to this insolent derider of the worship of his country, till at 
last the reputed writer is not only gone off with impunity, but triumphs in 
his dignity and preferment. I do not know that any inquiry or search was 
ever made after this writing, or that any reward was ever offered for the dis- 
covery of the author, or that the infamous book was ever condemned to 
be burnt in public: whether this proceeds from the excessive esteem and 
love that men in power, during the late reign, had for wit, or their defect of 
zeal and concern for the Christian religion, will be determined best by those 
who are best acquainted with their character.” 

In another place he speaks with becoming abhorrence of a godless author, 
who has burlesqued a Psalm. This author was supposed to be Pope, who 
published a reward for anyone that would produce the coiner of the accusa- 
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tion, but never denied it ; and was afterwards the perpetual and incessant 
enemy of Blackmore. 

One of his Essays is upon the Spleen, which is treated by him so much to 
his own satisfaction, that he has published the same thoughts in the same 
words; first in the Lay Monastery ; then in the I‘ssay ; and then in the Pre- 
face to a Medical Treatise on the Spleen. One passage, which I have found 
already twice, I will here exhibit, because I think it better imagined, and 
better expressed, than could be expected from the common tenour of his 

rose :— 

e ‘‘ As the several combinations of splenctic madness and folly produce 
an infinite variety of irregular understanding, so the amicable accommoda- 
tion and alliance between several virtues and vices produce an equal diver- 
sity in the dispositions and manners of mankind; whence it comes to pass, 
that as many monstrous and absurd productions are found in the moral as 
in the intellectual world. How surprising is it to obscrve among the lcast 
culpable men, some whose minds are attracted by heaven and earth with a 
seeming equal force; some who are proud of humility: others who are cen- 
sorious and uncharitable, yet self-denying and devout ; some who join con- 
tempt of the world with sordid avarice ; and others who preserve a great 
degree of piety, with ill-nature and ungoverned passions! Nor are instances 
of this inconsistent mixture less frequent among bad men, where we often, 
with admiration, see persons at once gencrous and unjust, impious lovers of 
their country, and flagitious heroes, good-natured sharpers, immoral men of 
honour, and libertines who will sooner die than change their religion ; and 
though it is true that repugnant coalitions of so high a degree are found but 
in a part of mankind, yet none of the whole mass, either good or bad, are 
entirely exempted from some absurd mixture.” | 

He about this time (Aug. 22. 1716) became one of the elects of the Col- 
lege of Physicians ; and was soon after (Oct. 1) chosen Censor, He seems 
to have arrived late, whatever was the reason, at his medical honours. 

Having succeeded so wel! in his book on Creation, by which he established 
the great principle of all religion, he thought his undertaking imperfect, un- 
less he likewise enforced the truth of Revelation; and for that purpose added 
another poem on Redemption. He had likewise written, before his Crea- 
tion, three books on the Nature of Man. 

The lovers of musical devotion have always wished for a more happy 
metrical version than they have yet obtained of the book of Psalms: this 
wish the piety of Blackmore led him to gratify ; and he produced (1721) ‘‘A 
new version of the Psalms of David, fitted to the Tunes used in Churches ;” 
which being recommended by the archbishops and many bishops, obtained 
a licence for its admission into public worship; but no admission has it yet 
obtained, nor has it any right to come where Brady and Tate have got pos- 
zession. Blackmore’s name must be added to those of many others, who, 
by the same attempt, have obtained only the praise of meaning well. 

He was not yet deterred from heroic poetry. ‘There was another monarch 
of this island, (for he did not fetch his heroes from foreign countries), whom 
he considered as worthy the Epic Muse, and he dignified Alfred (1723) with 
twelve books, But the opinion of the nation was now settled ; a hero intro- 
duced by Blackmore was not likely to find either respect or kindness ; Alfred 
took his place by [liza in silence and darkness : Benevolence was ashamed 
to favour, and malice was weary of insulting. Of his four epic poems, the 
first had such reputation and popularity as enraged the critics; the second 
was at least known enough to be ridiculed ; the two last had neither friends 
nor enemies, 

Contempt is a kind of gangrene; which, if it seizes one part of a character, 
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corrupts all the rest by degrees. Blackmore, being despised as a poet, 
was in time neglected as a physician; his practice, which was once invidi- 
ously great, forsook him in the latter part of his life: but being by nature, 
or by principle, averse from idleness, he employed his unwelcome Icisure 
in writing books on physic, and teaching others to cure those whom he 
could himself cure no longer. JI know not whether I can enumerate all the 
treatises by which he has endeavoured to diffuse the art of healing ; for there 
is scarcely any distemper, of dreadful name, which he has not taught the 
reader how to oppose. He has written on the small-pox, with a vehement 
invective against inoculation ; on consumptions, the splecn, the gout, the 
rheumatism, the king’s evil, the dropsy, the jaundice, the stone, the diabetes, 
and the plague. Of those books, if I had read them, it could not be ex- 
pected that I should be able to give a critical account. I have been told 
that there is something in them of vexation and discontent, discovered by a 
perpetual attempt to degrade physic from its sublimity, and to represent it 
#S attainable without much previous or concomitant learning. By the tran- 
sient glances which I have thrown upon them, I have observed an affected 
contempt of the ancients, and a supercilious derision of transmitted know-~ 
ledge. Of this indecent arrogance the following quotation from his Preface 
to the ‘ Treatise on the Small-pox ” will afford a specimen ; in which, when 
the reader finds, what I fear is true, that, when he was censuring Hippo- 
trates, he did not know the difference between aphorism and apophthegm, 
he will not pay much regard to his determinations concerning ancient learning. 

‘* As for this book of Aphorisms, it is like my Lord Bacon's of the same 
title, a book of jests, or a grave collection of trite and trifling observations ; 
of which, though many are trve and certain, yet they signify nothing, and 
may afford diversion, but no instruction ; most of them being much inferior 
to the sayings of the wise men of Greece, which yet are so low and mean, 
that we are entertained cvery day with more valuable sentiments at the table 
conversation of ingenious and learned men.” 

I am unwilling, however, to leave him in total disgrace, and will therefore 
quote from another Preface a passage less reprehensible. 

‘‘Some gentlemen have been disingenuous and unjust to me, by wresting 
and forcing my meaning, in the Preface to another book, as if I condemned 
and exposed all learning, though they knew [ declared that I greatly 
honoured and esteemed all men of superior literature and erudition; and 
that I only undervalued false or superficial learning, that signifies nothing 
for the service of mankind ; and that as to physic, I expressly affirmed that 
learning must be joined with native genius to make a physician of the first 
rank ; but if those talents are separated, I asserted, and do still insist, that 
a man of native sagacity and diligence will prove a more able and useful 
practiser, than a heavy notional scholar, encumbered with a heap of 
confused ideas,” 

He was not only a poet and a physician, but produced likewise a work of 
a different kind, ‘‘A True and Impartial History of the Conspiracy against 
King William, of Glorious Memory, in the Year 1695."" This-I have never 
seen, but suppose it is at least compiled with integrity. He engaged like- 
wise in theological controversy, and wrote two books against the Arians ; 
‘* Just Prejudices against the Arian Hypothesis ;"’ and ‘‘ Modern Arians un- 
masked.” Another of his works is ‘‘ Natural Theology; or, Moral Duties 
considered apart from Positive ; with some Observations on the Desirable- 
ness and Necessity of a Supernatural Revelation.” This was the last book 
that he published. He left behind him ‘‘The Accomplished Preacher ; or, 
an Essay upon Divine Eloquence ;” which was printed after his death by 
Mr. White of Nayland, in Essex, the minister who attended his death-bed, 
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and testified the fervent piety of his last hours. He died on the eighth of 
October, 1729. 

Blackmore, by the unremitted enmity of the wits, whom he provoked 
more by his virtue than his dulness, has been exposed to worse treatment 
than he deserved ; his name was so long used to point every epigram upon 
dull writers, that it became at last a by-word of contempt: but it deserves 
observation, that malignity takes hold only of his writings, and that his life 
passed without reproach, even when his boldness of reprehension naturally 
turned upon him many eyes desirous to espy faults which many tongues 
would have made haste to publish. But those who could not blame, could 
at least forbear to praise, and therefore of his private life and domestic 
character there are no memorials, 

As an author, he may justly claim the honours of magnanimity. The 
incessant attacks of his enemies, whether serious or merry, are never dis- 
covered to have disturbed his quiet, or to have lessened his confidence in 
himself: they neither awed him to silence nor to caution ; they neither pro- 
voked him to petulance, nor depressed him to complaint. While the dis- 
tributors of literary fame were endeavouring to depreciate and degrade him, 
he either despised or defied them, wrote on as he had written before, and 
never turned aside to quiet them by civility, or repress them by confutation. 
He depended with great security on his own powers, and perhaps was for 
that reason less diligent in perusing books. His literature was, I think, 
but small, What he knew of antiquity, I suspect him to have gathered 
from modern compilers: but, though he could not boast of much critical 
knowledge, his mind was stored with general principles, and he left minute 
researches to those whom he considered as little minds. With this disposi- 
tion he wrote most of his poems. Having formed a magnificent design, he 
was careless of particular and subordinate elegances; he studied no niceties 
of versification ; he waited for no felicities of fancy ; but caught his first 
thoughts in the first words in which they were presented : nor does it appear 
that he saw beyond his own performances, or had ever elevated his ideas 
to that ideal perfection which every genius born to excel is condemned al- 
ways to pursue, and never overtake. In the first suggestions of his imagina- 
tion he acquiesced; he thought them good, and did not seek for better. 
His works may be read a long time without the occurrence of a single line 
that stands prominent from the rest. The poem on Creation has, however, 
the appearance of more circumspcction; it wants neither harmony of num- 
bers, accuracy of thought, nor elegance of diction; it has either been 
written with great care, or, what cannot be imagined of so long a work, 
with such felicity as made care less necessary. Its two constituent parts are 
ratiocination and description. To reason in verse is allowed to be difficult; 
but Blackmore not only reasons in verse, but very often reasons poetically ; 
and finds the art of uniting ornament with strength, and ease with close- 
ness, This is a skill which Pope might have condescended to learn from 
him, when he needed it so much in his Moral Essays. 

Ir. his descriptions both of life and nature, the poet and the philosopher 
happily co-operate; truth is recommended by elegance, and elegance sus- 
tained by truth. In the structure and order of the poem, not only the 
greater parts are properly consecutive, but the didactic and illustrative para- 
graphs are so happily mingled, that labour is relieved by pleasure, and the 
attention is led on through a long succession of varied excellence to the 
original position, the fundamental principle of wisdom and of virtue. 

As the hervic poems of Blackmore are now little read, it is thought proper 
to insert, as a specimen from ‘‘ Prince Arthur,” the song of Mopas men- 
tioned by Molyneux, 
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But that which Arthur with most pleasure heard 
Were noble strains, by Mopas sung the bard, 
Who to his harp in lofty verse began, 
And through the secrct maze of Nature ran. 
He the Great Spirit sung, that all things fill’d, 
That the tumultuous waves of Chaos still’d; 
Whose nod disposed the jarring seeds to peace, 
And made the wars of hostile Atoms cease, 
All Beings, we in fruitfal Nature find, 
Proceceded from the Great Eternal Mind: 
Streams of his unexhausted spring of power, 
And, cherish’d with his influence, endure. 
He spread the pure ccrulean fields on hich, 
And arch’d the chambers of the vaulted sky, 
Which he, to suit their glory with their height, 
Adorn’d with globes, that reel, as drunk with light. 
His hand directed all the tuncful spheres, 
He turn’d their orbs, and polish’d all the stars. 
He fill’d the Sun’s vast lamp with golden light: 
And bid the silver Moon adorn the night. 
He spread the airy Ocean without shores, 
Where birds are wafted with their feather’d oars, 
Then sung the bard how the light vapours rise 
From the warm earth, and cloud the smiling skies ; 
He sung how some, chill’d in their airy flight, 
Fall scatter’d down in pearly dew by night ; 
How some, raised higher, sit: in secret steams 
On the reflected points of bounding beams, 
Till, chill’d with cold, they shade th’ etherial plain, 
Then on the thirsty earth descend in rain ; 
How some, whose parts a slight contexture show, 
Sink hovering through the air, in flecey snow; 
How part is spun in silken threads, and clings 
Entangled in the grass in glewy strings ; 
How others stamp to stones, with rushing sound 
Fall from their crystal quarries to the ground ; 
How some are laid in trains, that kindled fly, 
In harmless fires by night, about the sky; 
How some in winds blow with impetuous force, 
And carry ruin where they bend their course, 
While some conspire to form a gentle breeze, 
To fan the air, and play among the trees ; 
How some, enraged, grow turbulent and loud, 
Pent in the bowels of a frowning cloud, 
That cracks, as if the axis of the world 
Was broke, and Heaven’s bright towers were downwards hurl’é, 
He sung how earth’s wide ball, at Jove’s command, 
Did in the midst on airy columns stand ; 
And how the soul of plants, in prison held, 
And bound with sluggish fetters, lics conceal’d, 
Till with the spring’s warm beams, almost released 
From the dull weight, with which it lay opprest, 
Its vigour spreads, and makes the teeming carth 
Heave up, and labour with the sprouting birth: 
The active spirit freedom secks in vain, 
It only works and twists a stronger chain ; 
Urging its prison’s sides to break a way, 
It makes that wider, where ’tis forced to stay: 
Till, having form’d its living house, it rears 
Its head, and in a tender plant appears. 
Hence springs the oak, the beauty of the grove, 
Whose stately trunk fierce storms can scarcely move, 
Hence grows the cedar, hence the swelling vine 
Does round the elm its purple clusters twine. 
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Hence painted flowers the smiling gardens bless, 
Both with their fragrant scent and gaudy dress, 
Hence the white lily in full beauty grows, 

Hence the blue violet and blushing rose. 

He sung how sunbeams brood upon the earth, 
And in the glebe hatch such a numcrous birth; 
Which way the genial warmth in Summer storms 
Turns putrid vapours to a bed of worms; 

How rain, transtorm’d by this prolific power, 
Falls from the clouds an animated shower. 

He sung the embryo’s growth within the womb, 
And how the parts their various shapes assuinc. 
With what rare art the wondrous structure’s wrought, 
From one crude mass to such perfection brought; 
That no part useless, none misplaced we sce, 
None are forgot, and more would monstrous be. 
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mareeoey TT brevity with which I am to write the account of Elijah Fenton 
Ae ROR is not the effect of indifference or negligence. I have sought in- 
1} telligence among his relations in his native country, but have not 
4) obtained it. He was born near Newcastle, in Staffordshire, of 
an ancient family,* whose estate was very considerable ; but he 
was the youngest of twelve children, and being therefore necessarily destined 
to some lucrative employment was sent first to school, and afterwards to 
Cambridge ;t but, with many other wise and virtuous men, who at that time 
of discord and debate consulted conscience, whcther well or ill informed, 
- more than interest, he doubted the legality of the yovernment, and refusing 
to qualify himself for public employment by the oaths required, left the uni- 
versity without a degree ; but I never heard that the enthusiasm of oppo- 
sition impelled him to separation from the Church. 

By this perverseness of integrity he was driven out a commoner of nature, 
excluded from the regular modes of profit and prosperity, and reduced to 
pick up a livelihood unccrtain and fortuitous ; but it must be remembered 






* IIe was born at Shelton, near Newcastle, May 20, 1683; and was the youngest of 
eleven children of John Fenton, an attorney at law, and one of the coroncrs for the 
county of Stafford. is father diced in 1694; and his grave, in the churchyard of 
Stoke-upon-Trent, is distinguished by the following elegant Latin inscription from 
the pen of his son :— HSE 


JOSANNES FENTON 
de Shelton 
antiqud stirpe generosus; juxta reliquias conjugis 
CaTHARINE 
forma, moribus, pietate, optimo viro dignissime : 


ul 
jntemerata in occlesiam fide, et virtutibus intaminatis enituit; 
necnon ingenii lepore bonis artibus ex politi, 
ac animo erga omnes benevolo, sibi suisque jucundus vixit. 
Decem annos uxori dilectse superstes 
magnum sui desiderium bonis omnibus reliquit, 
Anne Salutis humana 1694, 
tetatis suse 56. 

See Gent. Mag. 1791, vol. LXI. p. 703. N. 

+ He was entered of Jesus College, and took a Bachelor’s degree in 1704; but it 
appears by the list of Cambridge graduates that he removed in 1726 to Trinity Hall, 
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that he kept his name unsullied, and never suffered himself to be reduced, 
like too many of the same sect, to mean arts and dishonourable shifts. 
Whoever mentioned Fenton, mentioned him with honour. 

The life that passes in penury must necessarily pass in obscurity. It is 
impossible to trace Fenton from year to year, or to discover what means he 
used for his support. He was a while secretary to Charles, Earl of Orrery, 
in Flanders, and tutor to his young son, who afterwards mentioned him with 
great esteem and tenderness. He was at one time assistant in the school 
of Mr. Bonwicke, in Surrey; and at another kept a school for himself at 
Sevenoaks in Kent, which he brought into reputation ; but was persuaded 
to leave it (1710) by Mr. St. John, with promises of a more honourable em- 
ployment. Ilis opinions, as he was a Nonjuror, seem not to have been 
remarkably rigid. He wrote with great zeal and affection the praises of 
Qucen Anne, and very willingly and liberally extolled the Duke of Marl- 
borough, when he was (1707) at the height of his glory. He expressed still 
more attention to Marlborough and his family by an elegiac Pastoral on the 
Marquis of Blandford, which could be prompted only by respect or kind- 
ness ; for neither the Duke nor Duchess desired the praise, or liked the cost 
of patronage. 

The elegance of his poetry entitled him to the company of the wits of his 
time, and the amiableness of his manners made him loved wherever he was 
known. Of his friendship to Southern and Pope there are lasting monu- 
ments. He published in 1707 a collection of poems, 

By Pope he was once placed in a station that might have been of great 
advantage. Craggs, when he was advanced to be Secretary of State (about 
1720), feeling his want of literature, desired Pope to procure him an instructor, 
by whose help he might supply the deficiencies of his education. Pope re- 
commended Fenton, in whom Craggs found all that he was seeking. There 
was now a prospect of ease and plenty, for Fenton had merit, and Craggs had 
gencrosity : but the small-pox suddenly put an end to the pleasing expectation, 

When Pope, after the great success of his Iliad, undertook the Odyssey, 
being, as it seems, weary of translating, he determined to engage auxiliaries. 
‘Twelve books he took to himself, and twelve he distributed between Broome 
and Fenton: the books allotted to Fenton were the first, the fourth, the nine- 
teenth, and thetwentieth. It is observable, that he did not take the eleventh, 
which he had before translated into blank verse; neither did Pope claim it, 
but committed it to Broome. How the two associates performed their parts 
is well known to the readers of poetry, who have never been able to dis- 
tinguish their books from those of Pope. 

In 1723 was performed his tragedy of Mariamne; to which Southern, at 
whose house it was written, is said to have contributed such hints as his 
theatrical experience supplied. When it was shown to Cibber, it was rejected 
by him with the additional insolence of advising Fenton to engage himself in 
some employment of honest labour, by which he might obtain that support 
which he could never hope from his poetry. The play was acted at the other 
theatre ; and the brutal petulance of Cibber was confuted, though, perhaps, 
not shamed, by general applause. Fenton's profits are said to have amounted 
to near a thousand pounds, with which he discharged a debt contracted by 
his attendance at court. 

Fenton seems to have had some peculiar system of versification. Mariamne 
is written in lines of ten syllables, with few of those redundant terminations 
which the drama not only admits but requires, as more nearly approaching 
to real dialogue. ‘The tenor of his verse is so uniform that it cannot be 
thought casual ; ar.d yet upon what principle he so constructed it, is difficult 
to discover. 
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The mention of his play brings to my mind a very trifling occurrence, 
Fenton was one day in the company of Broome his associate, and Ford,* a 
clergyman, at that time too well known, whose abilities, instead of furnishing 
convivial merriment to the voluptuous and dissolute, might have enabled 
him to excel among the virtuous and the wise. They determined all to see 
the Merry Wives of Windsor, which was acted that night; and Fenton, asa 
dramatic poet, took them to the stage-door ; where the door-keeper inquiring 
who they were, was told that they were thrce very necessary men, Ford, 
Broome, and Fenton. The name in the play, which Pope restored to Brook, 
was then Broome. It was perhaps after this play that he undertook to revise 
the punctuation of Milton’s poems, which, as the author neither wrote the 
original copy nor corrected the press, was supposed capable of amendment. 
To this edition he prefixed a short and elegant account of Milton's life, 
written at once with tenderness and integrity. He published likewise (1729) 
a very splendid edition of Waller, with notes often useful, often entertaining, 
but too much extcnded by long quotations from Clarendon. Illustrations 
drawn from a book so easily consulted, should be made by reference rathet 
than transcription. 

The latter part of his life was calm and pleasant. The relict of Sir William 
Trumbull invited him, by Pope’s recommendation, to educate her son, 
whom he first instructed at home, and then attended to Cambridge. The 
lady afterwards detained him with her as the auditor of her accounts. He 
often wandered to London, and amused himself with the conversation of his 
friends. He died in 1730, at Easthampstead in Berkshire, the seat of Lady 
Trumbull; and Pope, who had been always his friend, honoured him with 
an epitaph, of which he borrowed the two first lines from Crashaw. 

Fenton was tall and bulky, inclined to corpulence, which he did not lessen 
by much exercise ; for he was very sluggish and sedentary, rose late, and 
when he had risen, sat down to his book or papers. A woman that once 
waited on him in a lodging, told him, as she said, that he would ‘‘lie a bed, 
and be fed with a spoon.” This, however, was not the worst that might 
have bcen prognosticated ; for Pope says, in his letters, that ‘‘he died of 
indolence ;” but his immediate distemper was the gout. 

Of his morals and his conversation the account is uniform: he was never 
named but with praise and fondness, as a man in the highest degree amiable 
and excellent. Such was the character given him by the Earl of Orrery, his 
pupil ; such is the testimony of Pope ;t and such were the suffrages of all 
who could boast of his acquaintance. 

By a former writer of his life a story is told, which ought not to be for- 
gotten. He used, in the latter part of his time, to pay his relations in the 
country a yearly visit. At an entertainment made for the family by his 
elder brother, he observed, that one of his sisters, who had marricd unfortu- 
nately, was absent; and found, upon inquiry, that distress had made her 
thought unworthy of invitation. As she was at no great distance, he 
refused to sit at the table till she was called, and, when she had taken her 
place, was careful to show her particular attention. 

His collection of poems is now to be considered. The Ode to the Sun is 
written upon a common plan, without uncommon sentiments ; but its greatest 
fault is its length. No poem should be long of which the purpose is only to 
strike the fancy, without enlightening the understanding by precept, ratioci- 
nation, or narrative. A blaze first pleases, and then tires the sight. 

Of Florelio it is sufficient to say, that it isan occasional pastoral, which 
implies something neither natural nor artificial, neither comic nor serious, 

The next ode is irregular, and therefore defective. As the sentiments are 

* Johnson’s cousin, ¢ Spence. 
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pious, they cannot easily be new; for what can be added to topics on which 
successive ages have been employed ! 

Of the Paraphrase on Isaiah nothing very favourable can be said. Sub- 
lime and solemn prose gains little by a change to blank verse; and the 
paraphrast has deserted his original, by admitting images not Asiatic, at 
least not Judaical : 

—— Returning Peace, 
Dove-eyced, and robed in white. 


Of his petty poems some arc very trifling, without anything to be praised 
either in the thought or expression. He is unlucky in his competition ; he 
tells the same idle tale with Congreve, and does not tell it sowell. He 
translates from Ovid the same epistle as Pope; but I am afraid not with 
equal happiness. A 

To examine his performances one by one would be tedious. His transla- 
tion from Homer into blank verse will find few readers, while anofher can 
be had in rhyme. The piece addressed to Lambarde is no disagreeable 
specimen of epistolary poctry ; and his ode to the Lord Gower was pro- 
nounced by Pope the next ode in the english language to Dryden's Cecilia. 
J*enton may be justly styled an exccllent versifier, and a good poet. 

Whatever I have said of Fenton is confirmed by Pope in a letter, by which 
he communicated to Broome an account of his death. 


To the Revd. Mr. BROOME. 
At Pulham, near Harlestone Nor Sufolke. 
[By Beccles Bag.] 

Dr Sir,—I intended to write to you on this melanchely subject, the death 
of Mr. Fenton, before y™ came ; but stay’d to have informed myself & you of 
y® circumstances of it. All I hear is, that he felt a Gradual Decay, tho so 
carly in Life, & was declining for 5 or6 months. It was not, as I appre- 
hended, the Gout in his Stomach, but I believe rather a Complication first 
of Gross Humours, as he was naturally corpulent, not discharging them- 
selves, as he used no sort of Exercise. No man better bore y¢ approaches 
of his Dissolution (as I am told) or with less ostentation yielded up his 
Being. The great Modesty weh you know was natural to him, and yé great 
Contempt he had for all Sorts of Vanity & Parade, never appeared more 
than in his last moments: He hada conscious Satisfaction (no doubt) in 
acting right, in feeling himself honest, true, & unpretending to more than 
was his own. So he dyed, as he lived, with that secret, yet sufficient, Con- 
tentment. ; 

As to any Papers left behind him, I dare say they can be but few; for 
this reason, He never wrote out of Vanity, or thought much of the Applause 
of Men. 1 know an instance where he did his utmost to conceal his own 
merit that way; and if we join to this his natural Love of Ease, I fancy we 
must expect little of this sort: at least I hear of none except some few fur- 
ther remarks on Waller (w% his cautious integrity made him leave an order 
to be given to Mr. Tonson) and perhaps, tho tis many years since I saw it, a 
Translation of yé first Book of Oppian. He had begun a Tragedy of Dion, 
but made small progress in it. 

As to his other Affairs, he dyed poor, but honest, leaving no Debts, or 
Legacies ; except a few p48 to Mr. Trumbull and my Lady, in token of re- 
spect, Gratefulness, & mutual Esteem. 

I shall with pleasure take upon me to draw this amiable, quiet, deserving, 
unpretending Christian and Philosophical character, in His Epitaph. There 
Truth may be spoken in a few words: as for Flourish, & Oratory, & Poetry, 
I leave them to younger and more lively Writers, such as love writing for 
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writing sake, & w@ rather show their own Fine Parts, y® Report the valuable 
ones of any other man. So the I¢legy I renounce. 

I condole with you from my heart, on the loss of so worthy a man, anda 
Friend to us both. Now he is gone, I must tell you he has done you many 
a good office, & sct your character in the fairest light to some who either 
mistook you, or knew you not. I doubt not he has done the same for me. 

Adieu: Let us love his Memory, and profit by his example. Iam very 
sincercly 


Dr Sir 
Your affectionate & real Servant 
Aug. 29, 1730. A. Pore. 
ee 
GAY. 


MMOHN GAY, descended from an old family that had been long in 
‘¥| possession of the manor of Goldworthy* in Devonshire, was born 
4g/ in 1688, at or near Barnstaple, where he was educated by Mr. 
Luck, who taught the school of that town with good reputation, 
and, a little before he retired from it, published a volume of Latin 
and English verses. Under such a master he was likely to form a taste for 
poetry. Being born without prospect of hereditary riches, he was sent to 
London in his youth, and placed apprentice with a silk-mercer. Jlow long 
he continued behind the counter, or with what degree of softness and dexterity 
he reccived and accommodated the ladics, as he probably took no delight in 
telling it, is not known. The report is, that he was soon weary of either the 
restraint or servility of his occupation, and easily persuaded his master to 
discharge him. 

The Duchess of Monmouth, remarkable for inflexible perseverance in her 
demand to be treated asa princess, in 1712 took Gay into her service as 
secretary: by quitting a shop for such service he might gain leisure, but he 
certainly advanced little in the boast of independence. Of his leisure he 
made so good use, that he published next year a poem on ‘‘ Rural Sports,” 
and inscribed it to Mr. Pope, who was then rising fast into reputation. 
Pope was pleased with the honour; and when he became acquainted with 
Gay, found such attractions in his manners and conversation, that he seems 
to have received him into his inmost confidence; and a friendship was 
formed between them which lasted to their separation by death, without any 
known abatement on either part. Gay was the general favourite of the 
whole association of wits ; but they regarded him as a playfellow rather than 
a partner, and treated him with more fondness than respect. 

Next year he published ‘‘ The Shepherd's Week,”’ six English pastorals, 
in which the images are drawn from real life, such as it appears among the 
rustics in parts of England remote from London. Steele, in some papers 
of the Guardian, had praised Ambrose Philips, as the pastoral writer that 
te only to Theocritus, Virgil, and Spenser. Pope, who had also pub- 

ished pastorals, not pleased to be overlooked, drew up a comparison of his 
own compositions with those of Philips, in which he covertly gave himself 
the preference, while he seemed to disown it. Not content with this, he is 
supposed to have incited Gay to write ‘‘The Shepherd's Week,” to show, 
that if it be necessary to copy nature with minuteness, rural life must be ex- 
hibited such as grossness and ignorance have made it. So far the plan was 
teasonable ; but the pastorals are introduced by a Proeme, written with such 


* Goldworthy docs not appear in the Villare. 





GAY. ay 


imitation as they could attain of obsolete language, and by consequence in 
a style that was never spoken nor written in any language or in any place, 
But the effect of reality and truth became conspicuous, even when the in- 
tention was to show them grovelling and degraded. ‘hese pastorals became 
popular, and were read with delight as just representations of rural manners 
and occupations, by those who had no interest in the rivalry of the poets, 
nor knowledge of the critical dispute. 

In 1713 he brought a comedy called ‘‘ The Wife of Bath” upon the stage, 
but it received no applause; he printed it, however ; and seventeen years 
after, having altered it, and, as he thonght, adapted it more to the public 
taste, he offered it again to the town ; but though, he was flushed with the suc- 
cess of the ‘‘ Beggar's Opera,” had the mortification to see it again rejected. 

In the last year of Queen Anne's life, Gay was made secretary to the Earl 
of Clarendon, ambassador to the court of Hanover. ‘This was a station that 
naturally gave him hopes of kindness from every party; but the queen’s 
death put an end to her favours, and he had dedicated his ‘‘ Shepherd's 
Week,” to Bolingbroke, which Swift considered as the crime that obstructed 
all kindness from the Tlouse of Hanover. He did not, however, omit to 
improve the right which his office had given him to the notice of the royal 
family. On the arrival of the Princess of Wales, he wrote a poem, and ob- 
tained so much favour, that both the prince and the princess went to see his 
‘* What d'ye call it,” a kind of mock tragedy, in which the images were 
comic, and the action grave; so that, as Pope relates, Mr. Cromwell, who 
could not hear what was said, was at a loss how to reconcile the laughter of 
the audience with the solemnity of the scene. 

Of this performance the value certainly is but little; but it was one of the 
lucky trifles that give pleasure by novelty, and was so much favoured by the 
audience, that envy appeared against it in the form of criticism ; and Griffin, 
a player, in conjunction with Mr. Theobald, aman afterwards more remark- 
able, produced a pamphlet called ‘The Key to the What d’ye call it ;” 
which, says Gay, ‘‘ calls me a blockhead, and Mr. Pope a knave.” 

But fortune has always been inconstant. Not long afterwards (1717) he 
endeavoured to entertain the town with ‘‘Three Hours after Marriage ;” 
a comedy written, as there is sufficient reason for believing, by the joint 
assistance of Pope and Arbuthnot. One purpose of it was to bring into 
contempt Dr. Woodward, the fossilist, a man not really or justly con- 
temptible. It had the fate which such outrages deserve : the scene in which 
Woodward was directly and apparently ridiculed, by the introduction of a 
mummy and a crocodile, disgusted the audience, and the performance was 
driven off the stage with general condemnation. 

Gay is represented as a man easily incited to hope, and deeply depressed 
when his hopes were disappointed. ‘This is not the character of a hero ;. 
but it may naturally imply something more generally welcome, a soft and 
civil companion. Whoever is apt to hope good from others is diligent to 
please them ; but he that believes his powers strong enough to force their 
own way, commonly tries only to please himself. He had been simple 
enough to imagine that those who laughed at the ‘‘ What d’ye call it” would 
raise the fortune cf its author; and, finding nothing done, sunk into dejec- 
tion. His friends endeavoured to divert him. The Earl of Burlington 
sent him (1716) into Devonshire ; the year after, Mr., Pulteney took him to 
Aix ; andin the following year Lord Harcourt invited him to his seat, where, 
during his visit, two rural lovers were killed with lightning, as is particularly 
told in Pope's Letters. 

Being now generally known, he published (1720) his poems by subscription 
with such success, that he raised a thousand pounds; and called his friends 
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toa consultation, what use might be best made of it. Lewis, the steward of 
Tord Oxford, advised him to intrust it to the funds, and live upon the in- 
terest; Arbuthnot bade him to intrust it to Providence, and live upon the 
principal ; Pope directed him, and was seconded by Swift, to purchase an 
annuity. 

Gay in that disastrous year* had a present from young Craggs of some 
South-sea stock, and once supposed himself to be master of twenty thousand 
pounds. His friends persuaded him to sell his share; but he dreamed of 
dignity and splendour, and could not bear to obstruct his own fortune. 
Iie was then importuned to sell as much as would purchase a hundred a year 
for life, ‘‘ which,” says Fenton, ‘‘ will make you sure of a clean shirt anda 
shoulder of mutton every day.'’ This counsel was rejected: the profit and 
principal were lost, and Gay sunk under the calamity so low that his life 
became in danger. By the care of his friends, among whom Pope appears 
to have shown particular tenderness, his health was restored ; and, returning 
to his studies, he wrote a tragedy called ‘‘ The Captives,” which he was 
invited to read before the Princess of Wales. When the hour came, he saw 
the princess and her ladies all in expectation, and advancing with reverence, 
too great for any other attention, stumbled at a stool, and falling forwards, 
threw down a weighty Japan screen. The princess started, the ladies 
screamed, and poor Gay, after all the disturbance, was still to read his play. 

The fate of ‘‘ The Captives,” which was acted at Drury Lane in 1723-4, 
I know not ;f but he now thought himself in favour, and undertook (1726) 
to write a volume of ‘‘ Fables” for the improvement of the young Duke of 
Cumberland. For this he is said to have been promised a reward, which 
he had doubtless magnified with all the wild expectations of indigence and 
vanity. 

Next year the prince and princess became king and queen, and Gay was 
to be great and happy; but on the settlement of the household, he found 
himself appointed gentleman usher to the Princess Louisa. By this ofter he 
thought himself insulted, and sent a message to the queen that he was too 
old for the place. There seem to have been many machinations employed 
afterwards in his favour; and diligent court was paid to Mrs. Howard, 
afterwards Countess of Suffolk, who was much beloved by the king and 
queen, to engage her interest for his promotion ; but solicitation, verses, and 
flatteries were thrown away; the lady heard them, and did nothing. All 
the pain which he suffered from neglect, or, as he perhaps termed it, the 
ingratitude of the court, may be supposed to have been driven away by the 
unexampled success of the ‘‘ Beggar's Opera.” This play, written in ridi- 
cule of the musical Italian Drama, was first offered to Cibber and his 
brethren at Drury Lane, and rejected; it being then carried to Rich, had 
the effect, as was ludicrously said, of making Gay rich, and Rich gay. Of 
this lucky piece, as the reader cannot but wish to know the original and 
progress, 1 have inserted the relation which Spence has given in Pope's 
words. 

‘Dr. Swift had been observing once to Mr. Gay, what an odd pretty 
sort of a thing a Newgate Pastoral might make. Gay was inclined to try at 
such a thing for some time; but afterwards thought it would be better to 
write a comedy on the same plan. This was what gave rise to the ‘ Beggar's 
Opera.’ He began on it; and when first he mentioned it to Swift, the 
doctor did not much like the project. As he carried it on, he showed what 
he wrote to both of us, and we now and then gave a correction, or a word 


* Spence. 
+ It was acted seven nights. The author's third night was by command of their 
royal highnesses. 
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or two of advice; but it was wholly of his own writing.~-When it was done, 
neither of us thought it would succeed. We showed it to Congreve; who, 
after reading it over, said, it would cither take greatly, or be damned con- 
foundedly. We were all, at the first night of it, in great uncertainty of the 
event ; till we were very much encouraged by overhearing the Duke of Argyll, 
who sat in the next box to us, say, ‘It will do—it must do! I see it in the 
eyes of them.’ ‘This was a good while before the first act was over, and so 
gave us ease soon; for that Duke (besides his own good taste) has a par- 
ticular knack, as any one now living, in discovering the taste of the public. 
He was quite right in this, as usual; the good nature of the audience ap- 
peared stronger and stronger every act, and ended in aclamour of applause.” 

Its reception is thus recorded in the notes to the Dunciad :—~ 

‘“This piece was received with greater applause than was ever known. 
Besides being acted in London sixty-three days without interruption, and 
renewed the next season with equal applause, it spread into all the great 
towns of England; was played in many places to the thirtieth and fortieth 
time ; at Bath and Bristol fifty, &c. It made its progress into Wales, Scot- 
land, and Ireland, where it was performed twenty-four days successively. 
The ladies carricd about with them the favourite songs of it in fans, and 
houses were furnished with it in screens. ‘The fame of it was not confined 
to the author only. ‘The person who acted Polly, till then obscure, became 
all at once the favourite of the town; her pictures were engraved, and sold 
in great numbers ; her life written, books of letters and verses to her pub- 
lished, and pamphlets made even of her sayings and jests. Furthermore, 
it drove out of England (for that season) the Italian Opera, which had 
carried all before it for ten years.” 

Of this perfcrmance, when it was printed, the reception was different, ac- 
cording to the different opinions of its readers. Swift commended it for 
the excellence of its morality, as a piece that ‘‘ placed all kinds of vice in 
the strongest and most odious light ;’ but others, and among them Dr. 
Herring, afterwards Archbishop of Canterbury, censured it as giving en- 
couragement not only to vice but to crimes, by making a highwayman the 
hero, and dismissing him at last unpunished. It has been even said, that, 
after the exhibition of the ‘‘ Beggar’s Opera," the gangs of robbers were 
evidently multiplied. 

Both these decisions are surely exaggerated. The play, like many others, 
was plainly written only to divert, without any moral purpose, and is 
therefore not likely to do good; nor can it be conceived, without more 
speculation than life requires or admits, to be productive of much evil. 
Highwaymen and housebreakers seldom frequent the playhouse, or mingle 
in any elegant diversion; nor is it possible for any one to imagine that 
he may rob with satety, because he sees Macheath reprieved upon the stage. 
This objection, however, or some other rather political than moral, obtained 
such prevalence, that when Gay produced a second part under the name of 
Polly, it was prohibited by the lord chamberlain; and he was forced to 
recompense his repulse by a subscription, which is said to have been so 
liberally bestowed, that what he called oppression ended in profit. The 

ublication* was so much favoured, that though the first part gained him 
four hundred pounds, near thrice as much was the profit of the second. 
He received yet another recompense for this supposed hardship, in the affec- 
tionate attention of the Duke and Duchess of Queensberry, into whose house 
he was taken, and with whom he passed the remaining part of his life. The 
duke, considering his want of economy, undertook the management of his 
money, and gave it to him as he wanted it. But it is supposed that the 

* Spence, f Spence, 
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discountenance of the court sunk deep into his heart, and gave him more 
discontent than the applauses or tenderness of his friends couldoverpower. He 
soon fell into his old distemper, an habitual colic, and languished, though 
with many intervals of ease and cheerfulness, till a violent fit at last seized 
him, and carried him to the grave, as Arbuthnot reported, with more pre- 
cipitance than he had ever known. He died on the 4th of December, 1732, 
and was buriedin Westminster Abbey. The letter which brought an account 
of his death to Swift, was laid by for some days unopened, because when he 
received it he was impressed with the preconception of some misfortune. 

After his death was published a second volume of ‘‘ Fables,” more political 
than the former. His opera of ‘‘ Achilles” was acted, and the profits were 
given to two widow sisters, who inherited what he Ieft, as his lawful heirs ; 
for he died without a will, though he had gathered three thousand pounds.* 
There have appeared likewise under his name a comedy called the ‘‘ Dis- 
tressed Wife,’’ and the ‘‘ Rehearsal at Gotham,”’ a piece of humour. 

The character given him by Pope* is this, that ‘‘he was a natural man, 
without design, who spoke what he thought, and just as he thoughtit;’’ and 
that ‘‘ he was of a timid temper, and fearful of giving offence to the great ;"’ 
which caution, however, says Pope, was of no avail. 

As a poet, he cannot be rated very high. He was, I once heard a female 
critict remark, ‘‘ of a lower order.”” He had not in any great degree the 
mens divinior, the dignity of genius. Much, however, must be allowed to 
the author of a new species of composition, though it be not of the highest 
kind. We owe to Gay the ballad opera, a mode of comedy which at first 
was supposed to delight only by its novelty, but has now by the ex- 
perience of half a century been found so well accommodated to the dis- 
position of a popular audience, that it is likely to keep long possession of 
the stage. Whether this new drama was the product of judgment or of 
luck, the praise of it must be given to the inventor ; and there are many 
writers read with more reverence to whom such merit or originality cannot 
be attributed. 

His first performance, the ‘‘ Rural Sports,”’ is such as was easily planned 
and executed; it is never contemptible, nor ever excellent. ** The Fan” is 
one of those mythological fictions which antiquity delivers ready to the 
hand, but which, like other things that lie open to every one’s use, are of 
little value. The attention naturally retires from a new tale of Venus, 
Diana, and Minerva. 

His ‘‘ Fables’’ seem to have been a favourite work ; for, having published 
one volume, he left another behind him. Of this kind of Fables, the author 
does not appear to have formed any distinct or settled notion. Phzedrus 
evidently confounds them with Tales, and Gay both with Tales and Allego- 
rical Prosopoposias. A Fable, or Apologue, such as is now under considera- 
tion, seems to be, in its genuine state, a narrative in which beings irrational, 
and sometimes inanimate, arbores loguuntur, non tantum fere, are, for the 
purpose of moral instruction, feigned to act and speak with human interests 
and passions. To this description the compositions of Gay do not always 
conform. Fora fable he gives now and then a tale, or an abstracted alle- 
gory ; and from some, by whatever name they may be called, it will be diffi- 
cult to extract any moral elise oa They are, however, told with liveliness ; 
the versification is smooth ; and the diction, though now and then a little 
constrained by the measure or the rhyme, is generally happy. 

To Trivia may be allowed all that it claims ; it is sprightly, various, and 
pleasant. The subject is of that kind which Gay was by nature qualified to 
adorn ; yet some of his decorations may be justly wished away. An honest 
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blacksmith might have done for Patty what is performed by Vulcan. The 
appearance of Cloacina is nauseous and superfluous ; a shoe-boy could have 
been produced by the casual cohabitation of mere mortals. Horace’s rule 
is broken in both cases ; there is no dignus vindice nodus, no difficulty that 
required any supernatural interposition. A patten may be made by the 
hammer of a mortal ; and a bastard may be dropped by a human strumpet. 
On great occasions, and on small, the mind is repelled by useless and appa- 
rent falsehood. 

Of his little poems the public judgment seems to be right ; they are neither 
much estecmed, nor totally despised. The story of the Apparition is bor- 
rowed from one of the tales of Poggio. ‘Those that please least are the 
pieces to which Gulliver gave occasion ; for who can much delight in the 
echo of an unnatural fiction ? 

Dione is a counterpart to Amynta, and Pastor Fido, and other trifles of 
the same kind, easily imitated, and unworthy of imitation. What the 
Italians call comedies from a happy conclusion, Gay calls a tragedy from a 
mournful event ; but the style of the Italians and of Gay is equally tragical. 
There is something in the poetical Arcadiaso remote from known reality and 
speculative possibility, that we can never support its representation through 
a long work. A pastoral of an hundred lines may be endured; but who 
will hear of sheep and goats, and myrtle bowers and purling rivulets, through 
five acts? Such scenes please barbarians in the dawn of literature, and 
children in the dawn of life ; but will be for the most part thrown away as 
men grow wise, and nations grow lcarned. 


Se ce 
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mye George Granville, or, as others write, Greenville, or Grenville, 
i) afterwards Lord Lansdowne, of Bideford, in the county of Devon, 
| less is known than his name and high rank might give reason to 
expect. He was born about 1665, the son of Bernard Greenville, 
who was intrusted by Monk with the most private transactions of 
the Restoration, and the grandson of Sir Bevil Greenville, who died in the 
king’s cause, at the battle of Lansdowne. His early education was superin- 
tended by Sir William Ellis, and his progress was such, that before the age 
of twelve he was sent to Cambridge,* where he pronounced a copy of his 
own verses to the Princess Mary d'liste of Modena, then Duchess of York, 
when she visited the university. 

At the accession of King James, being now eighteen, he again exerted 
his poetical powers, and addressed the new monarch in three short pieces, 
of which the first is profane, and the two others such as a boy might be 
expected to produce; but he was commended by old Waller, who perhaps 
was pleased to find himself imitated in six lines, which, though they begin 
with nonsense and end with dulness, excited in the young ayithor a rapture 
of acknowledgment, 

In numbers such as Waller's self mighit use, 

It was probably about this time that he wrote the poem to the Earl of 
Peterborough, upon his accomplishment of the Duke of York’s marriage 
with the Princess of Modena, whose charms appear to have gained a strong 
prevalence over his imagination, and upon whom nothing ever has been 


* To Trinity College. By the university register it appears that he was admitted to 
ne ene degree in 1679; we must, therefore, set the year of his birth some years 
ack, 
U3 
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charged but imprudent piety, an intemperate and misguided zeal for the 
propagation of Popery. However faithful Granville might have been to the 
king, or however enamoured of the queen, he has left no reason for suppo- 
sing that he approved either the artifices or the violence with which the 
king's religion was insinuated or obtruded. He endeavoured to be true at 
once to the king and to the Church. Of this regulated loyalty he has trans- 
mitted to posterity a sufficient proof, in the letter which he wrote to his 
father about a month before the Prince of Orange landed. 


“Mar, near Doncaster, Oct. 6, 1688, 


** To the Honourable Mr. Barnard Granville, at the Earl of Bathe's, 
St. James's. 


‘¢Srr,—Your having no prospect of obtaining a commission for me, can 
no way alter or cool my desire at this important juncture to venture my life, 
in some manner or other, for my king and country. 

‘‘T cannot bear living under the reproach of lying obscure and idle ina 
country retirement, when every man who has the least sense of honour 
should be preparing for the field. 

‘*You may remember, sir, with what reluctance I submitted to your 
commands upon Monmouth’s rebellion, when no importunity could prevail 
with you to permit me to leave the academy: I was too young to be 
hazarded ; but, give me leave to say, it is glorious at any age to die for one’s 
country, and the sooner the nobler the sacrifice. 

‘‘T am now older by three years. My uncle Bathe was not so old when 
he was left among the slain at the battle of Newbury; nor you yourself, 
sir, when you made your escape from your tutor’s, to join your brother at 
the defence of Scilly. 

‘The same cause has now come round about again. The king has been 
misled; let those who have misled him be answerable for it. Nobody can 
deny but he is sacred in his own person; and it is every honest man's duty 
to defend it. 

‘You are pleased to Say, it is yet doubtful if the Hollanders are rash 
enough to make such an attempt; but, be that as it will, I beg leave to 
insist upon it, that I may be presented to his majesty, as one whose utmost 
ambition is to devote his life to his service, and my country’s, after the 
example of all my ancestors. 

‘“The gentry assembled at York, to agree upon the choice of representa- 
tives for the county, have prepared an address to assure his Majesty they are 
ready to sacrifice their lives and fortunes for him upon this and all other 
occasions; but at the same time they humbly beseech him to give them such 
magistrates as may be agreeable to the laws of the land; for, at present, 
there is no authority to which they can legally submit. 

‘‘’'They have been beating up for volunteers at York, and the towns 
adjacent, to supply the regiments at Hull; but nobody will list. By what I 
can hear, everybody wishes well to the king; but they would be glad his 
ministers were hanged. 

‘‘The winds continue so contrary, that no landing can be so soon as 
was apprehended ; therefore I may hope, with your leave and assistance, ta 
be in readiness before any action can begin. I beseech you, Sir, most humbly 
and most earnestly, to add this one act of indulgence more to so many other 
testimonies which I have constantly received of your goodness ; and be pleased 
to believe me always, with the utmost duty and submission, Sir, 

‘Your most dutiful son, 
‘* And most obedient servant, 
“GEO, GRANVILLE,” 
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Through the whole reign of King William he is supposed to have lived in 
literary retirement, and indeed had for some time few other pleasures but 
those of study in his power. He was, as the biographers observe, the younger 
son of a younger brother; a denomination by which our ancestors pro- 
verbially expressed the lowest state of penury and dependence. He is said, 
however, to have preserved himself at this time from disgrace and difficulties 
by economy, which he forgot or neglected in life more advanced, and in 
better fortune. 

About this time he became enamoured of the Countess of Newburgh, 
whom he has celebrated with so much ardour by the name of Mira. He 
wrote verses to her before he was three-and-twenty, and may be forgiven if 
he regarded the face more than the mind. Poets are sometimes in too much 
haste to praise. 

In the time of his retirement it is probable that he composed his dramatic 
pieces; the ‘‘She-Gallants” (acted 1696), which he revised and called 
‘‘Once a Lover, and always a Lover ;” he ‘'‘ Jew of Venice,” altered from 
Shakspeare’s ‘‘Merchant of Venice’ ,1698); ‘‘ Heroic Love,” a tragedy 
(xzor) ; ‘‘ The British Enchanters” (1706), a dramatic poem ; and ‘' Pelcus 
and Thetis,” a masque, written to accompany the ‘‘ Jew of Venice.” 

The comedies, which he has not printed in his own editions of his works, 
I never saw; ‘‘Once a Lover, and always a Lover,” is said to be in a great 
degree indecent and gross. Granville could not admire without bigotry; he 
copied the wrong as well as the right from his masters, and may be supposed 
ah ae learned obscenity from Wycherley, as he learned mythology from 

aller. 

In his ‘‘Jew of Venice,” as Rowe remarks, the character of Shylock is 
made comic, and we are prompted to laughter instead of detestation, It is 
evident that ‘‘ Heroic Love” was written, and presented on the stage, before 
the death of Dryden. It is a mythological tragedy, upon the love of 
Agamemnon and Chryseis, and therefore easily sunk into neglect, though 
praised in verse by Dryden, and in prose by Pope. It is concluded by the 
wise Ulysses with this speech :— 

Fate holds the strings, and men, like children, move 
But as they’re led; success is from above, 

At the accession of Queen Anne, having his fortune improved by bequests 
from his father, and his uncle the Earl of Bath, he was chosen in parliament 
for Fowey. He soon after engaged in a joint translation of the Invectives 
against Philip, with a design, surely weak and puerile, of turning the thunder 
of Demosthenes upon the head of Lewis. He afterwards (in 1706) had his 
estate again augmented by an inheritance from his elder brother, Sir Bevil 
Granville, who, as he returned from the government of Barbadoes, died at 
sea, He continued to serve in parliament ; and in the ninth year of Queen 
Anne was chosen knight of the shire for Cornwall. At the memorable 
change of the ministry (1710) he was made secretary of war in the place of 
Mr. Robert Walpole. 

Next year, when the violence of party made twelve peers in a day, Mr. 
Granville became J.ord Lansdown, Baron Bideford, by a promotion justly 
remarked to be not invidious, because he was the heir of a family in which 
two peerages, that of the Earl of Bath and Lord Granville of Potheridge, 
had lately become extinct. Being now in the Queen’s favour, he (1712) was 
appointed comptroller of the household, and a privy counsellor ; and to his 
other honours was added the dedication of Pope’s ‘‘ Windsor Forest.” He 
was advanced next year to be treasurer of the household. 

Of these favours he soon lost all but his title; for at the accession of King 
George his place was given to the Earl of Cholmondeley, and he was per- 
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secuted with the rest of his party. Having protested against the bill for 
attainting Ormond and Bolingbroke, he was, after the insurrection in Scot- 
land, seized September 26, 1715, as a suspected man, and confined in the 
Tower till February 8, 1717, when he was at last released, and restored to 
his seat in parliament ; where (1779), he made a very ardent and animated 
speech against the repeal of the Bill to prevent Occasional Conformity, 
sey however, though it was then printed, he has not inserted into his 
works. 

Some time afterwards (about 1722), being perhaps embarrassed by his pros 
fusion, he went into foreign countries, with the usual pretence of recovering 
his health. In this state of leisure and retirement, he received the first 
volume of Burnet’s History, of which he cannot be supposed to have ap- 
proved the general tendency, and where he thought himself able to detect 
some particular falsehoods. He therefore undcrtook the vindication of 
General Monk from some calumnies of Dr. Burnet, and some misrepresenta- 
tions of Mr. Echard. This was answered civilly by Mr. Thomas Burnet 
and Oldmixon ; and more roughly by Dr. Colbatch. 

His other historical performance is a defence of his relation Sir Richard 
Greenville, whom Lord Clarendon had shown in a form very unamiable. 
So much is urged in this apology to justify many actions that have been 
represented as culpable, and to palliate the rest, that the reader is reconciled 
for the greater part; and it is made very probable that Clarendon was by 
personal enmity disposed to think the worst of Greenville, as Greenville was 
also very willing to think the worst of Clarendon. ‘These pieces were pub- 
lished at his return to England. 

Being now desirous to conclude his labours, and enjoy his reputation, he 
published (1732) a very beautiful and splendid edition of his works, in which 
he omitted what he disapproved, and enlarged what seemed deficient. He 
now went to Court, and was kindly received by Queen Caroline ; to whom 
and to the Princess Anne he presented his works, with verses on the blank 
leaves, with which he concluded his poetical labours. He died in Hanover- 
Square, January 30, 1735, having a few days before buried his wife, the 
Lady Anne Villiers, widow to Mr. Thynne, by whom he had four daughters, 
but no son. 

Writers commonly derive their reputation from their works ; but there are 
works which owe their reputation to the character of the writer. The public 
sometimes has its favourites, whom it rewards for one species of excellence 
with the honours due to another. From him whom we reverence for his 
beneficence we do not willingly withhold the praise of genius; a man of ex- 
alted merit becomes at once an accomplished writer, as a beauty finds no 
great difficulty in passing for a wit. 

Granville was a man illustrious by his birth, and therefore attracted notice ; 
since he is by Pope styled ‘‘ the polite,” he must be supposed elegant in his 
manncrs, and generally loved ; he was in times of contest and turbulence 
steady to his party, and obtained that esteem which is always conferred 
upon firmness and consistency. With those advantages, having learned the 
art of versifying, he declared himself a poet ; and his claim to the laurel 
was allowed. But by a critic of a later generation, who takes up his book 
- without any favourable prejudices, the praise already received will be thought 
sufficient ; for his works do not show him to have had much comprehension 
from nature, or illumination from learning. He seems to have had no 
ambition above the imitation of Waller, of whom he has copied the faults, 
and very little more. He is for ever amusing himself with the puerilities of 
ne daa his King is Jupiter, who, if the Queen brings no children, has 
a barren Juno, The Queen is compounded of Juno, Venus, and Minerva, 
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His poem on the Duchess of Grafton’s lawsuit, after having rattled awhile 
with Juno and Pallas, Mars and Alcides, Cassiope, Niobe, and the Prope- 
tides, Hercules, Minos, and Rhadamanthus, at last concludes its folly with 
profaneness. 

His verses to Mira, which are most frequently mentioned, have little in 
them of either art or nature, of the sentiments of a lover or the language of 
a poet: there may be found, now and then, a happier effort ; but they are 
commonly feeble and unaffecting, or forced and extravagant. His little 
pieces are seldom either sprightly or clegant, cither keen or weighty. They 
are trifles written by idleness, and published by vanity. But his prologues 
and epilogues have a just claim to praise. 

The Progress of Beauty seems one of his most elaborate pieces, and is not 
deficient in splendour and gaiety ; but the merit of original thought is want- 
ing. Its highest praise is the spirit with which he celebrates King James's 
consort, when she was a queen no longer. 

The Essay on unnatural Flights in Poetry is not inelegant or injudicious, 
and has something of vigour beyond most of his other performances : his 
precepts are just, and his cautions proper; they are indecd not new, but in 
a didactic poem novelty is to be expected only in the ornaments and illus- 
trations. His poetical precepts are accompanied with agrceable and instruc- 
tive notes. 

The Masque of Peleus and Thetis has here and there a pretty line; but it 
is not always mclodious, and the conclusion is wretched. 

In his British Enchanters he has bidden defiance to all chronology, by 
confounding the inconsistent manners of different ages: but the dialogue 
has often the air of Dryden’s rhyming plays ; and his songs are lively, though 
not very correct. This is, I think, far the best of his works; for, if it has 
many faults, it has likewise passages which are at least pretty, though they 
do not rise to any high degree of exccllence, 
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aad ee ELOMAS YALDEN, the sixth son of Mr. John Yalden, of Sussex, 


GA AS 8) was born in the city of Exeter, in 1671. “Having been educated 

ayes) in the grammar-school belonging to Magdalen College in Oxford, 

o he was in 1690, at the age of nineteen, admitted commoner of 
Magdalen Hall, under the tuition of Josiah Pullen, a man whose 
name is still remembered in the university. He became next year one of the 
scholars of Magdalen College, where he was distinguished by a lucky 
accident, It was his turn, one day, to pronounce a declamation ; and Dr. 
Hough, the president, happening to attend, thought the composition too 
good to be the speaker's. Some time after, the doctor finding him a little 
irregularly busy in the library, set him an exercise for punishment ; and, that 
he might not be deceived by any artifice, locked the door. Yalden, as it hap- 
pencd, had been lately reading on the subject given, and produced with little 
difficulty a composition which so pleased the president, that he told him his 
former suspicions, and promised to favour him. 

Among his cotemporaries in the college were Addison and Sacheverell, 
men who were in those times friends, and who both adopted Yalden to their 
intimacy. Yalden continued, throughout his life, to think as probably he 
had thought at first, yet did not forfeit the friendship of Addison. 

When Namur was taken by King William, Yalden made an ode. There 
never was any reign more celebrated by the poets than that of William, who 
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had very little regard for song himself, but happened to employ ministers who 
pleased themselves with the praise of patronage. Of this ode mention is 
made in a humorous poem of that time, called ‘‘ The Oxford Laureat ;’’ in 
which, after many claims had been made and rejected, Yalden is represented 
as demanding the laurel, and as being called to his trial, instead of receiving 
a reward. 
His crime was for being a felon in verse, 
And presenting his theft to the king; 
The first was a trick not uncommon or scarce, 
But the last was an impudent thing: 
Yet what he has stol’n was so little worth stealing, 
They forgave him the damage and cost; 
Had he ta’en the whole ode, as he took it piece-mealing, 
‘They had fined him but ten-pence at most. 

The poet whom he was charged with robbing was Congreve. He wrote 
another poem on the death of the Duke of Gloucester. 

In 1700 he became fellow of the college; and next year, entering into 
orders, was presented by the society with a living in Warwickshire, con- 
sistent with the fellowship, and chosen lecturer of moral philosophy, a very 
honourable office. 

On the accession of Queen Anne he wrote another poem ; and is said by 
the author of the Biographia, to have declared himself of the party who had 
the honourable distinction of High-churchmen. 

In 1706 he was received into the family of the Duke of Beaufort. Next 
year he became doctor in divinity, and soon afterwards resigned his fellow- 
ship and lecture ; and, as a token of his gratitude, gave the college a picture 
of their founder. He was made rector of Chalton and Cleanville, two ad- 
joining towns and benefices in Hertfordshire ; and had the prebends, or 
sinecures, of Deans, Hains, and Pendles, in Devonshire. He had before * 
been chosen, in 1698, preacher of Bridewell Hospital, upon the resignation 
of Dr. Atterbury.t From this time he seems to have led a quiet and 
inoffensive life, till the clamour was raised about Atterbury's plot. Every 
loyal eye was on the watch for abettors or partakers of the horrid conspi- 
racy; and Dr. Yalden, having some acquaintance with the bishop, and 
being familiarly conversant with Kelly his secretary, fell under suspicion, 
and was taken into custody. Upon his examination he was charged with 
a dangerous correspondence with Kelly. The correspondence he acknow- 
ledged ; but maintained that it had no treasonable tendency. His papers 
were seized ; but nothing was found that would fix a crime upon him, except 
two words in his pocket-book, thorough-paced doctrine. ‘This expression the 
imagination of his examiners had impregnated with treason, and the doctor 
was enjoined to explain. ‘Thus pressed, he told them that the words had 
lain unheeded in his pocket-book from the time of Queen Anne, and that he 
was ashamed to give an account of them; but the truth was, that he had 
gratified his curiosity one day, by hearing Daniel Burgess in the pulpit, and 
those words were a memorable hint of a remarkable sentence by which he 
warned his congregation to ‘‘ beware of” thorough-paced doctrine, ‘‘that 
doctrine which, coming in at one ear, paces through the head, and goes out 
at the other.” 

Nothing worse than this appearing in his papers, and no evidence arising 
against him, he was set at liberty. 

It will not be supposed that a man of this character attained high dignities 
in the church ; but he still retained the friendship, and frequented the con- 


* Not long after. ; 
+ Dr. Atterbury retained the office of preacher at Bridewell till his promotion to 
the bishopric of Rochester. Dr, Yalden succeeded him as preacher in June, 1713, 
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versation, of a very numerous and splendid set of acquaintance. He died 
July 16, 1736, in the sixty-sixth year of his age. 

Of his poems, many are of that irregular kind, which, when ke formed 
his poetical character, was supposed to be Pindaric. Having fixed his atten- 
tion on Cowley as a model, he has attempted in some sort to rival him, and 
has written a ‘‘ Hymn to Darkness,” evidently as a counterpart to Cowley’s 
** Hymn to Light.” This hymn seems to be his best performance, and is, 
for the most part, imagined with great vigour, and expressed with great 
propriety. I will not transcribe it. ‘The seven first stanzas are good ; but 
‘the third, fourth, and seventh, are the best; the cighth seems to involve a 
contradiction ; the tenth is exquisitely beautiful ; the thirteenth, fourteenth, 
and fifteenth, are partly mythological, and partly religious, and therefore 
not suitable to each other: he might better have made the whole mcrely 
philosophical. 

There are two stanzas in this poem where Yalden may be suspected, 
though hardly convicted, of having consulted the Hymnus ad Umbram of 
Wowerus, in the sixth stanza, which answers in some sort to these lines : 

ila suo preeest nocturnis numine sacris— 
Perque vias crrare novis dat spectra figuris, 
Manesque excitos medios ululare per agros 
Sub noctem, et questu notos complere penates. 
And again, at the conclusion : 
Illa suo senium secludit corpore toto 
Haud numerans jugi fugientia secula a a 
Ergo ubi postremum mundi compage soluta 
Hance rerum molem suprema absumpserit hora 
Ipsa leves cineres nube amplectetur opaca, 
Et prisco imperio rursus dominabitur UMBRa. 

His ‘* Hymn to Light” is not equal to the other. He seems to think that 
there is an East absolute and positive where the morning rises. In the last 
stanza, having mentioned the sudden eruption of new-created light, he says, 

A while the Almighty wond’ring viewed. 

He ought to have remembered that Infinite Knowledge can never wonder. 
All wonder is the effect of novelty upon ignorance. 

Of his other poems it is sufficient to say, that they deserve perusal, though 
they are not always exactly polished, though the rhymes are sometimes very 
ill sorted, and though his faults seem rather the omissions of idleness than 
the negligences of enthusiasm. 
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races) LOMAS TICKELL, the son of the Reverend Richard Tickell, 

AG was born in 1686 at Bridekirk, in Cumberland; and in 1701 
became a member of Queen’s College in Oxford ; in 1708 he was 
made Master of Arts; and, two years afterwards, was chosen. 
Fellow ; for which, as he did not comply with the statutes by 
taking orders, he obtained a dispensation from the crown. He held his 
fellowship till 1726, and then vacated it, by marrying, in that year, at 
Dublin. 

Tickell was not one of those scholars who wear away their lives in closets; 
he entered early into the world, and was long busy in public affairs; in 
which he was initiated under the patronage of Addison, whose notice he is 
said to lave gained by his verses in praise of Rosamond. To those verses 
it would not have been just to deny regard; for they contain some of the most 
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elegant encomiastic strains; and, among the innumerable poems of the 
same kind, it will be hard to find one with which they need to fear a com- 
parison. It may deserve observation, that, when Pope wrote long afterwards 
in praise of Addison, he has copied, at least has resembled, Tickell. 
Let joy salute fair Rosamonda’s shade, 
And wreaths of myrtle crown the lovely maid. 
While now perhaps with Dido’s ghost she roves, 
And hears and tells the story of their loves, 
Alike they mourn, alike they bless their fate, 
Since Love, which made them wretched, made them great. 
Nor longer that relentless doom bemoan, 
Which gain’d a Virgil and an Addison.—TicxE1t. 
Then future ages with delight shall see 
How Plato’s, Bacvon’s, Newton’s, looks agree ; 
Or in fair series laurel’d bards be shown, 
A Virgil there, and here an Addison.—Pors, 

He produced another piece of the same kind at the appearance of Cato, 
with equal skill, but not equal happiness. 

When the ministers of Queen Anne were negotiating with France, Tickell 
published ‘‘ The Prospect of Peace,’’ a poem, of which the tendency was to 
reclaim the nation from the pride of conquest to the pleasures of tranquillity. 
How far Tickell, whom Swift afterwards mentioned as Whiggissimus, had 
then connected himself with any party, I know not: this poem certainly did 
not flatter the practices, or promote the opinions, of the men by whom he 
was afterwards befriended. 

Mr. Addison, however he hated the men then in power, suffered his friend- 
ship to prevail over his public spirit, and gave in the Spectator such praises 
of Tickell's poem, that when, after having long wished to peruse it, I laid 
hold of it at last, I thought it unequal to the honours which it had received, 
and found it a piece to be approved rather than admired. But the hope ex- 
cited by a work of genius, being general and indefinite, is rarely gratified, 
It was read at that with so much favour, that six editions were sold. 

At the arrival of King George he sang The Royal Progress ; which, being 
inserted in the Spectator, is well known ; and of which it is just to say, that 
it is neither high nor low. 

The poetical incident of most importance in Tickell’s life was his publica- 
tion of the first book of the Iliad, as translated by himself, an apparent oppo- 
sition to Pope’s Homer, of which the first part made its entrance into the 
world at the same time. Addison declared that the rival versions were both 
good ; but that Tickell’s was the best that ever was made ; and with Addison, 
the wits, his adherents and followers, were certain to concur. Pope does 
not appear to have been much dismayed; ‘‘for,” says he, ‘‘I have the 
town, that is, the mob on my side.”” But he remarks, ‘‘ that it is common 
for the smaller party to make up in diligence what they want in numbers ; 
he appeals to the people as his proper judges ; and, if they are not inclined 
to condemn him, he is in little care about the highfiyers at Button’s.” 

Pope did not long think Addison an impartial judge ; for he considered 
him as the writer of Tickell’s version. The reasons for his suspicion I will 
literally transcribe from Mr. Spence’s Collection. 

‘* There had been a coldness (said Mr. Pope) between Mr. Addison and 
me for some time; and we had not been in company together, for a good 
while, anywhere but at Button’s coffee-house, where I used to see him almost 
every day.—On his meeting me there, one day in particular, he took me 
aside, and said he should be glad to dine with me, at such a tavern, if I 
Stayed till those people were pone (Budgell and Philips). He went accord- 
ingly , and after dinner Mr. Addison said, ‘That he had wanted for some 
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time to talk with me: that his friend Tickell had formerly, whilst at Oxford, 
translated the first book of the Iliad; that he designed to print it, and had 
desired him to look it over; that he must therefore beg that I would not 
desire him to look over my first book, because, if he did, it would have the 
air of double-dealing.’ I assured him that I did not at all take it ill of Mr. 
Tickell that he was going to publish his translation ; that he certainly had 
as much right to translate any author as myself ; and that publishing both was 
entering on a fair stage. I then added, that I would not desire him to look 
over my first book of the Iliad, because he had looked over Mr. Tickell's ; 
but could wish to have the benefit of his observations on my second, which 
I had then finished, and which Mr. Tickell had not touched upon. Accord- 
ingly I sent him the second book the next morning ; and Mr. Addison a few 
days after returned it, with very high commendations. Soon after it was 
generally known that Mr. Tickell was publishing the first book of the [liad, 
I met Dr. Young in the street ; and upon our falling into that subject, the 
doctor expressed a great deal of surprise at Tickell’s having had such a 
translation so long by him. He said, that it was inconceivable to him, and 
that there must be some mistake in the matter ; that each used to communi- 
cate to the other whatever verses they wrote, even to the least things ; that 
Tickell could not have been busied in so long a work there without his 
knowing something of the matter ; and that he had never heard a single 
word of it till on this occasion. This surprise of Dr. Young, together with 
what Steele has said against Tickell in relation to this affair, make it highly 
probable that there was some underhand dealing in that business ; and in- 
deed Tickcll himself, who is a very fair worthy man, has since, in a manner, 
as good as owned it tome. When it was introduced into a conversation — 
between Mr. Tickell and Mr. Pope, by a third person, Tickell did not deny 
it; which, considering his honour, and zeal for his departed friend, was the 
same as Owning it.” 

Upon these suspicions, with which Dr. Warburton hints that other cir- 
cumstances concurred, Pope always in his Art of Sinking quotes this book 
as the work of Addison. 

‘To compare the two translations would be tedious ; the palm is now given 
universally to Pope; but I think the first lines of Tickell’s were rathcr to be 
preferred ; and Pope seems to have since borrowed something from them in 
the correction of his own. - 

When the Hanover succession was disputed, Tickell gave what assistance 
his pen would supply. His ‘‘ Letter to Avignon” stands high amongparty” 
poems ; it expresses contempt without coarseness, and superiority without 
insolence. It had the success which it deserved, being five times printed. 

He was now intimately united to Mr. Addison, who, when he went into 
Ireland as secretary to the Lord Sunderland, took him thither, and employed 
him in public business ; and when (1717) afterwards he rose to be secretary 
of state, made him under-secretary. Their friendship seems to have con- 
tinued without abatement ; for, when Addison died, he left him the charge 
of publishing his works, with a solemn recommendation to the patronage of 
Craggs. To these works he prefixed an elegy on the author, which could 
owe none of its beauties to the assistance which might be suspected to have 
strengthened or embellished his earlier compositions ; but neither he nor 
Addison ever produced nobler lines than are contained in the third and 
fourth paragraphs ; nor is a more elegant funeral poem to be found in the 
whole compass of English literature. He was afterwards (about 1725) made 
secretary to the Lords Justices of Ireland, a place of great honour ; in which 
he continued till 1740, when he died on the twenty-third of April at Bath. 

Of the poems yet unmentioned the longest is ‘‘ Kensington Gardens,” of 
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which the versification is smooth and elegant, but the fiction unskilfully 
compounded of Grecian Deities and Gothic Fairies. Neither species of 
those exploded beings could have done much ; and when they are brought 
together, they only make each other contemptible. To Tickell, however, 
cannot be refused a high place among the minor poets; nor should it be 
forgotten that he was one of the contributors to the Spectator. With respect 
to his personal character, he is said to have been a man of gay conversation, 
at least a temperate lover of wine and company, and in his domestic relations 
without censure, 
— 
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iF Mr. Hammond, though he be well remembered as a man 
esteemed and caressed by the elegant and the great, I was at first 
able to obtain no other memorials than such as are suppiled by a 
book called Cibber’s Lives of the Poets; of which I take this 
opportunity to testify that it was not written, nor, I believe, ever 
seen, by either of the Cibbers; but was the work of Robert Shiels, a native 
of Scotland, a man of very acute understanding, though with little scholastic 
education, who, not long after the publication of his work, died in London of 
aconsumption. His life was virtuous, and his end was pious. Theophilus 
Cibber, then a prisoner for debt, imparted, as I was told, his name for ten 
guineas. The manuscript of Shiels is now in my possession. 

T have since found that Mr. Shiels, though he was no negligent inquirer, 
had been misled by false accounts; for he relates that James Hammond, the 
author of the Elegies, was the son of a Turkey merchant, and had some office 
at the Prince of Wales's court, till love of a lady, whose name was Dashwood, 
for a time disordered his understanding. He was unextinguishably amorous, 
and his mistress inexorably cruel. Of this narrative, part is true, and part 
false. He was the second son of Anthony Hammond, a man of note among 
the wits, poets, and parliamentary orators, in the beginning of this century, 
wo was allied to Sir Robert Walpole by marrying his sister.* He was born 
about 1710, and educated at Westminster school ; but it does not appear 
that he was of any university. He was equerry to the Prince of Wales, and 
seems to have come very early into public notice, and to have been dis- 
tinguished by those whose friendship prejudiced mankind at that time in 
favour of the inan on whom they were bestowed ; for he was the companion 
of Cobham, Lyttelton, and Chesterfield. He is said to have divided his life 
between pleasure and books ; in his retirement forgetting the town, and in 
his gaiety losing the student. Of his literary hours all the effects are here 
exhibited, of which the Elegies were written very early, and the Prologue not 
long before his death. a 

In 1741, he was chosen into parliament for Truro in Cornwall, probably 
one of those who were elected by the Prince's influence ; and died next year 
in June, at Stowe, the famous seat of Lord Cobham. His mistress long 
outlived him, and in 1779 died unmarried. The character which her lover 
bequeathed her was, indeed, not likely to attract courtship. 

The Elegies were published after his death ; and while the writer’s name 
was remembered with fondness, they were read with a resolution to admire 
them. The recommendatory rates of the editor, who was then believed, 
and is now affirmed by Dr. Maty, to be the Earl of Chesterfield, raised 


* This account is still erroneous, James Hammond, our author, was of a different 
family, the second son of Anthony Hammond, of Somersham-place, in the county of 
Huntingdon, Esq. See Gent, Mag. Vol. LVII. p. 780. 
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Strong prejudices in their-favour. But of the prefacer, whoever he was, it 
may be reasonably suspected that he never read the poems ; for he professes 
to value them for a very high species of excellence, and recommends them 
as the genuine effusions of the mind, which expresses a real passion in the 
language of nature. But the truth is, these elegies have neither passion, 
nature, nor manners. Where there is fiction, there is no passion: he that 
describes himself as a shepherd, and his Nezera or Delia as a shepherdess, 
and talks of goats and lambs, feels no passion. He that courts his mistress 
with Roman imagery deserves to lose her; for she may with good reason 
Suspect his sincerity. Hammond has few sentiments drawn from nature, 
and few images from modern life. He produces nothing but frigid pedantry. 
It would be hard to find in all his productions three stanzas that deserve to 
be remembered. Like other lovers, he threatens the lady with dying; and 
what then shall follow? 
Wilt thou in tears thy lovcr’s corse attend ; 
With eyes averted light the solemn pyres 
Till all around the doleful flames ascend, 
Then, slowly sinking, by degrees expire P 
To soothe the hovering soul be thine the care, 
With plaintive cries to lead the mournful band; 
In sable weeds the golden vase to bear, 
And cull my ashes with thy trembling hand; 


Panchaia’s odours be their costly feast, 
And all the pride of Asia’s fragrant year, 

Give them the treasures of the farthest Kast, 
And, what is still more precious, give thy tear. 

Surely, no blame can fall upon a nymph who rejected a swain of so little 
meaning. 

His as are not rugged, but they have no sweetness ; they never glide 
in a stream of melody. Why Hammond or other writers have thought the 
quatrain of ten syllables elegiac, it is difficult to tell. ‘The character of the 
Elegy is gentleness and tenuity; but this stanza has been pronounced by 
Dryden, whose knowledge of English metre was not inconsiderable, to be 
the most magnificent of all the measures which our language affords. 
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F Mr. Somervile’s life I am not able to say anything that can 
H| satisfy curiosity. He was a gentleman whose estate lay in War- 
| wickshire ; his house, where he was born in 1692, is called Ed- 
ston, a seat inherited from a long line of ancestors; for he was 
said to be of the first family in his county. He tells of himself 
that he was born near the Avon's banks. He was bred at Winchester 
school, and was elected fellow of New College. It does not appear that in 
the places of his education he exhibited any uncommon proofs of genius or 
literature. His powers were first displayed in the country, where he was 
distinguished as a poet, a gentleman, and a skilful and useful justice of the 
eace. 

‘ Of the close of his life, those whom his poems have delighted will read 
with pain the following account, copied from the Letters of his friend Shen- 
stone, by whom he was too much resembled. 

‘+__Our old friend Somervile is dead! I did not imagine I could have 
been so sorry as I find myself on this occasion.—Sudlatum guerimus. I 
can now excuse all his foibles ; impute them to age, and to distress of cir- 
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cumstances: the last of these considerations wrings my very soul to think on. 
For a man of high spirit, conscious of having (at least in one production) 
generally pleased the world, to be plagued and threatened by wretches that 
are low in every sense; to be forced to drink himself into pains of the body, 
tu order to get rid of the pains of the mind, is a misery.''"—He died July 19, 
4742, and was buried at Wotton, near Henley on Arden. 

His distresses need not be much pitied: his estate is said to be fifteen 
hundred a year, which by his death has devolved to Lord Somervile of 
Scotland. His mother, indeed, who lived till ninety, had a jointure of six 
hundred. 

It is with regret that I find myself not better enabled to exhibit memorials 
of a writer, who at least must be allowed to have set a good example to men 
of his own class, by devoting part of his time to elegant knowledge; and 
who has shown, by the subjects which his poetry has adorned, that it is 
practicable to be at once a skilful sportsman and a man of lctters. 

Somervile has tried many modes of poetry; and though peihaps he has 
not in any reached such excellence as to raise much envy, it may commonly 
be said at least, that ‘‘ he writes very well fora gentleman.” His serious 
pieces are sometimes elevated, and his trifles are sometimes elegant. In his 
verses to Addison, the couplet which mentions Clio is written with the most 
exquisite delicacy of praise ; it exhibits one of those happy strokes that are 
seldom attained. In his Odes to Marlborough there are beautiful lines; but 
in the second Ode he shows that he knew little of his hero, when he talks of 
his private virtucs, His subjects are commonly such as require no great 
depth of thought or energy of expression. His Fables are generally stale, 
and therefore excite no curiosity. Of his favourite, The Two Springs, the 
fiction is unnatural, and the moral inconsequential. In his Tales there is 
too much coarseness, with too little care of language, and not sufficient 
rapidity of narration. His great work is his Chase, which he undertook in 
his maturer age, when his ear was improved to the approbation of blank 
verse, of which, however, his two first lines give a bad specimen. ‘To this 
poem praise cannot be totally denied. He is allowed by sportsmen to write 
with great intelligence of his subject, which is the first requisite to excellence; 
and though it is impossible to interest the common readers of verse in the 
dangers or pleasures of the chase, he has done all that transition and variety 
could easily effect ; and has with great propriety enlarged his plan by the 
modes of hunting used in other countries. 

With still less judgment did he choose blank verse as the vehicle of Rural 
‘Sports. If blank verse be not tumid and gorgeous, it is crippled prose; and 
familiar images in laboured language have nothing to recommend them but 
absurd novelty, which, wanting the attractions of nature, cannot please 
long. One excellence of the Splendid Shilling is, that itis short. Disguise 
can gratify no longer than it deceives, 
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Mal’ has been observed in all ages, that the advantages of nature or 
of fortune have contributed very little to the promotion of happi- 
9}a) ness; and that those whom the splendour of their rank, or the 

¥| extent of their capacity, have placed upon the summit of human 
~ life, have not often given any just occasion to envy in those who 
look up to them from a Jower station; whether it be that apparent supe- 
riority incites great designs, and preat designs are naturally liable to fatal 
miscarriages ; or that the general lot of mankind is misery, and the misfor- 
tunes of thosc, whose eminence drew upon them an universal attention, have 
been more carefully recorded, because they were more gencrally observed, 
and have in reality been only more conspicuous than those of others, not 
more frequent, or more severe, 

That affluence and power, advantages extrinsic and adventitious, and 
therefore easily separable from those by whom they are possessed, should 
very often flatter the mind with expectations of felicity which they cannot 
give, raises no astonishment ; but it seems rational to hope, that intellectual 
greatness should produce better effects; that minds qualified for great 
attainments should first endeavour thoir own benefit; and that they, who 
are most able to teach others the way to happiness, should with most cer- 
tainty follow it themsclves. But this expectation, however plausible, has 
been very frequently disappointed. ‘The heroes of literary as well as civil 
history have been very often no less remarkable for what they have suffered, 
than for what they have achieved ; and volumes have bcen written only to 
enumerate the miseries of the learned, and relate their unhappy lives and 
untimely deaths. . 

To these mournful narratives, I am about to add the Life of RICHARD 
SAVAGE, a man whose writings entitle him to an eminent rank in the classes 
of learning, and whose misfortunes claim a degree of compassion, not always 
due to the unhappy, as they were often the consequences of the crimes of 
others, rather than his own. 

In the year 1697, Anne Countess of Macclesfield, having lived some time 
upon very uneasy terms with her husband, thought a public confession of 
adultery the most obvious and expeditious method of obtaining her liberty ; 
and therefore declared, that the child, with which she was then great, was 
begotten by the Earl Rivers. This, as may be imagined, made her husband 
no less desirous of a separation than herself, and he prosecuted his design in 
the most effectual manner ; for he applied not to the ecclesiastical courts fot 
a divorce, but to the parliament for an act, by which his marriage might be 
dissolved, the nuptial contract annulled, and the children of his wife illegiti- 
mated. ‘This act, after the usual deliberation, he obtained, though without 
the approbation of some, who considered marriage as an affair only 
cognizable by ecclesiastical judges ;* and on March 3rd was separated from 
his wife, whose fortune, which was very great, was repaid her, and who 





* This year was made remarkable by the dissolution of a marriage solemnized in the 
face of the church.—Satmon’s Ruvizw. 

The following protese is registered inthe books of the House of Lords :— 

Dissentient. 

Because that we conceive that this is the first bill of that nature that hath passed, 
where there was not a divorce first obtained in the Spiritual Court; which woe look 
upon as an ill precedent, and may be of dangerous consequence in the future. 

HAirax, ROCHESTER. 
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having, as well as her husband, the liberty of making another choice, she in 
a short time married to Colonel Brett. 

While the Earl of Macclesfield was prosecuting this affair, his wife was, 
on the roth of January, 1697-8, delivered of a son ; and the Earl Rivers, by 
appearing to consider him as his own, left none any reason to doubt of the 
sincerity of her declaration ; for he was his godfather, and gave him his own 
name, which was by his direction inserted in the register of St. Andrew’s 
_ parish in Holborn, but unfortunately left him to the care of his mother, 
whom, as she was now set free from her husband, he probably imagined 
likely to treat with great tenderness the child that had contributed to so 
pleasing an event. It is not indeed easy to discover what motives could 
be found to overbalance that natural affection of a parent, or what interest 
could be promoted by neglect or cruelty. ‘The dread of shame or of 
poverty, by which some wretches have been incited to abandon or to murder 
their children, cannot be supposed to have affected a woman who had 
proclaimed her crimes and solicited reproach, and on whom the clemency 
of the legislature had undeservedly bestowed a fortune, which would have 
been very little diminished by the expenses which the care of her child could 
have brought upon her. It was therefore not likely that she would be wicked 
without temptation ; that she would look upon her son from his birth with 
a kind of resentment and abhorrence ; and, instead of supporting, assisting, 
and defending him, delight to see him struggling with misery, or that she 
would take every opportunity of aggravating his misfortunes, and obstructing 
his resources, and with an implacable and restless cruelty continue her per- 
secution from the first hour of his life to the last. But whatever were her 
motives, no sooner was her son born, than she discovered a resolution of 
disowning him; and in a very short time removed him from her sight, 
by committing him to the care of a poor woman, whom she directed to edu- 
cate him as her own, and enjoined never to inform him of his true parents. 

Such was the beginning of the life of Richard Savage. Born with a legal 
claim to honour and to affluence, he was in two months illegitimated by the 
parliament, and disowned by his mother, doomed to poverty and obscurity, 
and launched upon the ocean of life, only that he might be swallowed 
by its quicksands, or dashed upon its rocks. His mother could not indeed 
infect others with the same cruelty. As it was impossible to avoid the in- 
quiries which the curiosity or tenderness of her relations made after her 
child, she was obliged to give some account of the measures she had taken ; 
and her mother, the Lady Mason, whether in approbation of her design, or 
to prevent more criminal contrivances, engaged to transact with the nurse, 
to pay her for her care, and to superintend the education of the child. 

In this charitable office she was assisted by his godmother, Mrs. Lloyd, 
who, while she lived, always looked upon him with that tenderness which 
the barbarity of his mother made peculiarly necessary; but her death, which 
happened in his tenth year, was another of the misfortunes of his childhood ; 
for though she kindly endeavoured to alleviate his loss by a legacy of three 
hundred pounds, yet, as he had none to prosecute his claim, to shelter him 
from oppression, or cull in law to the assistance of justice, her will was eluded 
by the executors, and no part of the money was ever paid. He was, how- 
ever, not yet wholly abandoned. The Lady Mason still continued her care, 
_and directed him to be placed at a small grammar school near St. Alban’s, 
where he was called by the name of his nurse, without the least intimation 
that he had a claim to any other. Here he was initiated in literature, and 
passed through several of the classes, with what rapidity or with what applause 
cannot now be known. As he always spoke with respect of his master, it is 
probable that the mean rank, in which he then appeared, did not hinder his 
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genius from being distinguished, or his industry from being rewarded ; and 
if in so low a state he obtained distinction and rewards, it is not likely that 
they were gained but by genius and industry. 

It is very reasonable to conjecture, that his application was equal to his 
abilities, because his improvement was more than proportioned to the oppor- 
tunities which he enjoyed; nor can it be doubted, that if his earliest produc- 
tions had been preserved, like those of happier students, we might in some 
have found vigorous sallies of that sprightly humour which distinguishes The 
Author to be Let, and in others strong touches of that imagination which 
painted the solemn scenes of The Wanderer. 

While he was thus cultivating his genius, his father, the Earl of Rivers, 
was seized with a distemper, which in a short time put an end to his life.* 
He had frequently inquired after his son, and had always been amused with 
fallacious and evasive answers ; but, being now in his own opinion on his 
death-bed, he thought it his duty to provide for him among his other natural 
children, and therefore demanded a positive account of him, with an impor- 
tunity not to be diverted or denied. His mother, who could no longer re- 
fuse an answer, determined at least to give such as should cut him off for 
ever from that happiness which compctence affords, and therefore declared 
that he was dead ; which is perhaps the first instance of a lie invented by a 
mother to deprive her son of a provision which was designed him by another, 
and which she could not expect herself, though he should lose it. This was 
therefore an act of wickedness which could not be defeated, because it could 
not be suspected ; the earl did not imagine there could exist in a human 
form a mother that would ruin her son without enriching herself, and there- 
fore bestowed upon some other person six thousand pounds, which he had in 
his will bequeathed to Savage. 

The same cruelty which incited his mother to intercept this provision which 
had been intended him, prompted her in a short time to another project, a 
project worthy of such a disposition. She endeavoured to rid herself from 
the danger of being at any time made known to him, by sending him 
secretly to the Amcrican Plantations.t By whose kindness this scheme was 
counteracted, or by whose interposition she was induced to lay aside her 
design, I know not ; it is not improbable that the Lady Mason might per- 
suade or compel her to desist, or perhaps she could not casily find accom- 
plices wicked enough to concur in so cruel an action ; for it may be con- 
ceived, that those, who had by a long gradation of guilt hardened their 
hearts against the sense of common wickedness, would yet be shocked at 
the design of a mother to expose her son to slavery and want, to expose 
him without interest, and without provocation; and Savage might on this 
occasion find protectors and advocates among those who had long traded in 
crimes, and whom compassion had never touched before. 

Being hindered, by whatever means, from banishing him into another 
country, she formed soon after a scheme for burying him in poverty and 
obscurity in his own; and that his station of life, if not the place of his 
residence, might keep him for ever at a distance from her, she ordered him 
to be placed with a shoemaker in Holborn, that, after the usual time of trial, 
he might become his apprentice.t 

It is generally reported, that this project was for some time successful, 
and that Savage was employed at the awl longer than he was willing to 
confess ; nor was it perhaps any great advantage to him, that an unex- 
pected discovery determined him to quit his occupation. 


* He died August 18th, 1712, 
+ Savage’s Prefaco to his Miscellanies. ¢ Ibid. 


306 SAVAGE, 

About this time his nurse, who had always treated him as her own son 
died; and it was natural for him to take care of those effects which by her 
death were, as he imagined, become his own: he therefore went to her 
house, opened her boxes, and examined her papers, among which he found 
some letters written to her by the Lady Mason, which informed him of his 
birth, and the reasons for which it was concealed. He was no longer satis- 
fied with the employment which had been allotted him, but thought he had 
aright to share the affluence of his mother; and therefore without scruple 
applied to her as her son, and made use of every art to awaken her tender- 
ness, and attract her regard. But neither his letters, nor the interposition 
of those friends which his merit or his distress procured him, made any 
impression on her mind. She still resolved to neglect, though she could no 
longer disown him. It was to no purpose that he frequently solicited her 
to admit him to see her; she avoided him with the most vigilant precau- 
tion, and ordered him to be excluded from her house, by whomsoever he. 
might be introduced, and what reason soever he might give for entering it. 

Savage was at the same time so touched with the discovery of his real 
mother, that it was his frequent practice to walk in the dark evenings* for 
several hours before her door, in hopes of seeing her as she might come by 
accident to the window, or cross her apartment with a candle in her hand. 
But all his assiduity and tenderness were without effcct, for he could neither 
soften her heart nor open her hand, and was reduced to the utmost miseries 
of want, while he was endeavouring to awaken the affection of a mother. 
He was therefore obliged to seek some other means of support ; and, having 
no profession, became by necessity an author, 

At this time the attention of the literary world was engrossed by the Ban- 
gorian controversy, which filled the press with pamphlets, and the coffee- 
houses with disputants, Of this subject, as most popular, he made choice 
for his first attempt, and, withoutany other knowledge of the question than he 
had casually collected from conversation, published a poem against the 
bishop.t What was the success or merit of this performance, I know not; 
it was probably lost among the innumerable pamphlets to which that dispute 
gave occasion. Mr. Savage was himself in a little time ashamed of it, and 
endeavoured to suppress it, by destroying all the copics that he could collect. 
He then attempted a more gainful kind of writing,t and in his eighteenth 
year offered to the stage a comedy borrowed from a Spanish plot, which 
was refused by the players, and was therefore given by him to Mr. Bullock, 
who, having more interest, made some slight alterations, and brought it 
upon the stage, under the title of ‘‘ Woman's a Riddle,’’$ but allowed the 
unhappy author no part of the profit. 

Not discouraged, however, at his repulse, he wrote two years afterwards 
‘*Love in a Veil,” another comedy, borrowed likewise from the Spanish, 
but with little better success than before: for though it was received and 
acted, yet it appeared so late in the year, that the author obtained no other 
advantage from it, than the acquaintance of Sir Richard Steele, and Mr 
Wilks, by whom he was pitied, caressed, and relieved. 

Sir Richard Steele, having declared in his favour with all the ardour of 
benevolence which constituted his character, promoted his interest with the 
utmost zeal, related his misfortunes, applauded his merit, took all the op- 
Sanda aie of recommending him, and asserted, that ‘‘the inhumanity of 

is mother had given him a right to find every good man his father.” Not 


* See the Plain Dealer. + It was called “ The Battle of the Pamphlets,” 
t Jacob’s Lives of the Dramatic Poets. . 
§ This play was printed first in 8vo; and afterwards in 12mo, the fifth edition, 
| Plain Deaier. 
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was Mr. Savage admitted to his acquaintance only, but to his confidence, of 
which he sometimes related an instance too extraordinary to be omitted, as 
it affords a very just idea of his patron’s character. He was once desired by 
Sir Richard, with an air of the utmost importance, to come very early to his 
house the next morning. Mr. Savage came as he had promised, found the 
chariot at the door, and Sir Richard waiting for him, and ready to go out. 
What was intended, and whither they were to go, Savage could not conjec- 
ture, and was not willing to inquire; but immediately seated himself with 
Sir Richard. The coachman was ordered to drive, and they hurried with 
the utmost expedition to Hyde Park Corner, where they stopped at a petty 
tavern, and retired to a private room. Sir Richard then informed him, that 
he intended to publish a pamphlet, and that he had desired him to come 
thither that he might write for him. Hesoon sat down to the work. Sir 
Richard dictated, and Savage wrote, till the dinner that had been ordered 
was put upon the table. Savage was surprised at the meanness of the 
entertainment, and after some hesitation ventured to ask for wine, which 
Sir Richard, not without reluctance, ordered to be brought. They then - 
finished their dinner, and proceeded in their pamphlet, which they con- 
cluded in the afternoon. 

Mr. Savage then imagined his task over, and expected that Sir Richard 
would call for the reckoning, and return home; but his expectations de- 
ceived him, for Sir Richard told him that he was without money, and that 
the pamphlet must be sold before the dinner could be paid for ; and Savage 
was therefore obliged to go and offer their new production to sale for two 
guineas, which with some difficulty he obtained. Sir Richard then ree 
turned home, having retired that day only to avoid his creditors, and com- 
posed the pamphlet only to discharge his reckoning, 

Mr. Savage related another fact equally uncommon, which, though it has 
no relation to his life, ought to be preserved, Sir Richard Stcele having one 
day invited to his house a great number of persons of the first quality, they 
were surprised at the number of liveries which surrounded the table ; and 
after dinner, when wine and mirth had set them free from the observation of 
a rigid ceremony, one of them inquired of Sir Richard, how such an expen- 
Sive train of domestics could be consistent with his fortune. Sir Richu.d 
very frankly confessed, that they were fellows of whom he would very will- 
ingly be rid. And being then asked why he did not discharge them, de- 
clared that they were bailiffs, who had introduced themselves with an execue 
tion, and whom, since he could not send them away, he had thought it 
convenient to embellish with liveries, that they might do him credit while 
they stayed. His friends were diverted with the expedient, and by paying 
the debt, discharged their attendance, having obliged Sir Richard to pro- 
mise that they should never again find him graced with a retinue of the 
same kind. 

Under such a tutor Mr. Savage was not likely to learn prudence or fru- 
gality; and perhaps many of the misfortunes which the want of those virtues 
brought upon him in the following parts of his life, might be justly imputed 
to so unimproving an example. Nor did the kindness of Sir Richard end 
in common favours, He proposed to have established him in some settled 
scheme of life, and to have contracted a kind of alliance with him, by mar- 
rying him to a natural daughter, on whom he intended to bestow a thousand 
pounds. But though he was always lavish of future bounties, he conducted 
his affairs in such a manner, that he was very seldom able to keep his pro- 
mises, or execute his own intentions : and, as he was never able to raise the 
sum which he had offered, the marriage was delayed. In the meantime he 
was Officiously informed that Mr. Savage had ridiculed him; by which he 
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was so much exasperated, that he withdrew the allowance which he had paid 
him, and never afterwards admitted him to his house. 

It is not indeed unlikely that Savage might by his imprudence expose him- 
self to the malice of a tale-bearer ; for his patron had many follies, which 
as his discernment easily discovered, his imagination might sometimes incite 
him to mention too ludicrously. A little knowledge of the world is sufficient 
to discover that such weakness is very common, and that there are few who 
do not sometimes, in the wantonness of thoughtless mirth, or the heat of 
transient resentment, speak of their friends and benefactors with levity and 
contempt, though in their cooler moments they want neither sense of their 
kindness, nor reverence for their virtue ; the fault therefore of Mr. Savage 
was rather negligence than ingratitude. But Sir Richard must likewise be 
acquitted of severity, for who is there that can patiently bear contempt from 
one whom hc has relicved and supported, whose establishment he has 
laboured, and whose interest he has promoted ? 

He was now again abandoned to fortune without any other friend than 
Mr. Wilks; a man, who, whatever were his abilities or skill as an actor, 
deserves at least to be remembered for his virtues,* which are not often to 
be found in the world, and perhaps less often in his profession than in others. 
To be humane, generous, and candid, is a very high degree of merit in any 
case ; but those qualifications deserve still greater praise, when they are 
found in that condition which makes almost every other man, for whatever 
reason, contemptuous, insolent, petulant, selfish, and brutal. 

As Mr. Wilks was one of those to whom calamity seldom complained 
without relief, he naturally took an unfortunate wit into his protection, and 
not only assisted him in any casual distresses, but continued an equal and 
steady kindness to the time of his death. By this interposition Mr. Savage 
once obtained from his mothert fifty pounds, and a promise of one hundred 
and fifty more ; but it was the fate of this unhappy man, that few promises 
of any advantage to him were performed. His mother was infected, among 
others, with the general madness of the South Sea traffic ; and having becn 
disappointed in her expectations, refused to pay what perhaps nothing but 
the prospect of sudden affluence prompted her to promise. 

Being thus obliged to depend upon the friendship of Mr. Wilks, he was 
consequently an assiduous frequenter of the theatres; and in a short time 
the amusements of the stage took such possession of his mind, that he never 
was absent from a play in several years, This constant attendance natu- 
rally procured him the acquaintance of the players, and, among others, 


* As it is a loss to mankind when any good action is forgotten, I shall insert another 
instance of Mr. Wilks’s generosity, very littleknown. Mr. Smit, a gentieman educated 
at Dublin, being hindered by an impediment in his pronunciation from engaging in 
orders, for which his friends designed him, left his own country, and came to London 
in quest of employment, but found his solicitations fruitless, and his necessities every 
day more pressing. In this distress he wrote a tragedy, and offered it to the players, 
by whom it was rejected. Thus were his last hopes defeated, and he had no other 
prospec: than of the most deplorable poverty. But Mr. Wilks thought his performance, 

hough not perfect, at least worthy of some reward, and therefore offered him a benefit. 
This favour he mn proved with so much diligence, that the house afforded him a con- 
siderable sum, with which he went to Leyden, applied himself to the study of physic, 
and prosecuted his design with so much diligence and success, that wlien Dr. Boerhaave 
was desired by the Czarina to recommend proper persons to introduce into Russia the 
pee and study of physic, Dr. Smith was one of those whom he had selected. He 
ad a considerable pension settled on him at his arrival, and was one of the chief 
physicians at the Russian court. < 
Beil from Dr. Smith in Russiato Mr, Wilks is printed in Chetwood’s History of 
e Stare. 
¢ This I write upon the credit of the author of his life, which was published 1727, 
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of Mrs. Oldfield, who was so much pleased with his conversation, and 
touched with his misfortunes, that she allowed him a settled pension of fifty 
pounds a year, which was during her life regularly paid. ‘That this act of 
generosity may receive its due praisc, and that the good actions of Mrs. 
Oldfield may not be sullicd by her general character, it is proper to mention 
that Mr. Savage often declared, in the strongest terms, that he never saw 
her alone, or in any other place than behind the scenes. 

At her death he endeavoured to show his gratitude in the most decent 
manner, by wearing mourning as for a mother; but did not celebrate her in 
elegies,* because he knew that too great a profusion of praise would only 
have revived those faults which his natural equity did not allow him to think 
less, because they were committed by one who favoured him: but of which, 
though his virtue would not endeavour to palliate them, his gratitude would 
not suffer him to prolong the memory or diffuse the censure. 

In his Wanderer, he has indeed taken an opportunity of mentioning her ; 
but celebrates her not for her virtue, but her beauty, an excellence which 
none ever denied her; this is the only encomium with which he has re- 
warded her liberality, and perhaps he has even in this been too lavish of his 
praise. He seems to have thought, that never to mention his benefactress 
would have an appearance of ingratitude, though to have dedicated any 
particular performance to her memory would have only betrayed an officious 
partiality, and that, without exalting her character, would have depressed 
his own. He had sometimes, by the kindness of Mr. Wilks, the advantage 
of a benefit, on which occasions he often received uncommon marks of ree 
gard and compassion; and was once told by the Duke of Dorset, that it 
was just to consider him as an injured nobleman, and that in his opinion the 
nobility ought to think themselves obliged, without solicitation, to take 
every opportunity of supporting him by their countenance and patronage. 
But he had generally the mortification to hear that the whole interest of his 
mother was employed to frustrate his applications, and that she never left 
any expedient untried, by which he might be cut off from the possibility of 
supporting life. The same disposition she endeavoured to diffuse among 
all those over whom nature or fortune gave her any influence, and indeed 
succeeded too well in her design; but could not always propagate her 
effrontery with her cruelty; for some of those whom she incited against 
him were ashamed of their own conduct, and boasted of that relief which 
they never gave him. In this censure I do not indiscriminately involve all 
his relations ; for he has mentioned with gratitude the humanity of one lady, 
whose name I am now unable to recollect, and to whom, therefore, I cannot 
pay the praises which she deserves for having acted well in opposition to 
influence, precept, and example. 

‘The punishment which our laws inflict upon those parents who murder 
their infants is well known, nor has its justice ever been contested ; but, if 
they deserve death who destroy a child in its birth, what pain can be severe 
enough for her who forbears to destroy him only to inflict sharper miseries 
upon him ; who prolongs his life only to make him miserable ; and who 
exposes him, without care and without pity, to the malice of oppression, the 
caprices of chance, and the temptations of poverty ; who rejoices to see him 
overwhelmed with calamities , and, when his own industry, or the charity 
of others, has enabled him to rise for a short time above his miseries, plunges 
him again into his former distress ? 

The kindness of his friends not affording him any constant supply, and 
the prospect of improving his fortune by enlarging his acquaintance necessa- 


* Chetwood, however, has printed a poem on her death, which he ascribes to Mr, 
Savage. See History of the Stage, p, 206, 
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rily leading him to places of expense, he found it necessary to endeavour 
once more at dramatic poetry,* for which he was now better qualified by a © 
more extensive knowledge and longer observation, But having been un- 
successful in comedy, though rather for want of opportunities than genius, 
he resolved to try whether he should not be more fortunate in exhibiting a 
tragedy. ‘The story which he chosz for the subject was that of Sir Thomas 
Overbury, a story well adapted to the stage, though perhaps not far enough 
removed from the present age to admit properly the fictions necessary to 
complete the plan ; for the mind, which naturally loves truth, is always 
most offended with the violation of those truths of which we are most 
certain ; and we of course conceive those facts most certain, which approach 
nearcr to our own time. Out of this story he formed a tragedy, which, if 
the circumstances in which he wrote it be considered, will afford at once an 
uncommon proof of strength of genius, and evenness of mind; of a serenity 
not to be ruffled, and an imagination not to be suppressed. 

During a considerable part of the time in which he was employed upon 
this performance, he was without lodging, and often without meat; nor had: 
he any other conveniences for study than the fields or the streets allowed 
him ; there he used to walk and form his speeches, and afterwards step 
into a shop, beg fora few moments the use of the pen and ink, and write 
down what he had composed upon paper which he had picked up by 
accident, 

If the performance of a writer thus distressed is not perfect, its faults 
ought surely to be imputed to a cause very different from want of genius, 
and must rather excite pity than provoke censure. But when, under these 
discouragements, the tragedy was finished, there yet remained the labour of 
introducing it on the stage, an undertaking which, to an ingenuous mind, 
was in a very high degree vexatious and disgusting; for, having little 
interest or reputation, he was obliged to submit himself wholly to the players, 
and admit, with whatever reluctance, the emendations of Mr. Cibber, which 
he always considered as the disgrace of his performance. He had indeed in 
Mr. Hill another critic of a very different class, from whose friendship he 
received great assistance on many occasions, and whom he never mentioned 
but with the utmost tenderness and regard. He had been for some time 
distinguished by him with very particular kindness, and on this occasion it 
was natural to apply to him as an author of an established character. He 
therefore sent this tragedy to him, with ashort copy of verses,t in which he 
desired his correction. Mr. Hill, whose humanity and politeness are gene- 
rally known, readily complied with his request ; but as he is remarkable for 
singularity of sentiment, and bold experiments in language, Mr. Savage 
did not think this play much improved by his innovation, and had even at 
that time the courage to reject several passages which he could not approve ; 
and, what is still more laudable, Mr. Hill had the generosity not to resent 
the neglect of his alterations, but wrote the prologue and epilogue, in which 
he touches on the circumstances of the author with great tenderness. 

After all these obstructions and compliances, he was only able to bring 
his play upon the stage in the summer, when the chief actors had retired, 
and the rest were in possession of the house for their own advantage. 
Among these, Mr. Savage was admitted to play the part of Sir Thomas 
Overbury,t by which he gained no great reputation, the theatre being a 
province for which nature seems not to have designed him; for neither his 


* In 1723. + Printed in the Jate Collection of his Poems. 
t It was acted only three nights, the first on June 12, 1723. When the house opened 
for the winter season it was once more performed, for the author’s benefit, Oct, 2, 
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voice, look, nor gesture were such as were expected on the stage; and he 
was so much ashamed of having been reduced to appear as a player, that 
he always blotted out his name from the list when a copy of his tragedy was 
to be shown to his friends. 

In the publication of his performance he was more successful, for the rays 
of genius that glimmered in it, that glimmered through all the mists which 
poverty and Cibber had been able to spread over it, procured him the notice 
and esteem of many persons eminent for their rank, their virtue, and thcir 
wit. Of this play, acted, printed, and dedicated, the accumulated profits 
arose to a hundred pounds, which he thought at that time a very large sum, 
having been never master of so much before. 

In the dedication,* fur which he received ten guineas, there is nothing 
remarkable. ‘The preface contains a very liberal encomium on the blooming 
excellence of Mr. Theophilus Cibber, which Mr. Savage could not in the 
latter part of his life see his friends about to read without snatching the 
play out of their hands. The generosity of Mr. Hill did not end on this 
occasion ; for afterwards, when Mr. Savage's necessities returned, he en- 
couraged a subscription to a Miscellany of Poems in a very extraordinary 
manner, by publishing his story in the Plain Dealer,t with some affecting 
lines, which he asserts to have been written by Mr. Savage upon the treat- 
ment received by him from his mother, but of which he was himself the 
author, as Mr. Savage afterwards declared. ‘These lines, and the paper in 
which they were inserted, had a very powerful effect upon all but his 
mother, whom, by making her cruelty more public, they only hardened in 
her aversion. 

Mr. Hill not only promoted the subscription to the Miscellany, but fur- 
nished likewise the greatest part of the poems of which it is composed, and 
particularly The Happy Man, which he published as a specimen. 

The subscriptions of those whom these papers should influence to patronise 
merit in distress, without any other solicitation, were directed to be left at 
Button's coffee-house ; and Mr. Savage going thither a few days afterwards, 
without expectation of any effect from his proposal, found, to his surprise, 
seventy guineas,t which had been sent him in consequence of the compassion 
excited by Mr. Hill's pathetic representation. 

To this Miscellany he wrote a preface, in which he gives an account of 
his mother’s cruelty in a very uncommon strain of humour, and with a gaiety 
of imagination, which the success of his subscription probably produced. 
The dedication is addressed to the Lady Mary Wortley Montagu, whom he 
flatters without reserve, and, to confess the truth, with very little art. The 


* To Herbert Tryst, Esq., of Herefordshire. 

+ The Plain Dealer was a periodical paper, written by Mr, Hill and Mr. Bond, whom 
Savage called the two contending powers of light and darkness. They wrote by turns 
each essays, and the character of the work was observed regularly to rise in Mr. Hill's 
wecks, and full in Mr. Bond’s. : ; 

t The names of those who so generously contributed to his relief, having been men- 
tioned in a former account, ought not to be omitted here. They were the Duchess of 
Cleveland, Lady Cheyney, Lady Castlemain, Lady Gower, Lady Lechmere, the Duchess 
Dowager and Duchess of Rutland, Lady Strafford, the Countess Dowager of Warwick, 
Mrs. Mary Floyer, Mrs. Sofuel Noel, Duke of Rutland, Lord Gainsborough, Lord Mil- 
sington, Mr. John Savage, Mr. Herbert Tryst, Mr. Aaron Hill, 

§ This the following extract from it will prove:— 

‘Since our country has been honoured with the glory of your wit, as elevated and 
immortal as your soul, it no longer remains a doubt whether your sex have strength of 
mind in proportion to their sweetness. There is something in your verses as dis- 
tinguished as your air.—They are strong as truth, as deep as reason, as clear as inno- 
cence, and as smooth as beauty.—-They contain a nameless and peculiar mixture of forve 
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same observation may be extended to all his dedications: his compli- 
ments are constrained and violent, heaped together without the grace of 
order, or the decency of introduction: he seems to have written his pane- 
gyrics for the perusal only of his patrons, and to imagine that he had no 
other task than to pamper them with praises, however gross, and that 
flattery would make its way to the heart, without the assistance of elegance 
or invention. 

Soon afterwards, the death of the king furnished a general subject for a 
poetical contest, in which Mr. Savage engaged, and is allowed to have 
carried the prize of honour from his competitors: but I know not whether 
he gained by his performance any other advantage than the increase of his 
reputation : though it must certainly have been with farther views that he 
prevailed upon himself to attempt a species of writing, of which all the 
topics had been long before exhausted, and which was made at once difficult 
by the multitudes that had failed in it, and those that had succeeded. 

He was now advancing in reputation, and though frequently involved in 
very distressful perplexities, appeared however to be gaining upon mankind, 
when both his fame and his life were endangered by an event, of which it is 
not yet determined whether it ought to be mentioned asa crime or a calamity. 

On the 2oth of November, 1727, Mr. Savage came from Richmond, where 
he then lodged, that he might pursue his studies with less interruption, with 
an intent to discharge another lodging which he had in Westminster ; and 
accidentally meeting two gentlemen, his acquaintances, whose names were 
Merchant and Gregory, he went in with them toa neighbouring coffee- 
house, and sat drinking till it was late, it bcing in no time of Mr. Savage’s 
life any part of his character to be the first of the company that desired to 
Separate. He would willingly have gone to bed in the same house ; but 
there was not room for the whole company, and therefore they agreed to 
ramble about the streets, and divert themselves with such amusements as 
should offer themselves till morning. In this walk they happened unluckily 
to discover a light in Robinson’s coffee-house, near Charing-cross, and 
therefore went in. Merchant with some rudeness demanded a room, and 
was told that there was a good fire in the next parlour, which the company 
were about to leave, being then paying their reckoning. Merchant, not 
Satisfied with this answer, rushed into the room, and was followed by his 
companions. He then petulantly placed himself between the company and 
the fire, and soon after kicked down the table. ‘This produced a quarrel, 
swords were drawn on both sides, and one Mr. James Sinclair was killed. 
Savage, having likewise wounded a maid that held him, forced his way with 
Merchant out of the house; but being intimidated and confused, without 
resolution either to fly or stay, they were taken in a back-court by one of 
the company, and some soldiers, whom he had called to his assistance. 
Being secured and guarded that night, they were in the morning carried 
before three justices, who committed them to the Gatehouse, from whence, 
upon the death of Mr. Sinclair, which happened the same day, they were 
removed in the night to Newgate, where they were, however, treated with 
some distinction, exempted from the ignominy of chains, and confined, not 
among the common criminals, but in the Press-yard. 

When the day of trial came, the court was crowded in a very unusual 
manner ; and the public appeared to interest itself as in a cause of gencral 


and grace, which is at once so movingly serene, and so majestically lovely, that it is too 
amiable to appear anywhere but in your eyes and your writings. 

‘Ag fortune is not more my enemy than I am the enemy of flattery, I know not 
how I can forbear this application to your ladyship, because there is scarce a possibility 
‘that I should say more I believe, when I am speaking of your excellence,” 
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concern, The witnesses against Mr. Savage and his friends were, the 
woman who kept the house, which was a house of ill-fame, and her maid, 
the men who were in the room with Mr. Sinclair, and a woman of the town, 
who had been drinking with them, at i with whom one of them had been 
seen in bed. They swore in general, that Merchant gave the provocation, 
which Savage and Gregory drew their swords to justify ; that Savage drew 
first, and that he stabbed Sinclair when he was not in a posture of defence, 
or while Gregory commanded his sword ; that after he had given the thrust 
he turned pale, and would have retired, but the maid clung round him, and 
one of the company endeavoured to detain him, from whom he broke, by 
cutting the maid on the head, but was afterwards taken inacourt. There 
was some difference in their depositions ; one did not see Savage give the 
wound, another saw it given when Sinclair held his point towards the 
ground ; and the woman of the town asserted, that she did not see Sinclair's 
sword at all: this difference, however, was very far from amounting to in- 
consistency ; but it was sufficicnt to show, that the hurry of the dispute was 
such, that it was not easy to discover the truth with relation to particular 
circumstances, and that therefore some deductions were to be made from the 
credibility of the testimonies. 

Sinclair had declared several times before his death, that he received his 
wound from Savage: nor did Savage at his trial deny the fact, but en- 
deavoured partly to extenuate it, by urging the suddenness of the whole 
action, and the impossibility of any ill design, or premeditated malice ; and 
partly to justify it by the necessity of self-defence, and the hazard of his own 
life, if he had lost that opportunity of giving the thrust: he observed, that 
neither reason nor law obliged a man to wait for the blow which was 
threatened, and which, if he should suffer it, he might never be able to 
return; that it was allowable to prevent an assault, and to preserve life by 
taking away that of the adversary by whom it was endangered. With regard 
to the violence with which he endeavoured to escape, he declared, that it was 
not his design to fly from justice, or decline a trial, but to avoid the expenses 
and severities of a prison ; and that he intended to appear at the bar without 
compulsion. 

This defence, which took up more than an hour, was heard by the multi- 
tude that thronged the court with the most attentive and respectful silence: 
those who thought he ought not to be acquitted, owned that applause could 
not be refused him; and those who before pitied his misfortunes, now 
reverenced his abilities. The witnesses which appeared against him were 
proved to be persons of characters which did not entitle them to much credit ; 
a common strumpet, a woman by whom strumpets were entertained, a man 
by whom they were supported : and the character of Savage was by several 
persons of distinction asserted to be that of a modest inoffensive man, not 
inclined to broils or to insolence, and who had, to that time, been only 
known for his misfortunes and his wit. Had his audience been his judges, 
he had undoubtedly been acquitted : but Mr. Page, who was then upon the 
bench, treated him with his usual insolence and severity, and when he had 
summed up the evidence, endeavoured to exasperate the jury; as Mr. Savage 
used to relate it, with this eloquent harangue :— 

‘‘Gentlemen of the jury, you are to consider that Mr. Savage is a very 
great man, a much greater man than you or I, gentlemen of the jury; that 
he wears very fine clothes, much finer clothes than ou or I, gentlemen of 
the jury; that he has abundance of money in his pockets, much more money 
than you or I, gentlemen of the jury; but, gentlemen of the jury, is it nota 
very hard case, gentlemen of the jury, that Mr. Savage should therefore kill 
you or me, gentlemen of the jury?” 
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Mr. Savage, hearing his defence thus misrepresented, and the men who 
were to decide his fate incited against him by invidious comparisons, reso- 
lutely asserted, that his cause was not candidly explained, and began to 
recapitulate what he had before said with regard to his condition, and the 
necessity of endeavouring to escape the expenses of imprisonment; but the 
judge having ordered him to be silent, and repeated his orders without 
effect, commanded that he should be taken from the bar by force. 

The jury then heard the opinion of the judge, that good characters were 
of no weight against positive evidence, though they might turn the scale 
where it was doubtful; and that though, when two men attack each other, 
the death of either is only manslaughter ; but where one is the aggressor, as 
in the case before them, and, in pursuance of his first attack, kills the other, 
the law supposes the action, however sudden, to he malicious. They then 
deliberated upon their verdict, and determined that Mr. Savage and Mr. 
Gregory were guilty of murder; and that Mr, Merchant, who had no sword, 
only of manslaughter. 

‘Thus ended this memorable trial, which lasted eight hours. Mr. Savage 
and Mr. Gregory were conducted back to prison, where they were more 
closely confined, and loaded with irons of fifty pounds weight: four days 
afterwards they were sent back to the court to reccive sentence; on which 
occasion Mr. Savage made, as far as it could be retained in memory, the 
following speech :— 

‘It is now, my lord, too late to offer anything by way of defence or vin- 
Gication ; nor can we expect from your lordships, in this court, but the 
sentence which the law requires you, as judges, to pronounce against men of 
our calamitous condition. But we are also persuaded, that as mere men, 
and out of this scat of rigorous justice, you are susceptive of the tender 
passions, and too humane not to commiserate the unhappy situation of those, 
whom the law sometimes perhaps—exacts—from you to pronounce upon. 
No doubt you distinguish between offences which arise out of premeditation, 
and a disposition habituated to vice or immorality, and transgressions, which 
are the unhappy and unforeseen effects of casual absence of reason, and 
sudden impulse of passion : we therefore hope you will contribute all you can 
to an extension of that mercy, which the gentlemen of the jury have been 
pleased to show to Mr. Merchant, who (allowing facts as sworn against us 
by the evidence) has led us into this our calamity. I hope this will not be 
construed as if we meant to reflect upon that gentleman, or remove anything 
from us upon him, or that we repine the more at our fate, because he has no 
participation of it: No, my lord! For my part, I declare nothing could more 
soften my grief, than to be without any companion in so great a misfortune. ’’* 

Mr. Savage had now no hopes of life, but from the mercy of the crown, 
which was very earnestly solicited by his friends, and which, with whatever 
difficulty the story may obtain belief, was obstructed only by his mother. 

To prejudice the queen against him, she made use of an incident, which 
was omitted in the order of time, that it might be mentioned together with 
the purpose which it was made to serve. Mr. Savage, when he had dis- 
covered his birth, had an incessant desire to speak to his mother, who always 
avoided him in public, and refused him admission into her house. One 
evening walking, as it was his custom, in the street that she inhabited, he 
saw the door of her house by accident open; he entered it, and, finding no 
person in the passage to hinder him, went up stairs to salute her. She dis- 
covered him before he entered the chamber, alarmed the fainily with the 
most distressful outcries, and, when she had by her screams gathered them 
about her, ordered them to drive out of the house that villain, who had forced 
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himself in upon her, and endeavoured to murder her. Savage, who had 
attempted with the most submissive tenderness to soften her rage, hearing her 
utter so detestable an accusation, thought it prudent to retire ; and, I believe, 
never attempted afterwards to speak to her. 

But, shocked as he was with her falsehood and her cruelty, he imagined 
that she intended no other use of her lie, than to set herself free from his 
embraces and solicitations, and was very far from suspecting that she would 
treasure it in her memory as an instrument of future wickedness, or that she 
would endeavour for this fictitious assault to deprive him of his life. But 
when the queen was solicited for his pardon, and informed of the severe 
treatment which he had suffered from his judge, she answered, that, however 
unjustifiable might be the manner of his trial, or whatever extenuation the 
action for which he was condemned might admit, she could not think that 
man a proper object of the king's mercy, who had been capable of entering 
his mother's house in the night, with an intent to murder her. 

By whom this atrocious calumny had been transmitted to the queen; 
whether she that invented had the front to relate it; whether she found any 
one weak enough to credit it, or corrupt enough to concur with her in her 
hateful design ; I know not: but methods had been taken to persuade the 
queen so strongly of the truth of it, that she for a long time refused to hear 
any one of those who petitioned for his life. 

Thus had Savage perished by the evidence of a bawd, a strumpet, and his 
mother, had not justice and compassion procured him an advocate of rank 
too great to be rejected unheard, and of virtue too eminent to be heard with- 
out being believed. His merit and his calamities happened to reach the ear 
of the Countess of Hertford, who engaged in his support with all the tender- 
ness that is excited by pity, and all the zeal which is kindled by generosity ; 
and, demanding an audience of the queen, laid before her the whole series 
of his mother's cruelty, exposed the improbability of an accusation by which 
he was charged with an intent to commit a murder that could produce no ad- 
vantage, and soon convinced her how little his former conduct could deserve 
to be mentioned as a reason for extraordinary severity. 

The interposition of this lady was so successful, that he was soon after 
admitted to bail, and, on the 9th of March, 1728, pleaded the king's pardon. 

It is natural to inquire upon what motives his mother could persecute him 
in a manner so outrageous and implacable; for what reason she could em- 
ploy all the arts of malice, and all the snares of calumny, to take away the 
life of her own son, of a son who never injured her, who was never sup- 
ported by her expense, nor obstructed any prospect of pleasure or advantage; 
why she would endeavour to destroy him by a lie—a lie which could not 
gain credit, but must vanish of itself at the first moment of examination, and 
of which only this can be said to make it probable, that it may be observed 
from her conduct, that the most execrable crimes are sometimes committed 
without apparent temptation. 

This motherisstill{1744]alive,*and may perhaps even yet, though hermalice 
was so often defeated, enjoy the pleasure of reflecting, that the life, which 
she often endeavoured to destroy, was at last shortened by her maternal 
offices ; that though she could not transport her son to the plantations, bury 
him in the shop of a mechanic, or hasten the hand of the public executioner, 
she has yet had the satisfaction of embittering all his hours, and forcing him 
into exigencies that hurried on his death. It is byno means necessary to 
aggravate the enormity of this woman's conduct, by placing it in opposition 
to that of the Countess of Hertford ; no one can fail to observe how much 


* She died Oct, 11, 1763, at her house in Old Bond-street, aged above fourscore, 
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more amiable it is to relieve than to oppress, and to rescte innocence from 
destruction, than to destroy without an injury. 

Mr. Savage, during his imprisonment, his trial, and the time in which he 
lay under sentence of death, behaved with great firmness and equality of 
mind, and confirmed by his fortitude the esteem of those who before ad- 
mired him for his abilities.* The peculiar circumstances of his life were 
made more generally known bya short account,t which was then published, 
and of which several thousands were in a few weeks dispersed over the 
nation ; and the compassion of mankind operated so powerfully in his 
favour, that he was enabled, by frequent presents, not only to support him- 
self, but to assist Mr. Gregory in prison; and when he was pardoned and 
released, he found the number of his friends not lessened. 

The nature of the act for which he had been tried was in itself doubtful ; 
of the evidences which appeared against him, the character of the man was 
not unexceptionable, that of the woman notoriously infamous ; she, whose 
testimony chiefly influenced the jury to condemn him, afterwards retracted 
her assertions. He always himself denied that he was drunk, as had been 
generally reported. Mr. Gregory, who is now (1744) collector of Antigua, 
is said to declare him far less criminal than he was imagined, even by some 
who favoured him; and Page himself afterwards confessed, that he had 
treated him with uncommon rigour. When all these particulars are rated 
together, perhaps the memory of Savage may not be much sullied by his 
trial. Some time after he obtained his liberty, he met in the street the 
woman who had sworn with so much inalignity against him. She informed 
him that she was in distress, and, with a degree of confidence not easily 
attainable, desired him to relieve her. He, instead of insulting her misery, 
and taking pleasure in the calamities of one who had brought his life into 
danger, reproved her gently for her perjury ; and changing the only guinea 
that he had, divided it equally between her and himself. This is an action 
which in some ages would have made a saint, and perhaps in others a hero, 
and which, without any hyperbolical cncomiums, must be allowed to be an 
instance of uncommon generosity, an act of complicated virtue; by which 
he at once relieved the poor, corrected the vicious, and forgave an enemy ; 
by which he at once remitted the strongest provocations, and exercised the 
most ardent charity. 

Compassion was indeed the distinguishing quality of Savage: he never 
appeared inclined to take advantage of weakness, to attack the defenceless, 
or to press upon the falling : whoever was distressed, was certain at least of 
his good wishes; and when he could give no assistance to extricate them 
from misfortunes, he endeavoured to soothe them by sympathy and tender- 
ness. But when his heart was not softened by the sight of misery, he 
was sometimes obstinate in his resentment, and did not quickly lose the re- 
membrance of an injury. He always continued to speak with anger of the 
insolence and partiality of Fage, and a short time before his death revenged 
it by a satire. 

It is natural to inquire in what terms Mr. Savage spoke of this fatal 


* It appears that during his confinement he wrote a Ietter to his mother, which he 
. gent to Theophilus Cibber, that if might be transmitted to her through the means of 
Mr, Wilks. In his letter to Cibber he says :—* As to death, I am easy, and dare meet 
it like a man—all that touches me is the concern of my friends, and a reconcilement 
with my mothcr—I cannot express the agony I felt when I wrote the letter to her. If 
you can find any decent excuse tor showing it to Mrs.Oldfield, do; for I would have all my 
friends (and that admirable lady in particular) be satisfied I have done my duty towards 
it. Dr. Young to-day sent me a letter, most passionately kind,” 
+ Written by Mr. Beckingham and another gentleman. 
¢ Printed in the late collection, 
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action, when the danger was over, and he was under no necessity of using 
any art to set his conduct in the fairest light. He was not willing to dwell 
upon it; and, if he transiently mentioned it, appeared neither to consider him- 
self as a murderer, nor as a man wholly free from the guilt of blood.* How 
much and how long he regretted it, appeared in a poem which he published 
many years afterwards. On occasion of a copy of verses, in which the fail- 
ings of good men are recounted, and in which the author had endeavoured 
to illustrate his position, that ‘‘ the best may sometimes deviate from virtue,” 
by an instance of murder committed by Savage in the heat of wine, Savage 
remarked, that it was no very just representation of a good man, to suppose 
him liable to drunkenness, and disposed in his riots to cut throats. 

He was now indeed at liberty, but was, as before, without any other support 
than accidental favours and uncertain patronage afforded him ; sources by 
which he was sometimes very liberally supplied, and which at other times 
were stiddenly stopped ; so that he spent his life between want and plenty ; 
or, what was yet worse, between beggary and extravagance; for, as what- 
ever he received was the gift of chance, which might as well favour him as 
one time as another, he was tempted to squander what he had, because he 
always hoped to be immediately supplied. Another cause of his profusion 
was the absurd kindness of his friends, who at once rewarded and enjoyed 
his abilities, by treating him at taverns, and habituating him to pleasures 
which he could not afford to enjoy, and which he was not able to deny him- 
self, though he purchased the luxury of a single night by the anguish of 
cold and hunger for a week. 

The experience of these inconveniences determined him to endeavour 
after some settled income, which, having long found submission and entrea- 
ties fruitless, he attempted to extort from his mother by rougher methods. 
He had now, as he acknowledged, lost that tenderness for her, which the 
whole serics of her cruelty had not been able wholly to repress, till he found, 
by the efforts which she made for his destruction, that she was not content 
with refusing to assist him, and being neutral in his struggles with poverty, 
but was ready to snatch every opportunity of adding to his misfortunes; and 
that she was now to be considered as an enemy implacably malicious, whom 
nothing but his blood could satisfy. He therefore threatened to harass her 
with lampoons, and to publish a copious narrative of her conduct, unless 
she consented to purchase an exemption from infamy, by allowing him a 
pension. 

This expedient proved successful. Whether shame still survived, though 
virtue was extinct, or whether her relations had more delicacy than herself, 
and imagined that some of the darts which satire might point at her would 
glance upon them; Lord Tyrconnel, whatever were his motives, upon his 
promise to lay aside his design of exposing the cruelty of his mother, re- 
ceived him into his family, treated him as his equal, and engaged to allow 
him a pension of two hundred pounds a year. ‘This was the golden part of 
Mr. Savage's life ; and for some time he had no reason to complain of for- 
tune ; his appearance was splendid, his expenses large, and his acquaint- 
ance extensive. He was courted by all who endeavoured to be thought men 
of genius,and caressed by all who valued themselves upon a refined taste. 
To admire Mr. Savage was a proof of discernment ; and to be acquainted 
with him was a title to poetical reputation. His presence was sufficient to 
make any place of public entertainment popular; and his approbation and 
example constituted the fashion. So powerful is genius, when it is invested 
with the glitter of affluence! Men willingly pay to fortune that regard 


* In one of his letters he styles it “a fatal quarrel, but too well known.” 
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which they owe to merit, and are pleased when they have an opportunity at 
once of gratifying their vanity, and practising their duty. 

This interval of prosperity furnished him with opportunities of enlarging 
his knowledge of human nature, by contemplating life from its highest gra- 
dations to its lowest ; and, had he afterwards applied to dramatic poetry, he 
would perhaps not have had many superiors ; for, as he never suffered any 
Scene to pass before his eyes without notice, he had treasured in his mind 
all the different combinations of passions, and the innumerable mixtures of 
vice and virtue, which distinguished one character from another; and, as 
his conception was strong, his expressions were clear, he easily received im- 
pressions from objects, and very forcibly transmitted them to others. Of 
his exact observations on human life he has left a proof, which would do 
honour to the greatest names, in a small pamphlet, called ‘‘ The Author to 
be Let,’’* where he introduces Iscariot Hackney, a prostitute scribbler, giving 
an account of his birth, his education, his disposition and morals, habits of 
life, and maxims of conduct. In the introduction are related many secret 
histories ofthe petty writers of that time, but sometimes mixed with ungenerous 
reflections on their birth, their circumstances, or those of their relations ; nor 
can it be denied, that some passages are such as Iscariot Hackney might 
himself have produced. He was accused likewise of living in an appear- 
ance of friendship with some whom he satirised, and of making use of the 
confidence which he gained by a seeming kindness, to discover failings and 
expose them : it must be confessed, that Mr. Savage's esteem was no very 
certain possession, and that he would lampoon at one time those whom he 
had praised at another. 

It may be alleged, that the same man may change his principles; and 
that he, who was once deservedly commended, may be afterwards satirised 
with equal justice; or, that the poet was dazzled with the appearance of 
virtue, and found the man whom he had celebrated, when he had an oppor- 
tunity of examining him more narrowly, unworthy of the panegyric which 
he had too hastily bestowed ; and that, as a false satire ought to be recanted, 
for the sake of him whose reputation may be injured, false praise ought 
likewise to be obviated, lest the distinction between vice and virtue should 
be lost, lest a bad man should be trusted upon the credit of his encomiast, 
or lest others should endeavour to obtain like praises by the same means. 
But though these excuses may be often plausible, and sometimes just, they 
are very seldom satisfactory to mankind ; and the writer, who is not con- 
stant to his subject, quickly sinks into contempt, his satire loses its force, 
and his panegyric its value; and he is only considered at one time as a 
flatterer, and a calumniator at another. To avoid these imputations, it is 
only necessary to follow the rules of virtue, and to preserve an unvaried 
regard to truth. For though it is undoubtedly possible that a man, however 
cautious, may be sometimes deceived by an artful appearance of virtue, or. 
by false evidences of guilt, such errors will not be frequent; and it will be 
allowed, that the name of an author would never have been made con- 
temptible, had no man ever said what he did not think, or misled others but 
when he was himself deceived. 

The ‘‘ Author to be Let” was first published in a single pamphlet, ancl 
ufterwards inserted in a-collection of pieces relating to the Dunciad, which 
were addressed by Mr. Savage to the Earl of Middlesex, in a dedicationf 
which he was prevailed upon to sign, though he did not write it, and in 
which there are some positions, that the true author would perhaps not 
have published under his own name, and on which Mr. Savage afterwards 


* Printed in his Works, vol. ii. p. 231. 
¢ See his Works, vol, ii, p. 233. | 
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reflected with no great satisfaction : the enumeration of the bad effects vt 
the uncontrolled freedom of the press, and the assertion that the ‘‘ liberties 
taken by the writers of journals with their superiors were exorbitant and 
unjustifiable,” very ill became me‘a, who have themselves not always shown 
the exactest regard to the laws of subordination in their writings, and who 
have often satirised those that at least thought themselves their superiors, 
as they were eminent for their hereditary rank, and employed in the highest 
offices of the kingdom. But this is only an instance of that partiality which 
almost every man indulges with regard to himself: the liberty of the press 
is a blessing when we are inclined to write against others, and a calamity 
when we find ourselves overborne by the multitude of our assailants ; as 
the power of the crown is always thought too great by those who suffer by 
its influence, and too little by those in whose favour it is excrted; anda 
standing army is generally accounted necessary by those who command, and 
dangerous and oppressive by those who support it. 

Mr. Savage was likewise very far from believing, that the letters annexed 
to each species of bad poets in the Bathos were, as he was directed to assert, 
‘set down at random ;” for when he was charged by one of his friends with 
putting his name to such an improbability, he had no other answer to make 
than that ‘‘he did not think of it ;’’ and his friend had too much tenderness 
to reply, that next to the crime of writing contrary to what he thought, was 
that of writing without thinking. 

After having remarked what is false in this dedication, it is proper that 
I observe the impartiality which I recommend, by declaring what Savage 
asserted ; that the account of the circumstances which attended the publi- 
cation of the Dunciad, however strange and improbable, was exactly true. 

The publication of this piece at this time raised Mr. Savage a great 
number of enemics among those that were attacked by Mr. Pope, with whom 
he was considered as a kind of confederate, and whom he was suspected of 
supplying with private intelligence and secret incidents ; so that the ignominy 
of an informer was added to the terror of a satirist. That he was not 
altogether free from literary hypocrisy, and that he sometimes spoke one 
thing and wrote anothcr, cannot be denied ; because he himself confessed, 
that, when he lived with great familiarity with Dennis, he wrote an epigram* 
against him. 

Mr. Savage, however, set all the malice of all the pigmy writers at de- 
fiance, and thought the friendship of Mr. Pope cheaply purchased by being 
exposed to their censure and their hatred ; nor had he any reason to repent 
of the preference, for he found Mr, Pope a steady and unalienable friend 
almost to the end of his life. 

About this time, notwithstanding his avowed neutrality with regard to 
party, he published a panegyric on Sir Robert Walpole, for which he was 
rewarded by him with twenty guineas, a sum not very large, if cither the 
excellence of the performance, or the affluence of the patron, be considered ; 
but greater than he afterwards obtained from a person of yet higher rank, 
and more desirous in appearance of being distinguished as a patron of 
literature. 

* This epigram was, I believe, never published. 

** Should Dennis publish you had stabb’d your brother, 
Lampoon’d your monarch, or debauch’d your mother ; 
Say, what revenge on Dennis can be had 
Too dull for laughter, for reply too mad? 

On one so poor you cannot take the law, 

On one so old your sword you scorn to draw. 
Uncaged, then, let the harmless monster rage, 
Secure in dulness, madness, want, and age,’ 
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As he was very far from approving the conduct of Sir Robert Walpole, - 
and in conversation mentioned him sometimes with acrimony, and generally 
with contempt ; as he was one of those who were always zealous in their 
assertions of the justice of the late opposition, jealous of the rights of the 
people, and alarmed by the long-continued triumph of the court; it was 
natural to ask him what could induce him to employ his poetry in praise of 
that man who was, in his opinion, an enemy to liberty, and an oppressor 
of his country? He alleged that he was then dependent upon the Lord Tyr- 
connel, who was an implicit follower of the ministry: and that, being en- 
joined by him, not without menaces, to write in praise of the leader, he had 
not resolution sufficient to sacrifice the pleasure of affluence to that of 
integrity. 

On this, and on many other occasions, he was ready to lament the misery 
of living at the tables of other men, which was his fate from the begin- 
ning to the end of his life ; for I know not whether he ever had, for three 
months togcther, a settled habitation, in which he could claim a right of 
residence. 

To this unhappy state it is just to impute much of the inconsistency of his 
conduct ; for though a readiness to comply with the inclinations of others 
was no part of his natural character, yet he was sometimes obliged to relax 
his obstinacy, and submit his own judgment, and even his virtue, to the 
government of those by whom he was supported: so that, if his miseries 
were sometimes the consequences of his faults, he ought not yet to be 
wholly excluded from compassion, because his faults were very often the 
effects of his misfortunes. 

In this gay period* of his life, while he was surrounded by affluence and 
pleasure, he published ‘‘The Wanderer,” a moral poem, of which the de- 
sign is comprised in these lines: 

I fly all publis care, all venal strife, 
To try the still, compared with active, life; 
To prove, by these, the sons of men may owe 
The fruits of bliss to bursting clouds of woe; 
That ev’n calamity, by thought refined, 
Inspirits and adorns the thinking mind. 

And more distinctly in the following passage :— 
By woe, the soul to daring action swells ; 
By woe, in plaintless patience it excels: 
From patience prudent, clear experience springs, 
And traces knowledge through the course of things. 
Thence hope is form’d, thence fortitude, succcss, 
Renown :—whate’er men covet and caress, 

This performance was always considered by himself as his masterpiece ; 
and Mr. Pope, when he asked his opinion of it, told him, that he read it 
once over, and was not displeased with it ; that it gave him more pleasure 
at the second perusal, and delighted him still more at the third. 

It has been generally objected to ‘‘The Wanderer,” that the disposition of 
the parts is irregular ; that the design is obscure, and the plan perplexed ; 
that the images, however beautiful, succeed each other without order ; and 
that the whole performance is not so much a regular fabric, as a heap of 
shining materials thrown together by accident, which strikes rather with the 
solemn magnificence of a stupendous ruin, than the elegant grandeur of a 
finished pile. This criticism is universal, and therefore it is reasonable to 
believe it at least in a degree just ; but Mr. Savage was always of a contrary 
opinion, and thought his drift could only be missed by negligence or 
stupidity, and that the whole plan was regular, and the parts distinct. It 
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was never denied to abound with strong representations of nature, and just 
observations upon life; and it may easily be observed, that most of his 
pictures have an evident tendency to illustrate his first great position, ‘‘ that 
good is the consequence of evil.” The sun that burns up the mountains, 
fructifies the vales; the deluge that rushes down the broken rocks with 
dreadful impetuosity, is separated into purling brooks; and the rage of the 
hurricane purifies the air. 

Even in this poem he has not been able to forbear one touch upon the 
cruelty of his mother, which, though remarkably delicate and tender, is a 
proof how deep an impression it had upon his mind. ‘This must be at least 
acknowledged, which ought to be thought equivalent to many other excel- 
lences, that this poem can promote no other purposes than those of virtue, 
and that it is written with a very strong sense of the efficacy of religion. But 
my province is rather to give the history of Mr. Savage's performances 
than to display their beauties, or to obviate the criticisms which they have 
occasioned ; and therefore I shall not dwell upon the particular passages 
which deserve applause: I shall neither show the excellence of his descrip- 
tions, nor expatiate on the terrific portrait of suicide, nor point out the artful 
touches, by which he has distinguished the intellectual features of the rebels, 
who suffer death in his last canto. It is, however, proper to observe, that 
Mr. Savage always declared the characters wholly fictitious, and without the 
least allusion to any real persons or actions. 

From a poem so diligently laboured, and so successfully finished, it might 
be reasonably expected that he should have gained considerable advantage ; 
nor can it, without some degree of indignation and concern, be told, that 
he sold the copy for ten guineas, of which he afterwards returned two, that 
the two last sheets of the work might be reprinted, of which he had in his 
absence entrusted the correction to a friend, who was too indolent to perform 
it with accuracy, 

A superstitious regard to the correction of his sheets was one of Mr. 
Savage's peculiarities: he often altered, revised, recurred to his first reading 
or punctuation, and again adopted the alteration ; he was dubious and ir- 
resolute without end, as on a question of the last importance, and at last 
was seldom satisfied : the intrusion or omission of a comma was sufficient to 
discompose him, and he would lament an error of a sir.gie letter as a heavy 
calamity. In one of his letters relating to an impression of some verses, he 
remarks, that he had, with regard to the correction of the proof, ‘'a spell 
upon him ;” and indeed the anxiety with which he dwelt upon the minutest 
and most trifling niceties, deserved no other name than that of fascination. 
That he sold so valuable a performance for so small a price, was not to be 
imputed either to necessity, by which the learned and ingenious are often 
obliged to submit to very hard conditions ; or to avarice, by which the book- 
seliers are frequently incited to oppress that genius by which they are sup- 
ported; but to that intemperate desire of pleasure, and habitual slavery to 
his passions, which involved him in many perplexities. He happened at that 
time to be engaged in the pursuit of some trifling gratification, and, being 
without money for the present occasion, sold his poem to the first bidder, and 
perhaps for the first price that was proposed, and would probably have been 
content with less, if less had been offered him. 

This poem was addressed to the Lord Tyrconnel, not only in the first 
lines, but in a formal dedication filled with the highest strains of panegyric, 
and the warmest professions of gratitude, but by no means remarkable for 
delicacy of connexion or elegance of style. These praises in a short time he 
found himself inclined to retract, being discarded by the man on whom he 
had bestowed them, and whom he then immediately discovered not to have 
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deserved them. Of this quarrel, which every day made more bitter, Lord 
Tyrconnel and Mr. Savage assigned very different reasons, which might 
perhaps all in reality concur, though they were not all convenient to be 
alleged by either party. Lord Tyrconnel affirmed, that it was the constant 
practice of Mr. Savage to enter a tavern with any company that proposed 
it, drink the most expensive wines with great profusion, and when the 
reckoning was demanded, to be without money: if, as it often happened, 
his company were willing to defray his part, the affair ended without any ill 
consequences; but if they were refractory, and expected that the wine 
should be paid for by him that drank it, his method of composition was, to 
take them with him to his own apartment, assume the government of the 
house, and order the butler in an imperious manner to set the best wine in 
the cellar before his company, who often drank till they forgot the respect 
due to the house in which they were entertained, indulged themselves in the 
utmost extravagance of merriment, practised the most licentious frolics, 
and committed all the outrages of drunkenness. Nor was this the only 
charge which Lord Tyrconnel brought against him: Having given him a 
collection of valuable books, stamped with his own arms, he had the morti- 
fication to see them in a short time exposed to sale upon the stalls, it being 
usual with Mr. Savage, when he wanted a small sum, to take his books to 
the pawnbroker. 

Whoever was acquainted with Mr, Savage easily credited both these ac- 
cusations: for having been obliged, from his first entrance into the world, 
to subsist upon expedients, affluence was not able to exalt him above them; 
and so much was he delighted with wine and conversation, and so long had 
he been accustomed to live by chance, that he would at any time go to the 
tavern without scruple, and trust for the reckoning to the liberality of his 
company, and frequently of company to whom he was very little known. 
This conduct indeed very seldom drew upon him those inconveniences that 
might be feared by any other person; for his conversation was so enter- 
taining, and his address so pleasing, that few thought the pleasure which 
they received from him dearly purchased, by paying for his wine. It was 
his peculiar happiness, that he scarcely ever found a stranger, whom he did 
not leave a friend; but it must likewise be added, that he had not often a 
friend long, without obliging him to become a stranger. 

Mr. Savage, on the other hand, declared, that Lord Tyrconnel* quar- 
relled with him, because he would not subtract from his own luxury and 
extravagance what he had promised to allow him, and that his resentment 
was only a plea for the violation of his promise. He asserted, that he had 
done nothing that ought to exclude him from that subsistence which he 
thought not so much a favour as a debt, since it was offered him upon con- 
clitions which he had never-broken ; and that his only fault was, that he 
could not be supported with nothing. He acknowledged, that Lord Tyr- 
connel often exhorted him to regulate his method of life, and not to spend 
all his nights in taverns, and that he appeared desirous that he would pass 
those hours with him, which he so freely bestowed upon others. This de- 
mand Mr. Savage considered as a censure of his conduct, which he could 
never patiently bear, and which, in the latter and cooler parts of his life was 
so offensive to him, that he declared it as his reselution, ‘‘to spurn that 
friend who should pretend tc -‘lictate to him ;" and it is not likely, that in 
his earlier years he received admonitions with more calmness. He was like- 
wise inclined to resent such expectations, as tending to infringe his liberty, 
of which he was very jealous, when it was necessary to the gratification of 


* His expression in one of his letters was, “that Lord Tyrconnel had involved his 
estate, and therefore poorly sought an occasion to quarrel with him.” 
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his passions; and declared, that the request was still more unreasonable, as 
the company to which he was to have been confined was insupportably dis- 
agreeable. ‘This assertion affords another instance of that inconsistency of 
his writings with his conversation, which was so often to be observed. He 
forgot how lavishly he had, in his dedication to ‘‘ The Wanderer,”’ extolled 
the delicacy and penetration, the humanity and generosity, the candour and 
separa of the man, whom, when he no longer loved him, he declared to 

a wretch without understanding, without good nature, and without 
justice; of whose name he thought himself obliged to leave no trace in any 
future edition of his writings; and accordingly blotted it out of that copy of 
**The Wanderer” which was in his hands. 

During his continuance with the Lord Tyrconnel, he wrote ‘‘The Triumph 
of Health and Mirth,” on the recovery of Lady Tyrconnel from a languish- 
ing illness. ‘This performance is remarkable, not only for the gaiety of the 
ideas, and the melody of the numbers, but for the agreeable fiction upon 
which it is formed. Mirth overwhelmed with sorrow, for the sickness of her 
favourite, takes a flight in quest of her sister Health, whom she finds reclined 
upon the brow of a lofty mountain, amidst the fragrance of perpetual spring, 
with the breezes of the morning sporting about her. Being solicited by her 
sister Mirth, she readily promises her assistance, flies away in a cloud, and 
impregnates the waters of Bath with new virtues, by which the sickness of 
Belinda is relieved. As the reputation of his abilities, the particular circum- 
stances of his birth and life, the splendour of his appearance, and the dis- 
tinction which was for some time paid him by Lord Tyrconnel, entitled him 
to familiarity with persons of higher rank than those to whose conversation 
he had been before admitted; he did not fail to gratify that curiosity, which 
induced him to take a nearer view of those whom their birth, their employ- 
ments, or their fortunes, necessarily placed at a distance from the greatest 
part of mankind, and to examine whether their merit was magnified or 
diminished by the medium through which it was contemplated ; whether the 
splendour with which they dazzled their admirers was inherent in themselves, 
or only reflected on them by the objects that surrounded them; and whether 
great men were selected for high stations, or high stations made great men. 

For this purpose he took all opportunities of conversing familiarly with 
those who were most conspicuous at that time for their power or their in- 
fluence ; he watched their looser moments, and examined their domestic 
behaviour, with that acuteness which nature had given him, and which the 
uncommon variety of his life had contributed to increase, and that inquisi- 
tiveness which must always be produced in a vigorous mind, by an abso- 
lute freedom from all pressing or domestic engagements. His discernment 
was quick, and therefore he soon found in every person, and in every affair, 
something tLat deserved attention ; he was supported by others, without any 
care for himself, and was therefore at leisure to pursue his observations. 
More circumstances to constitute a critic on human life could not easily 
concur; nor indeed could any man, who assumed from accidental advan- 
tages more praise than he could justly claim from his real merit, admit any 
acquaintance more dangerous than that of Savage; of whom likewise it 
must be confessed, that abilities really exalted above the common level, or 
virtue refined from passion, or proof against corruption, could not easily 
find an abler judge, or a warmer advocate. 

What was the result of Mr. Savage's inquiry, though he was not much 
accustomed to conceal his discoveries, it may not be entirely safe to relate, 
because the persons whose characters he criticised are powerful; and power 
and resentment are seldom strangers; nor would it perhaps be wholly ark 
because what he asserted in conversation might, though true in general, be 
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heightened by some momentary ardour of imagination, and, as it can be 
delivered only from memory, may be imperfectly represented ; so that the 
picture at first aggravated, and then unskilfully copied, may be justly sus- 
pected to retain no great resemblance of the original. 

It may, however, be observed, that he did not appear to have formed very 
elevated ideas of those to whom the administration of affairs, or the conduct 
of parties, has been intrusted ; who have been considered as the advocates 
of the crown, or the guardians of the people; and who have obtained the 
most implicit confidence, and the loudest applauses. Of one particular 
person, who has been at one time so popular as to be generally esteemed, 
and at another so formidable as to be universally detested, he observed, that 
his acquisitions had been small, or that his capacity was narrow, and that 
the whole range of his mind was from obscenity to politics, and from politics 
to obscenity. 

But the opportunity of indulging his speculations on great characters was 
now atanend. He was banished from the table of Lord Tyrconnel, and 
turned again adrift upon the world, without prospect of finding quickly any 
other harbour. As prudence was not one of the virtues by which he was 
distinguished, he made no provision against a misfortune like this, And 
though it is not to be imagined but that the separation must for some time 
have been preceded by coldness, peevishness, or neglect, though it was 
undoubtedly the consequence of accumulated provocations on both sides ; 
yet every one that knew Savage will readily believe that to him it was sudden 
as a Stroke of thunder ; that, though he might have transiently suspected it, 
he had never suffered any thought so unpleasing to sink into his mind, but 
that he had driven it away by amusements or dreams of future felicity and 
affluence, and had never taken any measures by which he might prevent a 
precipitation from plenty to indigence. This quarrel and separation, and 
the difficulties to which Mr. Savage was exposed by them, were soon known 
both to his friends and enemies; nor was it long before he perceived, from 
the behaviour of both, how much is added to the lustre of genius by the 
ornaments of wealth. His condition did not appear to excite much com- 
passion ; for he had not been always careful to use the advantages he en- 
joyed with that moderation which ought to have been with more than usual 
caution preserved by him, who knew, if he had reflected, that he was only a 
dependent on the bounty of another, whom he could expect to support him 
no longer than he endeavoured to preserve his favour by complying with his 
inclinations, and whom he nevertheless set at defiance, and was continually 
irritating by negligence or encroachments. 

Examples need not be sought at any great distance to prove, that supe- 
riority of fortune has a natural tendency to kindle pride, and that pride 
seldom fails to exert itself in contempt and insult ; and if this is often the 
effect of hereditary wealth, and of honours enjoyed only by the merits of. 
others, it is some extenuation of any indecent triumphs to which this un- 
happy man may have been betrayed, that his prosperity was heightened by 
the force of novelty, and made more intoxicating by a sense of the misery 
in which he had so long languished, and perhaps of the insults which he 
had formerly borne, and which he might now think himself entitled to 
revenge. It is too common for those who have unjustly suffered pain, to 
inflict it likewise in their turn with the same injustice, and to imagine that 
they have a right to treat others as they have themselves been treated. 

at Mr. Savage was too much elevated by any good fortune, is gene- 
rally known ; and some passages of his Introduction to the ‘‘ Author to be 
Let” sufficiently show, that he did not wholly refrain from such satire, as he 
afterwards thought very unjust when he was exposed to it himself; for, when 
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he was afterwards ridiculed in the character of a distressed poet, he very 
easily discovered, that distress was not a proper subject for merriment, or 
topic of invective. He was then able to discern, that if misery be the effect 
of virtue, it ought to be reverenced ; if of ill fortune, to be pitied ; and if of 
vice, not to be insulted, because it is perhaps itself a punishment adequate 
to the crime by which it was produced. And the humanity of that man can 
deserve no panegyric, who is capable of reproaching a criminal in the hands 
of the executioner. But these reflections, though they readily occurred to 
him in the first and last parts of his Jife, were, I am afraid, for a long time 
forgotten ; at least they were, like many other maxims, treasured up in 
his mind rather for show than use, and operated very little upon his 
conduct, however elegantly he might sometimes explain, or however 
forcibly he might inculcate them. His degradation, therefore, from 
the condition which he had enjoyed with such wanton thoughtlessness, 
was considered by many as an occasion of triumph. Those who 
had before paid their court to him without success, soon returned 
the contempt which they had suffered ; and they who had received favours 
from him, for of such favours as he could bestow he was very liberal, did 
not always remember them. So much more certain are the effects of resent- 
ment than of gratitude: it is not only to many more pleasing to recollect 
those faults which place others below them, than those virtues by which 
they are themselves comparatively depressed : but it is likewise more easy 
to neglect than to recompense: and though there are few who will practise 
a laborious virtue, there will never be wanting multitudes that will indulge in 
easy vice. 

Savage. however, was very little disturbed at the marks of contempt which 
his ill fortune brought upon him trom those whom he never esteemed, 
and with whom he never considered himself as levelled by any calamities : 
and though it was not without some uneasiness that he saw some, whose 
friendship he valued, change their behaviour, he yet observed their coldness 
without much emotion, considered them as the slaves of fortune, and the 
worshippers of prosperity, and was more inclined to despise them than to 
lament himself. 

It does not appear that after this return of his wants, he found mankind 
equally favourable to him, as at his first appearance in the world. His story, 
though in reality not less melancholy, was less affecting, because it was no 
longer new ; it therefore procured him no new friends ; and those that had 
formerly relieved him thought they might now consign him to others. He 
was now likewise considered by many rather as criminal than as unhappy ; 
for the friends of Lord Tyrconnel, and of his mother, were sufficiently in- 
dustrious to publish his weaknesses, which were indeed very numerous ; and 
nothing was forgotten that might make him either hateful or ridiculous. It 
cannot but be imagined, that such representations of his faults must make 
great numbers less sensible of his distress ; many who had only an oppor- 
tunity to hear one part, made no scruple to propagate the account which 
they received ; many assisted their circulation from malice or revenge ; and 
perhaps many pretended to credit them, that they might with a better grace 
withdraw their regard, or withhold their assistance. 

Savage, however, was not one of those who suffered himself to be injured 
without resistance, nor was less diligent in exposing the faults of Lord Tyr- 
connel, over whom he obtained at least this advantage, that he drove him 
first to the practice of outrage and violence; for he was so much provoked 
by the wit and virulence of Savage, that he came with a number of atten- 
dants, that did no honour to his courage, to beat him at a coffee-house. But 
it happened that he had left the place a few minutes; and his lordship had, 
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without danger, the pleasure of boasting how he would have treated him. 
Mr. Savage went next day to repay his visit at his own house; but was pre- 
vailed on, by his domestics, to retire without insisting on seeing him. 

Lord Tyrconnel was accused by Mr. Savage of some actions which 
scarcely any provocation will be thought sufficient to justify, such as seizing 
what he had in his lodgings, and other instances of wanton cruelty, by 
which he increased the distress of Savage, without any advantage to himself. 

These mutual accusations were retorted on both sides, for many years, 
with the utmost degree of virulence and rage ; and time seemed rather to 
augment than diminish their resentment. That the anger of Mr. Savage 
should be kept alive, is not strange, because he felt every day the conse- 
quences of the quarrel ; but it might reasonably have been hoped, that Lord 
‘Tyrconnel might have relented, and at length have forgot those provocations, 
which, however they might have once inflamed him, had not in reality much 
hurt him. The spirit of Mr. Savage indeed never suffered him to solicit a 
reconciliation ; he returned reproach for reproach, and insult for insult ; his 
superiority of wit supplied the disadvantages of his fortune, and enabled him 
to form a party, and prejudice great numbers in his favour. But though 
this might be some gratification of his vanity, it afforded very little relief to 
his necessities ; and he was frequently reduced to uncommon hardships, of 
which, however, he never made any mean or importunate complaints, being 
formed rather to bear misery with fortitude, than enjoy prosperity with 
moderation. 

He now thought himself again at liberty to expose the cruelty of his 
mother; and therefore, I believe, about this time, published ‘‘ The Bastard,” 
a poem remarkable for the vivacious sallies of thought in the beginning, 
where he makes a pompous enumeration of the imaginary advantages of 
base birth ; and the pdthetic sentiments at the end, where he recounts the 
real calamities which he suffered by the crime of his parents, The vigour 
and spirit of the verses, the peculiar circumstances of the author, the novelty 
of the subject, and the notoriety of the story to which the allusions are 
made, procured this performance a very favourable reception ; great numbers 
were immediately dispersed, and editions were multiplied with unusual 
rapidity. 

One circumstance attended the publication which Savage used to relate 
with great satisfaction. His mother, to whom the poem was with ‘‘due 
reverence” inscribed, happened then to be at Bath, where she could not 
conveniently retire from censure, or conceal herself from observation ; and 
no sooner did the reputation of the poem begin to spread, than she heard 
it repeated in all places of concourse ; nor could she enter the assembly- 
rooms, or cross the walks, without being saluted with some lines from 
‘¢The Bastard.” 

This was perhaps the first time that she ever discovered a sense of shame, 
and on this occasion the power of wit was very conspicuous ; the wretch 
who had, without scruple, proclaimed herself an adultress, and who had 
first endeavoured to starve her son, then to transport him, and afterwards 
to hang him, was not able to bear the representation of her own con- 
duct ; but fled from reproach, though she felt no pain from guilt, and 
left Bath in the utmost haste, to shelter herself among the crowds of 
London. Thus Savage had the satisfaction of finding, that, though he 
could not reform his mother, he could punish her, and that he did not 
always suffer alone. 

The pleasure which he received from this increase of his poetical reputa- 
tion was sufficient for some time to overbalance the miseries of want, which 
this performance did not much alleviate ; for it was sold for a very trivial 
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sum to a bookseller, who, though the success was so uncommon that five 
impressions were sold, of which many were undoubtedly very numerous, had 
not generosity sufficient to admit the unhappy writer to any part of the 
profit. The sale of this poem was always mentioned by Mr. Savage with 
the utmost elevation of heart, and referred to by him as an incontestable 
proof of a general acknowledgment of his abilities. It was indeed the only 
production of which he could justly boast a general reception. But, though 
he did not lose the opportunity which success gave him of setting a high 
rate on his abilities, but paid due deference to the suffrages of mankind when 
they were given in his favour, he did not suffer his esteem of himself to de- 
pend upon others, nor found anything sacred in the voice of the people when 
they were inclined to censure him ; he then readily showed the folly of ex- 
pecting that the public should judge right, observed how slowly poetical 
merit had often forced its way into the world ; he contented himself with the 
applause of men of judgment, and was somewhat disposed to exclude all 
those from the character of men of judgment who did not applaud him. 
But he was at other times more favourable to mankind than to think them 
blind to the beauties of his works, and imputed the slowness of their sale to 
other causes; either they were published at a time when the town was 
empty, or when the attention of the public was engrossed by some struggle 
in the parliament, or some other object of general concern ; or they were by 
the neglect of the publisher not diligently dispersed, or by his avarice not 
advertised with sufficient frequency. Address, or industry, or liberality, was 
always wanting ; and the blame was laid rather on any person than the 
author. 

By arts like these, arts which every man practises in some degree, and 
to which too much of the little tranquillity of life is to be ascribed, Savage 
was always able to live at peace with himself. Had he indeed only made 
use of these expedients to alleviate the loss or want of fortune or repu- 
tation, or any other advantages which it is not in a man’s power to bestow 
upon himself, they might have been justly mentioned as instances of a philo- 
sophical mind, and very properly proposed to the imitation of multitudes, 
who, for want of diverting their imaginations with the same dexterity, 
languish under afflictions which might be easily removed. 

It were doubtless to be wished, that truth and reason were universally pre- 
valent ; that everything were esteemed according to its real value ; and that 
men would secure themselves from being disappointed, in their endeavours 
after happiness, by placing it only in virtue, which is always to be obtained ; 
but, if adventitious and foreign pleasures must be pursued, it would be per- 
haps of some benefit, since that pursuit must frequently be fruitless, if the 
practice of Savage could be taught, that folly might be an antidote to folly, 
and one fallacy be obviated by another. But the danger of this pleasing in- 
toxication must not be concealed ; nor indeed can any one, after having ob- 
served the life of Savage, need to be cautioned against it. By imputing 
none of his miseries to himself, he continued to act upon the same principles, 
and to follow the same path ; was never made wiser by his sufferings, nor 
preserved by one misfortune from faliing into another. He proceeded 
throughout his life to tread the same steps on the same circle; always ap- 
plauding his past conduct, or at least forgetting it, to amuse himself with 
phantoms of happiness, which were dancing before him; and willingly 
turned his eyes from the light of reason, when it would have discovered the 
illusion, and shown him, what he never wished to see, his real state. He is 
even accused, after having lulled his imagination with those ideal opiates, of 
having tried the same experiment upon his conscience; and, having accus- 
tomed himself to impute all deviations from the right to foreign causes, it is 
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certain that he was upon every occasion too easily reconciled to himself; 
and that he appeared very little to regret those practices which had impaired 
his reputation. The reigning error of his life was, that he mistook the love 
for the practice of virtue, and was indeed not so much a good man, as the 
friend of goodness. 

This at least must be allowed him, that he always preserved a strong sense 
of the dignity, the beauty, and the necessity, of virtue ; and that he never 
contributed deliberately to spread corruption amongst mankind. His actions, 
which were generally precipitate, were often blameable ; but his writings, 
being the production of study, uniformly tended to the exaltation of the 
mind, and the propagation of morality and piety. ‘These writings may im- 
prove mankind, when his failings shall be forgotten ; and therefore he must 
be considered, upon the whole, as a benefactor to the world; nor can his 
personal example do any hurt, since whoever hears of his faults will hear of 
the miseries which they brought upon him, and which would deserve less 
pity, had not his condition been such as made his faults pardonable. He 
may be considered as a child exposed to all the temptations of indigence, at 
an age when resolution was not yet strengthened by conviction, nor virtue 
confirmed by habit ; a circumstance which, in his Bastard, he laments in a 
very affecting manner: 

No Mother’s care 
Shielded my infant innocence with prayer; 
No Father’s guardian hand my youth maintain’d, 
Call’d forth my virtues, or from vice restrain’d, 

The Bastard, however it might provoke or mortify his mother, could not 
be expected to melt her to compassion, so that he was still under the same 
want of the necessaries of life ; and he therefore exerted all the interest which 
his wit, or his birth, or his misfortunes, could procure, to obtain, upon the 
death of Eusden, the place of Poet Laureat, and prosecuted his application 
with so much diligence, that the king publicly declared it his intention to 
bestow it upon him; but such was the fate of Savage, that even the king 
when he intended his advantage, was disappointed in his schemes ; for the 
Lord Chamberlain, who has the disposal of the laurel, as one of the appen- 
dages of his office, either did not know the king's design, or did not approve 
it, or thought the nomination of the Laureat an encroachment upon his 
rights, and therefore bestowed the laurel upon Colley Cibber. 

Mr. Savage, thus disappointed, took a resolution of applying to the queen, 
that, having once given him life, she would enable him to support it, and 
therefore published a short poem on her birthday, to which he gave the odd 
title of ‘‘ Volunteer Laureat."’ The event of this essay he has himself re- 
lated in the following letter, which he prefixed to the poem, when he after- 
wards reprinted it in ‘‘The Gentleman's Magazine,” whence I have copied 
it entire, as this was one of the few attempts in which Mr, Savage succeeded. 


‘*MR. URBAN,—In your Magazine for February you published the last 
‘Volunteer Laureat,’ written on a very melancholy occasion, the death of 
the royal patroness of arts and literature in general, and of the author of that 
poem in particular ; I now send you the first that Mr. Savage wrote under 
that title. —This gentleman, notwithstanding a very considerable interest, 
being, on the death of Mr. Eusden, disappointed of the Laureat’s place, 
wrote the following verses ; which were no sooner published, but the late 
queen sent to a bookseller for them. ‘The author had not at that timea 
friend either to get him introduced, or his poem presented at court; yet, 
such was the unspeakable goodness of that princess, that, notwithstanding 
this act of ceremony was wanting, in a few days after publication, Mr, 
Savage received a Bank-bill of fifty pounds, and a gracious message from 
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her Majesty, by the Lord North and Guilford, to this effect: ‘That her 
Majesty was highly pleased with the verses ; that she took particularly kind 
his lines there relating to the king ; that he had permission to write annually 
on the same subject ; and that he should yearly receive the like present, till 
something better (which was her Majesty's intention) could be done for him.’ 
After this he was permitted to present one of his annual poems to her 
Majesty, had the honour of kissing her hand, and met with the most 
gracious reception, ‘Yours, &c.” 


Such was the performance,* and such its reception ; a reception, which, 
though by no means unkind, was yet not in the highest degree generous ; 
to chain down the genius of a writer to an annual panegyric, showed in the 
queen too much desire of hearing her own praises, and a greater regard to 
herself than to him on whom her bounty was conferred. It was a kind of 
avaricious generosity, by which flattery was rather purchased than genius 
rewarded. 

Mrs. Oldfield had formerly given him the same allowance with much 
more heroic intention : she had no other view than to enable him to prose- 
cute his studies, and to set himself above the want of assistance, and was 
contented with doing good without stipulating for encomiums. 

_ Mr. Savage, however, was not at liberty to make exceptions, but was 
ravished with the favours which he had received, and probably yet more 
with those which he was promised : he considered himself now as a favourite 
of the queen, and did not doubt but a few annual poems would establish 
him in some profitable employment. He therefore assumed the title of 
‘* Volunteer Laureat,”” not without some reprehensions from Cibber, who 
informed him, that the title of ‘‘ Laureat’’ was a mark of honour conferred _ 
by the king, from whom all honour is derived, and which therefore no man 
has a right to bestow upon himself; and added, that he might with equal 
‘propriety style himself a Volunteer Lord or Volunteer Baronet. It cannot 
be denied that the remark was just ; but Savage did not think any title, 
which was conferred upon Mr, Cibber, so honourable as that the usurpation 
of it could be imputed to him as an instance of very exorbitant vanity, and 
therefore continued to write under the same title, and received every year 
the same reward. He did not appear to consider these encomiums as tests 
of his abilities, or as anything more than annual hints to the queen of her 
promise, or acts of ceremony, by the performance of which he was entitled 
to his pension, and therefore did not labour them with great diligence, or 
print more than fifty each year, except that for some of the last years he 
regularly inserted them in ‘‘’he Gentleman's Magazine,” by which they 
were dispersed over the kingdom. 

Of some of them he had himself so low an opinion, that he intended to 
omit them in the collection of poems for which he printed proposals, and 
solicited subscriptions ; nor can it seem strange, that, being confined to the 
same subject, he should be at some times indolent, and at others unsuccess- 
ful ; that he should sometimes delay a disagreeable task till it was too late 
to perform it well ; or that he should sometimes repeat the same sentiment 
on the same occasion, or at others be misled by an attempt after novelty to 
forced conceptions and far-fetched images. He wrote indeed with a double 
intention, which supplied him with some variety; for his business was to 

raise the queen for the favours which he had received, and to complain to 
her of the delay of those which she had promised: in some of his pieces, 
therefore, gratitude is predominant, and in some discontent; in some, he 
represents himself as happy in her patronage ; and, in others, as disconsolate 


* This poem is inserted in the late collection, 


330 | SAVAGE. 


to find himself neglected. Her promise, like other promises made to this 
unfortunate man, was never performed, though he took sufficient care that 
it should not be forgotten. The publication of his Volunteer Laureat pro- 
cured him no other reward than a regular remittance of fifty pounds. He 
was not so depressed by his disappointments as to neglect any opportunity 
that was offered of advancing his interest. When the Princess Anne was 
married, he wrote a poem* upon her departure, only, as he declared, 
‘because it was expected from him,”’ and he was not willing to bar his own 
prospects by any appearance of neglect. He never mentioned any ad- 
vantage gained by this poem, or any regard that was paid to it; and there- 
fore it is likely that it was considered at court as an act of duty, to which he 
was obliged by his dependence, and which it was therefore not necessary to 
reward by any new favour: or perhaps the queen really intended his ad- 
vancement, and therefore thought it superfluous to lavish presents upon a 
man whom she intended to establish for life. 

About this time not only his hopes were in danger of being frustrated, but 
his pension likewise of being obstructed, by an accidental calumny. The 
writer of ‘‘The Daily Courant,” a paper then published under the direction 
of the ministry, charged him with a crime, which, though very great in itself, 
would have been remarkably invidious in him, and might very justly have 
incensed the queen against him. He was accused by name of influencing 
elections against the court, by appearing at the head of a tory mob; nor 
did the accuser fail to aggravate his crime, by representing it as the effect 
of the most atrocious ingratitude, and a kind of rebellion against the queen, 
who had first preserved him from an infamous death, and afterwards dis- 
tinguished him by her favour, and supported him by her charity. ‘The 
charge, as it was open and confident, was likewise by good fortune very 
particular. The place of the transaction was mentioned, and the whole 
series of the rioter’s conduct related. This exactness made Mr. Savage's 
vindication easy ; for he never had in his life seen the place which was de- 
clared to be the scene of his wickedness, nor ever had been present in any 
town when its representatives were chosen. This answer he therefore made 
haste to publish, with all the circumstances necessary to make it credible ; 
and very reasonably demanded, that the accusation should be retracted in 
the same paper, that he might no longer suffer the imputation of sedition 
and ingratitude. This demand was likewise pressed by him in a private 
letter to the author of the paper, who, either trusting to the protection of 
those whose defence he had undertaken, or having entertained some per- 
sonal malice against Mr. Savage, or fearing lest, by retracting so confident 
an assertion, he should impair the credit of his paper, refused to give him 
that satisfaction, Mr. Savage therefore thought it necessary, to his own 
vindication, to prosecute him in the King’s Bench; but as he did not find 
any ill effects from the accusation, having sufficiently cleared his innocence, 
he thought any farther procedure would have the appearance of revenge ; 
and therefore willingly dropped it. He saw soon afterwards a process com- 
menced in the same court against himself, on an information in which he 
was accused of writing and publishing an obscene pamphlet. 

It was always Mr. Savage’s desire to be distinguished ; and, when any 
controversy became popular, he never wanted some reason for engaging in 
it with great ardour, and appearing at the head of the party which he had 
-chosen. As he was never celebrated for his prudence, he had no sooner 
taken his side, and informed himself of the chief topics of the dispute, than 
he took all opportunities of asserting and propagating his principles, without 


* 14th March, 1734, 
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much regard to his own interest, or any other visible design than that of 
drawit'g upon himself the attention of mankind. 

The dispute between the Bishop of London and the chancellor is well 
known to have been for some time the chief topic of political conversation ; 
and therefore Mr. Savage, in pursuance of his character, endeavoured to 
become conspicuous among the controvertists with which every coffee-house 
was filled on that occasion. He was an indefatigable opposer of all the 
claims of ecclesiastical power, though he did not know on what they were 
founded ; and was therefore no friend to the Bishop of London. But he had 
another reason for appearing as a warm advocate for Dr. Rundle; for he was 
the friend of Mr. Fosterand Mr. Thomson, who were the friends of Mr. Savage. 

Thus remote was his interest in the question, which, however, as he 
imagined, concerned him so nearly, that it was not sufficient to harangue 
and dispute, but necessary likewise to write upon it. He therefore engaged 
with great ardour in a new poem, called by him, ‘'The Progress of a Di- 
vine ;’ in which he conducts a profligate priest, by all the gradations of 
wickedness, from a poor curacy in the country to the highest preferments of 
the Church ; and describes, with that humour which was natural to him, and 
that knowledge which was extended to all the diversities of human life, his 
behaviour in every station ; and insinuates, that this priest, thus accom- 
plished, found at last a patronin the Bishop of London. When he was 
asked, by one of his friends, on what pretence he could charge the bishop 
with such an action, he had no more to say than that he had only inverted 
the accusation ; and that he thought it reasonable to believe, that he who 
obstructed the rise of a good man without reason, would for bad reasons 
promote the exaltation of a villain. The clergy were universally provoked 
by this satire ; and Savage, who, as was his constant practice, had set his 
name to his performance, was censured in The Weekly Miscellany* with 
severity, which he did not seem inclined to forget. 


* A short satire was likewise published in the same paper, in which were the following 
lines; 

For crue] murder doom’d to hempen death, 
Savage, by royal grace, prolong’d his breath. 
Well might you think he spent his future years 
In prayer, and fasting, and repentant tears. 
—But, O vain hope !—the truly Savage cries, 
See and their slavish doctrines, I despise. 

all I-—— 
Who, by free-thinking to free action fired 
In midnight brawls a deathless name acquired, 
Now stoop to learn of ecclesiastic men ? 
—No, arm’d with rhyme, at priests ['N take my aim, 
Though prudence bids me murder but their fame.” 

Weekly Misecllany. 


An answer was published in “The Gentleman’s Magazine,” written by an unknown 
hand, from which the following lines are selected : 

Transform’d by thoughtless rage, and midnight wine, 

From malice free, and push’d without design ; 

In equal brawl if Savage lunged a thrust, 

And brought the youth a victim to the dust; 

So strong the hand of accident appears, 

The royal hand from guilt and vengeance clears, 
Instead of wasting “‘all thy future years, 

‘* Savage, in prayer and vain repentant tears,” 

Exert thy pen to mend a vicious age, 

To curb the priest, and sink his high-church rage; 

To show what frauds the holy vestments hide, 

The nests of av’rice, lust, and pedant pride; 
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But return of invective was not thought a sufficient punishment. The 
Court of King’s Bench was therefore moved against him; and he was 
obliged to return an axswer to a charge of obscenity. It was urged, in his 
defence, that obscenity was criminal when it was intended to promote the 
practice of vice; but that Mr. Savage had only introduced obscen 
ideas, with the view of exposing them to detestation, and of amending the 
age by showing the deformity of wickedness. This plea was admitted; and 
Sir Philip Yorke, who then presided in that court, dismissed the information, 
with encomiums upon the purity and excellence of Mr. Savage’s writings. 
The prosecution, however, answered in some measure the purpose of those 
by whom it was set on foot ; for Mr. Savage was so far intimidated by it, 
that, when the edition of his poem was sold, he did not venture to reprint 
it; so that it was in a short time forgotten, or forgotten by all but those whom 
it offended. It is said that some endeavours were used to incense the queen 
against him: but he found advocates to obviate at least part of their effect ; 
for, though he was never advanced, he still continued to receive his pension, 

This poem drew more infamy upon him than any incident of his life ; and, 
as his conduct cannot be vindicated, it is proper to secure his memory from 
reproach, by informing those whom he made his enemies, that he never in- 
tended to repeat the provocation ; and that, though whenever he thought 
he had any reason ro complain of the clergy, he used to threaten them with 
a new edition of ‘‘The Progress of a Divine,” it was his calm and settled 
resolution to suppress it for ever. 

He once intended to have made a better reparation for the folly or in- 
justice with which he might be charged, by writing another poem, called 
‘‘The Progress of a Free-thinker,” whom he intended to lead through all 
the stages of vice and folly, to convert him from virtue to wickedness, and 

from religion to infidelity, by all the modish sophistry used for that pur- 
' pose; and at last to dismiss him by his own hand into the other world. 
That he did not execute this design is a real loss to mankind ; for he was 
too well acquainted with all the scenes of debauchery to have failed in his 
representations of them, and too zealous for virtue not to have represented 
them in such a manner as should expose them either to ridicule or detesta- 
tion. But this plan was like others, formed and laid aside, till the vigour 
of his imagination was spent, and the effervescence of invention had sub- 
sided ; but soon gave way to some other design, which pleased by its novelty 
for a while, and then was neglected like the former. 

He was still in his usual exigencies, having no certain support but the 
pension allowed him by the queen, which, though it might have kept an 
exact economist from want, was very far from being sufficient for Mr. 
Savage, who had never been accustomed to dismiss any of his appetites 
without the gratification which they solicited, and whom nothing but want 


Then change the scene, Jet merit brightly shine, 
And round the patriot twist the wreath divine; 
The heavenly guide deliver down to fame; 
In well-tuned lays transmit a Foster’s name; 
Touch ev’ry passion with harmonious art, 
Exalt the genius, and correct the heart. 
Thus future times shall royal grace extol; 
Thus polish’d lines thy present fame enrol, 
—— But grant—— 
~—— Maliciously that Savage plunged the steel, 
And made the youth its shinin g vengeance feel; 
My soul abhors the act, the man detests, 
But more the bigotry in priestly breasts.” . 
Gentleman's Magaeine, May, 1798. 
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of money withheld from partaking. of every pleasure that fell within his 
view. His conduct with regard to his pension was very particular. No 
sooner had he changed the bill than he vanished from the sight of all his 
acquaintance, and lay for some time out of the reach of all the inquiries that 
friendship or curiosity could make after him. At length he appeared again 
penniless as before, but never informed even those whom he seemed to re- 
gard most where he had been; nor was his retreat ever discovered. This 
was his constant practice during the whole time that he received the pension 
from the queen: he regularly disappeared and returned. He, indeed, 
affirmed that he retired to study, and that the money supported him in 
Solitude for many months; but his friends declared, that the short time iu 
which it was spent sufficiently confuted his own account of his conduct. 

His politeness and his wit still raised him friends, who were desirous of 
Setting him at length free from that indigence by which he had been hitherto 
oppressed ; and therefore solicited Sir Robert Walpole in his favour with so 
much earnestness, that they obtained a promise of the next place that. 
should become vacant, not exceeding two hundred pounds a year. This 
promise was made with an uncommon declaration, ‘‘that it was not the 
promise of a minister to a petitioner, but of a friend to his friend.” 

Mr. Savage now concluded himself set at ease for ever, and, as he 
observes in a poem written on that incident of his life, trusted and was 
trusted ; but soon found that his confidence was ill grounded, and this 
friendly promise was not inviolable. He spent along time in solicitations, 
and at last despaired and desisted. He did not indeed deny that he had 
given the minister some reason to believe that he should not strengthen his 
own interest by advancing him, for he had taken care to distinguish himself 
in coffee-houses as an advocate for the ministry of the last years of Queen 
Anne, and was always ready to justify the conduct, and exalt the character, 
of Lord Bolingbroke, whom he mentions with great regard in an Epistle 
upon Authors, which he wrote about that time, but was too wise to publish, 
and of which only some fragments have appeared, inserted by him in the 
Magazine after his retirement. 

To despair was not, however, the character of Savage; when one patro- 
nage failed, he had recourse to another. ‘The Prince was now extremely 
popular, and had very liberally rewarded the merit of some writers whom 
Mr. Savage did not think superior to himself, and therefore he resolved to 
addressa poem to him. For this purpose he made choice of a subject which 
could regard cnly persons of the highest rank and greatest affluence, and 
which was therefore proper for a poem intended to procure the patronage 
of a prince ; and having retired for some time to Richmond, that he might 
prosecute his design in full tranquillity, without the temptations of pleasure, 
or the solicitations of creditors, by which his meditations were in equal danger 
of being disconcerted, he produced a poem ‘‘On Public Spirit, with regard 
to Public Works.” 

The plan of this poem is very extensive, and comprises a multitude of 
topics, each of which might furnish matter sufficient for a long performance, 
and of which some have already employed more eminent writers ; but as he 
was perhaps not fully acquainted with the whole extent of his own design, 
and was writing to obtain a supply of wants too pressing to admit of long cz 
accurate inquiries, he passes negligently over many public works, which, 
even in his own opinion, deserved to be more elaborately treated. 

But, though he may sometimes disappoint his reader by transient touches 
upon these subjects, which have often been considered, and therefore 
naturally raise expectations, he must be allowed amply to compensate his 
omissions, by expatiating, in the conclusion of his work, upon a kind of 
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beneficence not yet celebrated by any eminent poet, though it now appears 
more susceptible of embellishments, more adapted to exalt the ideas, and 
affect the passions, than many of those which have hitherto been thought 
most worthy of the ornament of verse. The settlement of colonies in unin- 
habited countries, the establishment of those in security, whose misfortunes 
have made their own country no longer pleasing or safe, the acquisition of 
property without injury to any, the appropriation of the waste and luxuriant 
bounties of nature, and the enjoyment of those gifts which Heaven has 
scattered upon regions uncultivated and unoccupied, cannot be considered 
without giving rise to a great number of pleasing ideas, and bewildering the 
imagination in delightful prospects; and, therefore, whatever speculations 
they may produce in those who have confined themselves to political studies, 
naturally fixed the attention, and excited the applause, of a poet. The 
politician, when he considers men driven into other countries for shelter, and 
obliged to retire to forests and deserts, and pass their lives, and fix their 
posterity, in the remotest corners of the world, to avoid those hardships which 
they suffer or fear in their native place, may very properly inquire, why the 
legislature does not provide a remedy for these miseries, rather than encourage 
an escape from them. He may conclude that the flight of every honest man 
is a loss to the community ; that those who are unhappy without guilt ought 
to be relieved ; and the life, which is overburthened by accidental calamities, 
set at ease by the care of the public ; and that those, who have by misconduct 
forfeited their claim to favour, ought rather to be made useful to the society 
which they have injured, than be driven from it. But the poet is employed 
in a more pleasing undertaking than that of proposing laws which, however 
just or expedient, will never be made; or endeavouring to reduce to rational 
schemes of government societies which were formed by chance, and are con- 
ducted by the private passions of those who preside in them. He guides the 
unhappy fugitive, from want and persecution, to plenty, quiet, and security, 
and seats him in scenes of peaceful solitude, and undisturbed repose. 

Savage has not forgotten, amidst the pleasing sentiments which this pros- 
pect of retirement suggested to him, to censure those crimes which have been 
generally committed by the discoverers of new regions, and to expose the 
enormous wickedness of making war upon barbarous nations because they 
cannot resist, and of invading countries because they are fruitful; of 
extending navigation only to propagate vice, and of visiting distant lands 
only to lay them waste. He has asserted the natural equality of mankind, 
and endeavoured to suppress that pride which inclines men to imagine that 
right is the consequence of power. His description of the various miseries 
which force men to seek for refuge in distant countries, affords another 
instance of his proficiency in the important and extensive study of human 
life ; and the tenderness with which he recounts them, another proof of 
his humanity and benevolence. : 

It is observable that the close of this poem discovers a change which 
experience had made in Mr. Savage's opinions. Ina poem written by him 
in his youth, and published in his Miscellanies, he declares his contempt of 
the contracted views and narrow prospects of the middle state of life, and 
declares his resolution either to tower like the cedar, or be trampled like the 
shrub ; but in this poem, though addressed to a prince, he mentions this 
state of life as comprising those who ought most to attract reward, those 
who merit most the confidence of power, and the familiarity of greatness ; 
and, accidentally mentioning this passage to one of his friends, declared, that 
in his opinion all the virtue of mankind was comprehended in that state. 

In describing villas and gardens, he did not omit to condemn that absurd 
custom which prevails among the English, of permitting servants to receive 
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money from strangers for the entertainment that they receive, and therefore 
inserted in his poem these lines : 

But what the flow’ring pride of gardens rare, 

However royal, or however fair, 

If gates, which to excess should still give way, 

Ope but, like Peter’s paradise, for pay ; 

If perquisited varlets frequent stand, 

And each new walk must a new tax demand; 

What foreign eye but with contempt surveys? 

What Muse shall from oblivion snatch their praise? 

But before the publication of his performance he recollected, that the 
queen allowed her garden and cave at Richmond to be shown for money ; 
and that she so openly countenanced the practice, that she had bestowed 
the privilege of showing them as a place of profit on a man, whose merit she 
valued herself upon rewarding, though she gave him only the liberty of dis- 
gracing his country. He therefore thought, with more prudence than was 
often exerted by him, that the publication of these lines might be officiously 
represented as an insult upon the queen, to whom he owed his life and his 
subsistence ; and that the propriety of his observation would be no security 
against the censures which the unseasonableness of it might draw upon him ; 
he therefore suppressed the passage in the first edition, but after the queen’s 
death thought the same caution no longer necessary, and restored it to the 
proper place. The poem was, therefore, published without any political 
faults, and inscribed to the prince ; but Mr. Savage, having no friend upon 
whom he could prevail to present it to him, had no other method of at- 
tracting his observation than the publication of frequert advertisements, and 
therefore received no reward from his patron, however generous on other 
occasions, ‘This disappointment he never mentioned without indignation, 
being by some means or other confident that the prince was not ignorant of 
his address to him; and insinuated, that if any advances in popularity could 
have been made by distinguishing him, he had not written without notice, 
or without reward. He was once inclined to have presented his poem in 
person, and sent to the printer for a copy with that design ; but either his 
opinion changed, or his resolution deserted him, and he continued to resent 
neglect without attempting to force himself into regard. Nor was the public 
much more favourable than his patron; for only seventy-two were sold, 
though the performance was much commended by some whose judgment in 
that kind of writing is generally allowed. But Savage easily reconciled 
himself to mankind without imputing any defect to his work, by observing 
that his poem was unluckily published two days after the prorogation of the 
parliament, and by consequence at a time when all those who could be ex- 
pected to regard it were in the hurry of preparing for their departure, or 
engaged in taking leave of others upon their dismission from public affairs. 
It must be however allowed, in justification of the public, that this per- 
formance is not the most excellent of Mr. Savage’s works; and that, though 
it cannot be denied to contain many striking sentiments, majestic lines, and 
just observations, it is in general not sufficiently polished in the language, or 
enlivened in the imagery, or digested in the plan. Thus his poem contri- 
buted nothing to the alleviation of his poverty, which was such as very few 
could have supported with equal patience ; but to which, it must likewise be 
confessed, that few would have been exposed who received punctually fift: 
pounds a year; a salary which, though by no means equal to the demand 
of vanity and luxury, is yet found sufficient to support families above want, 
and was undoubtedly more than the necessities of life require. . 

But no sooner had he received his pension, than he withdrew to his darling 
privacy, from which he returned in a short time to his former distress, and 
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for some part of the year generally lived by chance, eating only when he 
was invited to the tables of his acquaintances, from which the meanness of 
his dress often excluded him, when the politeness and variety of his conver- 
sation would have been thought a sufficient recompense for his entertain- 
ment. He lodged as much by accident as he dined, and passed the night 
sometimes in mean houses which are set open at night to any casual wan- 
derers, sometimes in cellars, among the riot and filth of the meanest and 
most profligate of the rabble ; and sometimes, when he had not money to 
support even the expenses of these receptacles, walked about the streets till 
he was weary, and lay down in the summer upon the bulk, or in the winter, 
with his associates in poverty, among the ashes of a glass-house. 

In this manner were passed those days and those nights which nature had 
enabled him to have employed in elevated speculations, useful studies, or 
pleasing conversation. Ona bulk, in acellar, or in a glass-house, among 
thieves and beggars, was to be found the author of ‘‘ The Wanderer,” the 
man of exalted sentiments, extensive views, and curious observations; the 
man whose remarks on life might have assisted the statesman, whose ideas 
of virtue might have enlightened the moralist, whose eloquence might have 
influenced senates, and whose delicacy might have polished courts. It can- 
not but be imagined that such necessities might sometimes force him upon 
disreputable practices ; and it is probable that these lines in ‘The Wanderer” 
were occasioned by his reflections on his own conduct : 

Though misery leads to happiness, and truth, 
Unequal to the load this languid youth, 
(0, let none censure, if, untried by grief, 
f, amidst woe, untempted by relief), 
He stoop’d reluctant to low arts of shame, 
Which then, ev’n then, he scorned, and blush’d to name. 


Whoever was acquainted with him was certain to be solicited for small 
sums, which the frequency of the request made in time considerable ; and 
he was therefore quickly shunned by those who werc become familiar enough 
to be trusted with his necessities ; but his rambling manner of life, and con- 
stant appearance at houses of public resort, always procured him a new suc- 
cession of friends, whose kindness had not been exhausted by repeated 
requests ; so that he was seldom absolutely without resources, but had in 
his utmost exigencies this comfort, that he always imagined himself sure of 
speedy relief. It was observed, that he always asked favours of this kind 
without the least submission or apparent consciousness of dependence, and 
that he did not seem to look upon a compliance with his request as an obli- 
gation that deserved any extraordinary acknowledgments ; but a refusal was 
resented by him as an affront, or complained of as an injury; nor did he 
readily reconcile himself to those who either denied to lend, or gave him 
afterwards any intimation that they expected to be repaid. He was some- 
times so far compassionated by those who knew both his merit and distresses, 
that they received him into their families, but they soon discovered him to be a 
very incommodious inmate ; for, being always accustomed to an irregular 
manner of life, he could not confine himself to any stated hours, or pay any 
regard to the rules of a family, but would prolong his conversation till mid- 
night, without considering that business might require his friend’s appli- 
cation in the morning; and, when he had persuaded himself to retire to 
bed, was not, without equal difficulty, called up to dinner: it was therefore 
impossible to pay him any distinction without the entire subversion of all 
economy, a kind of establishment which, wherever he went, he always ap- 
peared ambitious to overthrow. It must, therefore, be acknowledged, in 

tification of mankind, that it was not always by the negligence or cold. 
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ness of his friends that Savage was distressed, but because it was in reality 
very difficult to preserve him long in a state of ease. To supply him with 
money was a hopeless attempt; for no sooner did he see himself master of 
a sum sufficient to set him free from care for a day, than he became profuse and 
luxurious. When once he had entered a tavern, or engaged in a scheme of 
pleasure, he never retired till want of money obliged him to some new ex- 
pedient. If he was entertained in a family, nothing was any longer to be 
regarded there but amusement and jollity; wherever Savage entered, he im- 
mediately expected that order and business should fly before him, that all 
shoutd thenceforward be left to hazard, and that no dull principle of do- 
mestic management should be opposed to his inclination, or intrude upon 
his gaiety. His distresses, however afflictive, never dejected him; in his 
lowest state he wanted not spirit to assert the natural dignity of wit, and was 
alwys ready to repress that insolence which the superiority of fortune in- 
cited, and to trample on that reputation which rose upon any other basis 
than that of merit : he never admitted any gross familiarities, or submitted 
to be treated otherwise than as an cqual. Once, when he was without lodg- 
ing, meat, or clothes, one of his friends, a man indeed not remarkable for 
moderation in his prosperity, left a message, that he desired to see him 
about nine in the morning. Savage knew that his intention was to assist 
him ; but was very much disgusted that he should presume to prescribe the 
hour of his attendance, and, I believe, refused to visit him, and rejected his 
kindness. 

The same invincible temper, whether firmness or obstinacy, appeared in 
his conduct to the Lord Tyrconnel, from whom he very frequently demanded, 
that the allowance which was once paid him should be restored ; but with 
whom he never appearcd to entertain for a moment the thought of soliciting 
a reconciliation, and whom he treated at once with all the haughtiness of 
superiority, and all the bitterness of resentment. He wrote to him, not ina 
style of supplication or respect, but of reproach, menace, and contempt ; and 
appeared determined, if he ever regained his allowance, to hold it only by 
the right of conquest. 

As many mote can discover that a man is richer than that he is wiser than 
themselves, superiority of understanding is not so readily acknowledged as 
that of fortune; nor is that haughtiness, which the consciousness of great 
abilities incites, borne with the same submission as the tyranny of affluence ; 
and therefore Savage, by asserting his claim to deference and regard, and 
by treating those with contempt, whom better fortune animated to rebel 
against him, did not fail to raise a great number of enemies in the different 
classes of mankind Those who thought themselves raised above him by 
the advantages of riches, hated him because they found no protection from 
the petulance of his wit. Those whe were esteemed for their writings feared 
him as a critic, and maligned him as a rival, and almost all the smaller wits 
were his professed enemies. 

Among these Mr. Miller so far indulged his resentment as to introduce 
him in a farce, and direct him to be personated on the stage, in a dress like 
that which he then wore; a mean insult, which only insinuated that Savage 
had but one coat, and which was therefore despised by him rather than 
resented ; for, though he wrote a lampoon against Miller, he never printed 
it: and as no other person ought to prosecute that revenge from which the 
person who was injured desisted, I shall not preserve what Mr. Savage sup- 
pressed ; of which the publication would indeed have been a punishment too 
severe for so impotent an assault. 

The great hardships of poverty were to Savage not the want of Indging or 
food, but the neglect and contempt which it drew upon him, He com 
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plained that, as his affairs grew desperate, he found his reputation for 
capacity visibly decline; that his opinion in questions of criticism was no 
longer regarded when his coat was out of fashion ; and that those who, in 
the interval of his prosperity, were always encouraging him to great under- 
takings by encomiums on his genius and assurances of success, now received 
any mention of his designs with coldness, thought that the subjects on which 
he proposed to write were very difficult, and were ready to inform him, that 
the event of a poem was uncertain, that an author ought to employ much 
time in the consideration of his plan, and not presume to sit down to write 
in consequence of a few cursory ideas, and a superficial knowledge ; diffi- 
culties were started on all sides, and he was no longer qualified for any per- 
formance but ‘‘ The Volunteer Laureat.” 

Yet even this kind of contempt never depressed him; for he always pre- 
served a steady confidence in his own capacity, and believed nothing above 
his reach which he should at any time earnestly endeavour to attain. He 
formed schemes of the same kind with regard to knowledge and to fortune, 
and flattered himself with advances to be made in science, as with riches, to 
be enjoyed in some distant period of his life. For the acquisition of know- 
ledge he was indeed much better qualified than for that of riches ; for he was 
naturally inquisitive, and desirous of the conversation of those from whom 
any information was to be obtained, but by no means solicitous to improve 
those opportunities that were sometimes offered of raising his fortune; and 
he was remarkably retentive of his ideas, which, when once he was in pos- 
session of them, rarely forsook him; a quality which could never be commu- 
nicated to his money. 

While he was thus wearing out his life in expectation that the queen would 
some time rerollect her promise, he had recourse to the usual practice of 
writers, and published proposals for printing his works by subscription, to 
which he was encouraged by the success of many who had not a better right 
to the favour of the public; but, whatever was the reason, he did not find 
the world equally inclined to favour him; and he observed, with some dis- 
content, that, though he offered his works at half a guinea, he was able to 
procure but a small number in comparison with those who subscribed twice 
as much to Duck. Nor was it without indignation that he saw his proposals 
neglected by the queen, who patronised Mr. Duck's with uncommon ardour, 
and incited a competition, among those who attended the court, who 
should most promote his interest, and who should first offer a subscription. 
This was a distinction to which Mr. Savage made no scruple of asserting, 
that his birth, his misfortunes, and his genius, gave a fairer title, than could 
he pleaded by him on whom it was conferred. 

Savage's applications were, however, not universally unsuccessful; for 
some of the nobility countenanced his design, encouraged his proposals, and 
subscribed with great liberality. He related of the Duke of Chandos par- 
ticularly, that, upon receiving his proposals, he sent him ten guineas. But 
the money which his subscriptions afforded him was not less volatile than 
that which he received from his other schemes; whenever a subscription was 
paid him, he went toa tavern; and, as money so collected is necessarily 
received in small sums, he never was able to send his poems to the press, but 
for ay years continued his solicitation, and squandered whatever he 
obtained. 

The project of printing his works was frequently revived ; and, as his pro- 
posals grew obsolete, new ones were printed with fresher dates. To form 
schemes for the publication was one of his favourite amusements; nor was 
he ever more at ease than when, with any friend who readily fell-in with hig 
schemes, he was adjusting the print, forming the advertisements, and regu- 
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lating the dispersion of his new edition, which he really intended some time 
to publish, and which, as long as experience had shown him the impossibility 
of printing the volume together, he at last determined to divide into weekly 
d monthly numbers, that the profits of the first might supply the expenses of 
the next. 

Thus he spent his time in mean expedients and tormenting suspense, living 
for the greatest part in fear of prosecutions from his creditors, and conse 
quently skulking in obscure parts of the town, of which he was no stranger 
to the remotest corners. But wherever he came, his address secured him 
friends, whom his necessities soon alienated ; so that he had, perhaps, a more 
numerous acquaintance than any man ever before attained, there being scarcely 
any person eminent on any account to whom he was not known, or whose 
character he was not in some degree able to delineate. To the acquisition 
of this extensive acquaintance every circumstance of his life contributed. 
He excelled in the arts of conversation, and therefore willingly practised 
them. He had seldom any home, or even a lodging in which he could be 
private ; and therefore was driven into public-houses for the common con- 
veniences of life and supports of nature. He was always ready to comply 
with every invitation, having no employment to withhold him, and often no 
money to provide for himself; and by dining with one company, he never 
failed of obtaining an introduction into another. 

Thus dissipated was his life, and thus casual his subsistence; yet did not 
the distraction of his views hinder him from reflection, nor the uncertainty of 
his condition depress his gaiety. When hehad wandered about without any 
fortunate adventure by which he was led into a tavern, he sometimes retired 
into the fields, and was able toemploy his mind in study, to amuse it with 
pleasing imaginations ; and seldom appeared to be melancholy, but when 
some sudden misfortune had just fallen upon him, and even then in a few 
moments he would disentangle himself from his perplexity, adopt the subject 
of conversation, and apply his mind wholly to the objects that others pre- 
sented to it. This life, unhappy as it may be already imagined, was yet em- 
bittered, in 1738, with new calamities. The death of the queen deprived 
him of all the prospects of preferment with which he so long entertained his 
imagination ; and, as Sir Robert Walpole had before given him reason to 
believe that he never intended the performance of his promise, he was now 
abandoned again to fortune. He was, however, at that time supported by 
a friend ; and as it was not his custom to look out for distant calamities, or 
to feel any other pain than that which forced itself upon his senses, he was 
not much afflicted at his loss, and perhaps comforted himself that his pen- 
sion would be now continued without the annual tribute of a panegyric, 
Another expectation contributed likewise to support him ; he had takena 
resolution to write a second tragedy upon the story of Sir Thomas Overbury, 
in which he preserved a few lines of his former play, but made a total altera- 
tion of the plan, added new incidents, and introduced new characters ; so 
that it was a new tragedy, not a revival of the former, 

Many of his friends blamed him for not making choice of another subject ; 
but, in vindication of himself, he asserted, that it was not easy to finda 
better ; and that he thought it his interest to extinguish the memory of the 
first tragedy, which he could only do by writing one less defective upon the 
same story; by which he should entirely defeat the artifice of the book- 
sellers, who, after the death of any author of reputation, are always indus- 
trious to swell his works, by uniting his worst productions with his best. In 
the execution of this scheme, however, he proceeded but slowly, and pro- 
bably only employed himself upon it when he could find no other amuse- 
ment; but he pleased himself with counting the profits, and perhaps 
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imagined, that the theatrical reputation which he was about to acquire, 
would be equivalent to all that he had lost by the death of his patroness, 
He did not, in confidence of his approaching riches, neglect the measures 
proper to secure the continuance of his pension, though some of his favourers 
thought him culpable for omitting to write on her death ; but on her birth- . 
day next year, he gave a proof of the solidity of his judgment, and the power 

of his genius. He knew that the track of elegy had been so long beaten, 

that it was impossible to travel in it without treading in the footsteps of 
those who had gone before him; and that therefore it was necessary, that 
he might distinguish himself from the herd of encomiasts, to find out some 

new walk of funeral panegyric. This difficult task he performed in such a 
manner, that his poem may be justly ranked among the best pieces that the 
death of princes has produced. Ly transferring the mention of her death to 
her birthday, he has formed a happy combination of topics, which any other 
man would have thought it very difficult to connect in one view, but which 
he has united in such a manner, that the relation between them appears 
natural; and it may be justly said, that what no other man would have 
thought on, it now appears scarcely possible for any man to miss. 

The beauty of this peculiar combination of images is so masterly, that it 
is sufficient to set this poem above censure ; and therefore it is not necessary 
to mention many other delicate touches which may be found in it, and 
which would deservedly be admired in any other performance. To these 
proofs of his genius may be added, from the same poem, an instance of his 
prudence, an excellence for which he was not so often distinguished ; he 
does not forget to remind the king, in the most delicate and artful manner, 
of continuing his pension. 

With regard to the success of his address, he was for some time in sus- 
pense, but was in no great degree solicitous about it ; and continued his 
labour upon his new tragedy with great tranquillity, till the friend who had 
for a considerable time supported him, removing his family to another place, 
took occasion to dismiss him, It then became necessary to inquire more 
diligently what was determined in his affair, having reason to suspect that 
no great favour was intended him, because he had not received his pension 
at the usual time. 

It is said, that he did not take those methods of retrieving his interest, 
which were most likely to succeed ; and some of those who were employed 
in the Exchequer, cautioned him against too much violence in his proceed- 
ings; but Mr. Savage, who seldom regulated his conduct by the advice of 
others, gave way to his passion, and demanded of Sir Robert Walpole, at 
his levee, the reason of the distinction that was made between him and the 
other pensioners of the queen, with a degree of roughness which perhaps 
determined him to withdraw what had been only delayed. 

Whatever was the crime of which he was accused or suspected, and what 
tver influence was employed against him, he received soon after an account, 
that took from him all hopes of regaining his pension ; and he had now no 
prospect of subsistence but from his play, and he knew no way of living for 
the time required to finish it. 

So peculiar were the misfortunes of this man, deprived of an estate and 
title by a particular law, exposed and abandoned by a mother, defrauded by 
a mother of a fortune which his father had allotted him, he entered the 
world without a friend; and though his abilities forced themselves into 
esteem and reputation, he was never able to obtain any real advantage, and 
whatever prospects arose, were always intercepted as he began to approach 
them. The king's intentions in his favour were frustrated ; his dedication 
to the prince, whose generosity on every other occasion was eminent, pro~. 
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cured him ho reward; Sir Robert Walpole, who valued himself upon keep- 
ing his promise to others, broke it to him without regret ; and the bounty of 
the queen was, after her death, withdrawn from him, and from him only. 

Such were his misfortunes, which yet he bore, not only with decency, but 
with cheerfulness ; nor was his gaiety clouded even by his last disappoint- 
ments, though he was in a short time reduced to the lowest degree of 
distress, and often wanted both lodging and food. At this time he gave 
another instance of the insurmountable obstinacy of his spirit : his clothes 
were worn out; and he received notice, that at a coffee-house some clothes 
and linen were left for him : the person who sent them did not, I believe, 
inform him to whom he was to be obliged, that he might spare the per- 
plexity of acknowledging the benefit ; but though the offer was so far gene- 
rous, it was made with some neglect of ceremonies, which Mr. Savage so 
much resented, that he refused the present, and declined to enter the house 
till the clothes that had been designed for him were taken away. 

His distress was now publicly known, and his friends, therefore, thought it 
proper to concert some measures for his relief; and one of them [Pope] wrote 
a letter to him, in which he expressed his concern ‘‘ for the miserable with- 
drawing of his pension ;” and gave him hopes, that in a short time he should 
find himself supplied with a competence, ‘‘ without any dependence on those 
little creatures which we are pleased to call the Great.” The scheme pro- 
posed for this happy and independent subsistence was, that he should retire 
into Wales, and receive an allowance of fifty pounds a year, to be raised by 
a subscription, on which he was to live privately in a cheap place, without 
aspiring any more to affluence, or having any farther care of reputation. 
This offer Mr. Savage gladly accepted, though with intentions very different 
from those of his friends; for they proposed that he should continue an exile 
from London for ever, and spend all the remaining part of his life at Swan- 
sea; but he designed only to take the opportunity, which their scheme 
offered him, of retreating for a short time, that he might prepare his play 
for the stage, and his other works for the press, and then to return to Lon- 
don to exhibit his tragedy, and live upon the profits of his own labour. 
With regard to his works, he proposed very great improvements, which 
would have required much time, or great application; and, when he had 
finished them, he designed to do justice to his subscribers, by publishing 
them according to his proposals. As he was ready to entertain himself with 
future pleasures, he had planned out a scheme of life for the country, of 
which he had no knowledge but from pastorals and songs. He imagined 
that he should be transported to scenes of flowery felicity, like those which 
one poet has reflected to another; and had projected a perpetual round of 
innocent pleasures, of which he suspected no interruption from pride, or 
ignorance, or brutality. With these expectations he was so enchanted, that 
when he was once gently reproached by a friend for submitting to live upon 
a subscription, and advised rather by a resolute exertion of his abilities to 
support himself, he could not bear to debar himself from the happiness 
which was to be found in the calm of a cottage, or lose the opportunity of 
listening, without intermission, to the melody of the nightingale, which he 
believed was to be heard from every bramble, and which he did not fail to 
mention as a very important part of the happiness of a country life. 

While this scheme was ripening, his friends directed him to take a lodging 
in the liberties of the Fleet, that he might be secure from his creditors, and 
sent him every Monday a guinea, which he commonly spent before the next 
morning, and trusted, after his usual manner, the remaining part of the week 
to the bounty of fortune. 

He now began very sensibly to feel the miseries of dependence. Those by 
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whom he was to be supported, began to prescribe to him with an air of 
authority, which he knew not how decently to resent, nor patiently to bear ; 
and he soon discovered, from the conduct of most of his subscribers, that he 
was yet in the hands of ‘‘little creatures.’ Of the insolence that he was 
obliged to suffer, he gave many instances, of which none appeared to raise 
his indignation to a greater height, than the method which was taken of 
furnishing him with clothes. Instead of consulting him, and allowing him 
to send a tailor his orders for what they thought proper to allow him, they 
proposed to send for a tailor to take his measure, and then to consult how 
they should equip him. ‘This treatment was not very delicate, nor was it 
such as Savage's humanity would have suggested to him on a like occasion; 
but it had scarcely deserved mention, had it not, by affecting him in an un- 
common degree, shown the peculiarity of his character. Upon hearing the 
design that was formed, he came to the lodging of a friend with the most 
violent agonies of rage; and, being asked what it could be that gave him 
such disturbance, he replied with the utmost vehemence of indignation, 
‘‘ That they had sent for a tailor to measure him.” 

How the affair ended was never inquired, for fear of renewing his un- 
easiness. It is probable that, upon recollection, he submitted with a good 
grace to what he could not avoid, and that he discovered no resentment 
where he had no power. He was, however, not humbled to implicit and 
universal compliance ; for, when the gentleman, who had first informed him 
of the design to support him by a subscription, attempted to procure a re- 
conciliation with the Lord Tyrconnel, he could by no means be prevailed 
upon to comply with the measures that were proposed. 

A letter was written for him* to Sir William Lemon, to prevail upon him 
to interpose his good offices with Lord Tyrconnel, in which he solicited Sir 
William's assistance ‘‘for a man who really needed it as much as any man 
could well do;’’ and informed him, that he was retiring ‘‘for ever toa 
place where he should no more trouble his relations, friends, or enemies ;” 
Ae confessed, that his passion had betrayed him to some conduct, with re- 
gard to Lord Tyrconnel, for which he could not but heartily ask his 
pardon ; and as he imagined Lord Tyrconnel’s passion might be yet so 
high, that he would not ‘‘receive a letter from him,’’ begged that Sir 
William would endeavour to soften him ; and expressed his hopes that he 
would comply with this request, and that ‘‘so small a relation would not 
harden his heart against him.” 

That any man should presume to dictate a letter to him, was not very 
agreeable to Mr. Savage; and therefore he was, before he had opened it, 
not much inclined to approve it. But when he read it, he found it con- 
tained sentiments entirely opposite to his own, and, as he asserted, to the 
truth ; and therefore, instead of copying it, wrote his friend a letter full of 
masculine resentment and warm expostulations. He very justly observed, 
that the style was too supplicatory, and the representation too abject, and 
that he ought at least to have made him complain with ‘‘the dignity of a 
gentleman in distress.” He declared that he would not write the paragraph 
in which lie was to ask Lord Tyrconnel’s pardon; for, ‘‘he despised his 
pardon, and therefore could not heartily, and would not hypocritically, ask 
it.” He remarked that his friend made a very unreasonable distinction be- 
tween himself and him; for, says he, ‘‘when you mention men of high 
rank in your own character,” they are ‘‘ those little creatures whom we are 
pleased to call the Great ;" but when you address them ‘‘in mine,” no 
servility is sufficiently humble. He then with propriety explained the ill 
consequences which might be expected from such a letter, which his rela 
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tions would print in their own defence, and which would for ever be pro- 
duced as a tull answer to all that he should allege against them ; for he 
always intended to publish a minute account of the treatment which he had 
received. It is to be remembered, to the honour of the gentleman by whom 
this letter was drawn up, that he yielded to Mr. Savage's reasons, and 
agreed that it ought to be suppressed. 

After many alterations and delays, a subscription was at length raised, 
which did not amount to fifty pounds a year, though twenty were paid by 
one gentleman ;* such was the gencrosity of mankind, that what had been 
done by a player without solicitation, could not now be effected by applica- 
tion and interest ; and Savage had a great number to court and to obey for 
a pension less than that which Mrs. Oldfield paid him without exacting any 
servilities. Mr. Savage, however, was satisficd, and willing to retire, and 
was convinced that the allowance, though scanty, would be more than 
sufficient for him, being now determined to commence a rigid economist, 
and to live according to the exact rules of frugality; for nothing was in his 
opinion more contemptible than a man, who, when he knew his income, ex- 
ceeded it ; and yet he confessed, that instances of such folly were too common, 
and lamented that some men were not to be trusted with their own money. 

Full of these salutary resolutions, he left London in July, 1739, having 
taken leave with great tenderness of his friends, and parted from the author 
of this narrative with tears in his eyes. He was furnished with fifteen 
guineas, and informed, that they would be sufficient, not only for the expense 
of his journcy, but for his support in Walcs for some time; and that there 
remained but little more of the first collection. He promised a strict ad- 
herence to his maxims of parsimony, and went away in the stage-coach ; 
nor did his friends expect to hear from him till he informed them of his 
arrival at Swansea. But when they Icast expected, arrived a letter dated 
the fourtecnth day after his departure, in which he sent them word, that he 
was yet upon the road, and without money; and that he therefore could not 
proceed without a remittance. They then sent him the money that was in 
their hands, with which he was enabled to reach Bristol, from whence he 
was to go to Swansea by water. 

At Bristol he found an embargo laid upon the shipping, so that he could 
not immediately obtain a passage ; and being therefore obliged to stay there 
some time, he with his usual felicity ingratiated himself with many of the 
principal inhabitants, was invited to their houses, distinguished at their 
public feasts, and treated with a regard that gratified his vanity, and there- 
fore easily engaged his affection. 

He began very early after his retirement to complain of the conduct of his 
friends in London, and irritated many of them so much by his letters, that 
they withdrew, however honourably, their contributions ; and it is believed, 
that little more was paid him than the twenty pounds a year, which were 
allowed him by the gentleman who proposed the subscription. 

After some stay at Bristol he retired to Swansea, the place originally pro- 
posed for his residence, where he lived about a year, very much dissatisfied 
with the diminution of his salary ; but contracted, as in other places, ac- 
quaintance with those who were most distinguished in that country, among 
whom he has celebrated Mr. Powel and Mrs. Jones, by some verses which 
he inserted in The Gentleman's Magazine.f Here he completed his tragedy, 
of which two acts were wanting when he left London; and was desirous of 
coming to town, to bring it upon the stage. This design was very warmly 
opposed ; and he was advised, by his chief benefactor, to put it into the 
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hands of Mr. Thomson and Mr. Madet, that it might be fitted for the stage, 
and to allow his friends to receive the profits, out of which an annual pen- 
sion should be paid him. 

This proposal he rejected with the utmost contempt. He was by no 
means convinced that the judgment of those, to whom he was required to 
submit, was superior to his own. He was now determined, as he expressed 
it, to be ‘‘no longer kept in leading-strings, " and had no elevated idea of ‘‘ his 
bounty, who proposed to pension him out of ihe profits of his own labours.” 

He attempted in Wales to promote a subscription for his works, and bad 
once hopes of success ; but in a short time afterwards formed a resolution of 
leaving that part of the country, to which he thought it not reasonable to be 
confined, for the gratification of those, who, having promised him a liberal 
income, had no sooner banished him to a remote corner, than they reduced 
his allowance to a salary scarcely equal to the necessities of life. His re- 
sentment of this treatment, which, in his own opinion at least, he had not 
deserved, was such, that he broke off all correspondence with most of his 
contributors, and appeared to consider them as persecutors and oppressors ; 
and in the latter part of his life declared, that their conduct toward him 
since his departure from London ‘‘had been perfidiousness improving on 
perfidiousness, and inhumanity on inhumanity.” 

It is not to be supposed, that the necessities of Mr. Savage did not some- 
times incite him to satirical exaggerations of the behaviour of those by whom 
he thought himself reduced to them. But it must be granted, that the 
diminution of his allowance was a great hardship, and that those who with- 
drew their subscription from a man, who, upon the faith of their promise, 
had gone into a kind of banishment, and abandoned all those by whom he 
had been before relieved in his distresses, will find it no easy task to vindi- 
cate their conduct. It may be alleged, and perhaps justly, that he was 
petulant and contemptuous; that he more frequently reproached his sub- 
scribers for not giving him more, than thanked them for what he received ; but 
it is to be remembered, that his conduct, and this is the worst charge that 
can be drawn up against him, did them » real injury, and that it therefore 
ought rather to have been pitied than resented ; at least, the resentment it 
might provoke ought to have been generous and manly; epithets which his 
conduct will hardly deserve that starves the man whom he has persuaded to 
put himself into his power. 

It might have been reasonably demanded by Savage, that they should, 
before they had taken away what they promised, have replaced him in his 
former state, that they should have taken no advantages from the situation 
to which the appearance of their kindness had reduced him, and that he 
should have been recalled to London before he was abandoned. He might 
justly represent, that he ought to have been considered as a lion in the toils, 
and demand to be released before the dogs should be loosed upon him. He 
endeavoured, indeed, to release himself, and, with an intent to return to 
London, went to Bristol, where a repetition of the kindness which he had 
formerly found, invited him to stay. He was not only caressed and treated, 
but had a collection made for him of about thirty pounds, with which it had 
been happy if he had immediately departed for London ; but his negligence 
did not suffer him to consider, that such proofs of kindness were not often 
to be expected, and that this ardour of benevolence was in a great degree 
the effect of novefty, and might, probably, be every day less ; and therefore 
he took no care to improve the happy time, but was encouraged by one 
favour to hope for another, till at length generosity was exhausted, and offi- 
ciousness wearied. 

Another part of his misconduct was the practice of prolonging his visits to 
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unseasonable hours, and disconcerting all the families into which he was 
admitted. This was an error in a place of commerce, which all the charms 
of his conversation could not compensate; for what trader would purchase 
such airy satisfaction by the loss of solid gain, which must be the conse- 
quence of midnight merriment, as those hours which were gained at night 
were generally lost in the morning? Thus Mr. Savage, after the curiosity 
of the inhabitants was gratified, found the number of his friends daily 
decreasing, perhaps without suspecting for what reason their conduct was 
altered ; for he still continued to harass, with his nocturnal intrusions, those 
that yet countenanced him, and admitted him to their houses. 

But hi? did not spend all the time of his residence at Bristol in visits or at 
taverns, for he sometimes returned to his studies, and began several con- 
siderable designs. When he felt an inclination to write, he always retired 
from the knowledge of his friends, and lay hid in an obscure part of the 
suburbs, till he found himself again desirous of company, to which it is 
likely that intervals of absence made him more welcome. He was always 
full of his design of returning to London, to bring his tragedy upon the 
stage ; but, having neglected to depart with the money that was raised for 
him, he could not afterwards procure a sum sufficient to defray the expenses 
of his journey; nor perhaps would a fresh supply have had any other effect 
than, by putting immediate pleasures into his power, to have driven the 
thoughts of his journey out of his mind. While he was thus spending the 
day in contriving a scheme for the morrow, distress stole upon him by im- 
perceptible degrees. His conduct had already wearied some of those who 
were at first enamoured of his conversation; but he might, perhaps, still 
have devolved to others, whom he might have entertained with equal suc- 
cess, had not the decay of his clothes made it no longer consistent with 
their vanity to admit him to their tables, or to associate with him in public 
places. He now began to find every man from home at whose house hs 
called ; and was therefore no longer able to procure the necessaries of life, 
but wandered about the town, slighted and neglected, in quest of a dinner, 
which he did not always obtain. 

To complete his misery, he was pursued by the officers for small debts 
which he had contracted ; and was therefore obliged to withdraw from the 
small number of friends from whom he had still reason to hope for favours. 
His custom was to lie in bed the greatest part of the day, and to get out in 
the dark with the utmost privacy, and, after having paid his visit, return 
again before morning to his lodging, which was in the garret of an obscure 
inn. Being thus excluded on one hand, and confined on the other, he 
suffered the utmost extremities of poverty, and often fasted so long that he 
was seized with faintness, and had lost his appetite, not being able to bear 
the smell of meat till the action of his stomach was restored bya cordial. In 
this distress, he received a remittance of five pounds from London, with 
which he provided himself a decent coat, and determined to go to London, 
b..t unhappily spent his money at a favourite tavern. Thus was he again 
confined to Bristol, where he was every day hunted by bailiffs. In this exi- 
gence he once more found a friend, who sheltered him in his house, though 
at the usual inconveniences with which his company was attended ; for he 
could neither be persuaded to go to bed in the night nor to rise in the day, 

It is observable, that in these various scenes of misery he was always dis- 
engaged and cheerful: he at some times pursued his studies, and at others 
continued or enlarged his epistolary correspondence ; nor was he ever so far 
dejected as to endeavour to procure an increase of his allowance by any other 
methods than accusations and reproaches. 7 

He had now no ‘onger any hopes of assistance from his friends at Bristol, 
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who as merchants, and by consequence sufficiently studious of profit, cannot 
be supposed to have looked with much compassion upon negligence and 
extravagance, or to think any excellence equivalent to a fault of such conse- 
quence as neglect of economy. It is natural to imagine, that many of those, 
who would have relieved his real wants, were discouraged from the exertion of 
their benevolence by observation of the use which was made of their favours, 
and conviction that relief would be only momentary, and that the same 
necessity would quickly return. 

At last he quitted the house of his friend, and returned to his lodgings at 
the inn, still intending to set out in a few days for London; but on the roth 
of January, 1742-3, having been at supper with two of his friends, he was at 
his return to his lodgings arrested for a debt of about eight pounds, which 
he owed at a coffee-house, and conducted to the house of a sheriff's officer. 
The account which he gives of this misfortune, in a letter to one of the 
gentlemen with whom he had supped, is too remarkable to be omitted. 

‘‘It was not a little unfortunate for me, that I spent yesterday's evening 
with you; because the hour hindered me from entering on my new lodging; 
ania a I have now got one, but such an one as I believe nobody would 
choose. 

‘* T was arrested at the suit of Mrs. Read, just as I was going up stairs to 
bed, at Mr. Bowyer’s; but taken inso private a manner, that I believe nobody 
at the White Lion is apprised of it; though I let the officers know the 
Strength, or rather weakness, of my pocket, yet they treated me with the 
utmost civility ; and even when they conducted meto confinement, it was in 
such a manner, that I verily believe I could have escaped, which I would 
rather be ruined than have done, notwithstanding the whole amount of my 
finances was but threepence halfpenny. : 

‘‘In the first place, I must insist, that you will industriously conceal this 
from Mrs. S——s, because I would not have her good-nature suffer that 
pain, which, I know, she would be apt to feel on this occasion. 

‘* Next, I conjure you, dear Sir, by all the ties of friendship, by no means 
to have one uneasy thought on my account; but to have the same pleasantry 
of countenance, and unruffied serenity of mind, which (God be praised !) I 
have in this, and have had in a much severer calamity. Furthermore, I 
charge you, if you value my friendship as truly as I do yours, not to utter, 
or even harbour, the least resentment against Mrs. Read. I believe she has 
ruined me, but I freely forgive her ; and (though I will never more have any 
intimacy with her) I would, at a due distance, rather do her an act of good, 
than ill-will. Lastly (pardon the expression) I absolutely command you not 
to offer me any pecuniary assistance, nor to attempt getting me any from 
any one of your friends, At another time, or on any other occasion, you 
may, dear friend, be well assured, I would rather write to you in the sub- 
missive style of a request, than that of a peremptory command. 

‘* However, that my truly valuable friend may not think I am too proud to 
ask a favour, let me entreat you to let me have your boy to attend me for 
this day, not only for the sake of saving me the expense of porters, but for 
the delivery of some letters to people whose names I would not have known 
to strangers. 

‘*The civil treatment I have thus far met from those whose prisoner I am, 
makes me thankful to the Almighty, that though he has thought fit to visit 
me (on my birth-night) with affliction, yet (such is his great goodness !) my 
affliction is not without alleviating circumstances, I murmur not; but am 
all resignation to the divine will. As to the world, I hope that I shall be 
endued by Heaven with that presence of mind, that serene dignity in mis- 
fortune, that constitutes the character of a true nobleman; a dignity far 
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beyond that of coronets ; a nobility arising from the just principles of phi- 
losophy, refined and exalted by those of Christianity.’ 

He continued five days at the officer's, in hopes that he should be able to 
procure bail, and avoid the necessity of going to prison. The state in which 
he passed his time, and the treatment which he received, are very justly 
expressed by him in a letter which he wrote to a friend: ‘‘ The whole day,” 
Says he, ‘‘has been employed in various people's filling my head with their 
foolish chimerical systems, which has obliged me coolly (as far as nature will 
admit) to digest, and accommodate myself to every different person's way 
of thinking ; hurried from one wild system to another, till it has quite made 
a chaos of my imagination, and nothing done—promised—disappointed— 
ordered to send, every hour, from one part of the town to the other.” 

When his friends, who had hitherto caressed and applauded, found that 
to give bail and pay the debt was the same, they all refused to preserve him 
from a prison at the expense of eight pounds: and therefore, after having 
been for some time at the officer's house ‘‘at an immense expense,” as he 
observes in his letter, he was at length removed to Newgate. This expense 
he was enabled to support by the generosity of Mr. Nash at Bath, who, 
upon receiving from him an account of his condition, immediately sent him 
five guineas, and promised to promote his subscription at Bath with all his 
interest. 

By his removal to Newgate, he obtained at least a freedom from suspense, 
and rest from the disturbing vicissitudes of hope and disappointment: he 
now found that his friends were only companions, who were willing to share 
his gaiety, but not to partake of his misfortunes ; and therefore he no longer 
expected any assistance from them. It must, however, be observed of one 
gentleman, that he offered to release him by paying the debt : but that Mr. 
Savage would not consent, I suppose, because he thought he had before 
been too burthensome to him. He was offered by some of his friends that a 
collection should be made for his enlargement; but he ‘‘treated the pro- 
posal,” and declared* ‘‘he should again treat it, with disdain. As to writing 
any mendicant letters, he had too high a spirit, and determined only to write 
to some ministers of state, to try to regain his pension.” 

He continued to complaint of those that had sent him into the country, 
and objected to them, that he had ‘‘lost the profits of his play, which had 
been finished three years ; and in another letter declares his resolution to 
publish a pamphlet, that the world might know how ‘‘ he had been used.” 

This pamphlet was never written ; for he in a very short time recovered 
his usual tranquillity, and cheerfully applied himself to more inoffensive 
studies. He indeed steadily declared, that he was promised a yearly allow 
ance of fifty pounds, and never received half the sum; but he seemed to 
resign himself to that as well as to other misfortunes, and lose the remem- 
brance of it in his amusements and employments. The cheerfulness with 
which he bore his confinement appears from the following letter, which 
he wrote January the goth, to one of his friends in London. 

‘‘T now write to you from my confinement in Newgate, where I have 
been ever since Monday last was se’nnight, and where [ enjoy myself with 
much more tranquillity than I have known for upwards of a twelvemonth 
past ; having a room entirely to myself, and pursuing the amusement of my 
poetical studies, uninterrupted, and agreeable to my mind. I thank the 
Almighty, I am now all collected in myself; and, though my person is in 
confinement, my mind can expatiate on ample and useful subjects with all 
the freedom imaginable, Iam now more conversant with the Nine than 
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g48 SAVAGE. 


ever, and if, instead of a Newgate bird, I may be allowed to bea bird of 
the Muses, I assure you, Sir, I sing very freely in my cage ; sometimes in- 
deed in the plaintive notes of the nightingale ; but at others, in the cheerful 
Strains of the lark.” 

In another letter he observes, that he ranges from one subject to another, 
without confining himself to any particular task ; and that he was employed 
one week upon one attempt, and the next upon another. 

Surely the fortitude of this man deserves, at least, to be mentioned with 
applause ; and, whatever faults may be imputed to him, the virtue of suffer- 
ing well cannot be denied him. ‘The two powers which, in the opinion of 
Epictetus, constituted a wise man, are those of bearing and forbearing, 
which it cannot indeed be affirmed to have been equally possessed by 
Savage ; and indeed the want of one obliged him very frequently to prac- 
tise the other. He was treated by Mr. Dagge, the keeper of the prison, 
with great humanity ; was supported by him at his own table, without any 
certainty of a recompense; had a room to himself, to which he could at any 
time retire from all disturbance; was allowed to stand at the door of the 
prison, and sometiines taken out into the fields ;¥ so that he suffered fewer 
hardships in prison than he had been accustomed to undergotin the greatest 
part of his life. , 

‘The keeper did not confine his benevolence to a gentle execution of his 
office, but made some overtures to the creditor for his release, though with- 
out effect ; and continued, during the whole time of his imprisonment, to 
treat him with the utmost tenderness and civility. 

Virtue is undoubtedly most laudable in that state which makes it most 
difficult; and therefore the humanity of a gaoler certainly deserves this 
public attestation ; and the man, whose heart has not been hardened by 
such an employment, may be justly proposed as a pattern of benevolence. 
If an inscription was once engraved ‘‘to the honest toll-gatherer,’’ less 
honours ought not to be paid ‘‘ to the tender gaoler,”’ 

Mr. Savage very frequently received visits, and sometimes presents, from 
his acquaintances : but they did not amount to a subsistence, for the greater 
part of which he was indebted to the generosity of this keeper; but these 
favours, however they might endear to him the particular persons from whom 
he received them, were very far from impressing upon his mind any advan- 
tageous ideas of the people of Bristol, and therefore he thought he could 
not more properly employ himself in prison, than in writing a poem called 
‘* London and Bristol delineated.’’+ 

When he had brought this poem to its present state, which, without con- 
sidering the chasm, is not perfect, he wrote to London an account of his 
design, and informed his friend,t that he was determined to print it with 
hisname ; but enjoincd him not to communicate his intention to his Bristol 
acquaintance. ‘The gentleman, surprised at his resolution, endeavoured to 
persuade him from publishing it, at least from prefixing his name; and de- 
clared that he could not reconcile the injunction of secresy with his resolution 
to own it at its first appearance. To this Mr. Savage returned an answer 
agrecable to his character, in the following terms :— 

‘‘T received yours this morning ; and not without a little surprise at the 
contents. To answer a question with a question, you ask me concerning 
London and Bristol, why will I add delineated? Why did Mr. Woolaston 
add the same word to his Religion of Nature? I suppose that it was his 


. * See this confirmed, Gent. Mag. Vol. LVII. 1140. 
+ The Author preferred this title to that of “‘ London and Bristol compared ;” which, 
when he began the piece, he intended to prefix to it, 
t This frend was Mr. Cave the printer, 
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will and pleasure to add it in his case: and it is mine to do so in my own, 
You are pleased to tell me, that you understand not why secresy ts enjoined, 
and yet I intend to set my name toit. My answer is,—I have my private 
reasons, which I am not obliged to explain to anyone. You doubt my 
friend Mr. S——* would not approve of it. And what is it to me whether 
he does or not? Do you imagine that Mr. S—— is to dictate tome? If 
any man who calls himself my friend should assume such an air, I would 
spurn at his friendship with contempt. You say, I seem to think so by not 
letting him know it. And suppose I do, what then? Perhaps I can give 
reasons for that disapprobation, very foreign from what you would imagine. 
You go on in saying, Suppose I should not put my nameto it. My answer is, 
that I will not suppose any such thing, being determined to the contrary: 
neither, Sir, would I have you suppose, that I applied to you for want of 
another press : nor would I have you imagine, that I owe Mr. S—— obli- 
gations which I do not.” 

Such was his imprudence, and such his obstinate adherence to his own re« 
solutions, however absurd! A prisoner! supported by charity! and, what- 
ever insults he might have reccived during the latter part of his stay at 
Bristol, once caressed, esteemed, and presented with a liberal collection, he 
could forget on a sudden his danger and his obligations, to gratify the 
petulance of his wit, or the eagerness of his resentment, and publish a 
satire, by which he might reasonably expect that he should alienate those 
who then supported him, and provoke those whom he could neither resist 
nor escape. 

This resolution, from the execution of which it is probable that only his 
death could have hindered him, is sufficient to show, how much he disre- 
garded all considerations that opposed his present passions, and how readily 
he hazarded all future advantages for any immediate gratifications. What- 
ever was his predominant inclination, neither hope nor fear hindered him 
from complying with it; nor had opposition any other effect than to heighten 
his ardour, and irritate his vehemence. 

This performance was however laid aside, while he was employed in soli- 
citing assistance from several great persons ; and one interruption succeeding 
another, hindered him from supplying the chasm, and perhaps from re- 
touching the other parts, which he can hardly be imagined to have finished 
in his own opinion; for it is very unequal, and some of the lines are rather 
inserted to rhyme to others, than to support or improve the sense; but the 
first and last parts are worked up with great spirit and elegance. 

His time was spent in the prison for the most part in study, or in receiving 
visits ; but sometimes he descended to lower amusements, and diverted him- 
self in the kitchen with the conversation of the criminals; for it was not 
pleasing to him to be much without company; and, though he was very 
capable of a judicious choice, he was often contented with the first that 
offered; for this he was sometimes reproved by his friends, who found him 
surrounded with felons; but the reproof was on that, as on other occasions, 
thrown away; he continued to gratify himself, and to set very little value on 
the opinion of others. But here, as in every other scene of his life, he made 
use of such opportunities as occurred of benefiting those who were more 
miserable than himself, and was always ready to perform any office of 
humanity to his fellow-prisoners. 

He had now ceased from corresponding with any of his subscribers except 
one, who yet continued to remit him the twenty pounds a year which he had 
promised him, and by whom it was expected that he would have been ina 
very short time enlarged, because he had directed the keeper to inquire 

* Mr, Strong, of the Post-office, 
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after the state of his debts. However, he took care to enter his name ace 
cording to the forms of the court,* that the creditor might be obliged to 
make him some allowance, if he was continued a prisoner, and, when on 
that occasion he appeared in the hall, was treated with very unusual re- 
spect. But the resentment of the city was afterwards raised by some 
accounts that had been spread of the satire; and he was informed that 
some of the merchants intended to pay the allowance which the law re- 
quired, and to detain him a prisoner at their own expense. This he treated 
as an empty menace; and perhaps might have hastened the publication, 
only to show how much he was superior to their insults, had not all his 
schemes been suddenly destroyed. 

When he had been six months in prison, he received from one of his 
friends,t in whose kindness he had the greatest confidence, and on whose 
assistance he chiefly depended, a letter, that contained a charge of very 
atrocious ingratitude, drawn up in such terms as sudden resentment dic- 
tated. Henley, in one of his advertisements, had mentioned ‘‘ Pope's 
treatment of Savage.’’ This was supposed by Pope to be the consequence 
of a complaint made by Savage to Henley, and was therefore mentioned by 
him with much resentment. Mr. Savage returned a very solemn protesta- 
tion of his innocence, but however appeared much disturbed at the accu- 
sation. Some days afterwards he was scized with a pain in his back and 
side, which, as it was not violent, was not suspected to be dangerous; but 
growing daily more languid and dejected, on the 25th of July he confined 
himself to his room, and a fever seized his spirits. ‘The symptoms grew 
every day more formidable, but his condition did not enable him to procure 
any assistance. The last time that the keeper saw him was on July the 31st, 
1743; when Savage, seeing him at his bedside, said, with an uncommon 
earnestness, ‘‘I have something to say to you, sir:” but, after a pause, 
moved his hand in a melancholy manner; and, finding himself unable to 
recollect what he was going to communicate, said, ‘‘’Tis gone!" The 
keeper soon after left him ; and the next morning he died. He was buried 
in the churchyard of St. Peter, at the expense of the keeper. 

Such were the life and death of Richard Savage, a man equally distin- 
guished by his virtues and vices; and at once remarkable for his weaknesses 
and abilities. He was of a middle stature, of a thin habit of body, a long 
visage, coarse features, and melancholy aspect; of a grave and manly de- 
portment, a solemn dignity of mien, but which, upon a nearer acquaintance, 
softened into an engaging easiness of manners. His walk was slow, and 
his voice tremulous and mournful, He was easily excited to smiles, but 
very seldom provoked to laughter. His mind was in an uncommon degree 
vigorous and active. His judgment was accurate, his apprehension quick, 
and his memory so tenacious, that he was frequently observed to know what 
he had learned from others, in a short time, better than those by whom he 
was informed ; and could frequently recollect incidents. with all their com- 
bination of circumstances, which few would have regarded at the present 
time, but which the quickness of his apprehension impressed upon him. 
He had the art of escaping from his own reflections, and accommodating 
himself to every new scene. 

To this quality is to be imputed the extent of his knowledge, compared 
with the small time which he spent in visible endeavours to acquire it. He 
mingled in cursory conversation with the same steadiness of attention ag 
others apply to a lecture ; and amidst the appearance of thoughtless gaiety 


* See Gent. Mag. Vol. LVII. 1040. 
+ Mr. Re See some extracts of letters from that gentleman to and concerning Mr 
Bavage, in Ruffhead’s Life of Pope, p. 502, 


SAVAGE, 35% 


lost no new idea that was started, nor any hint that could be improved. 
He had therefore made in coffee-houses the same proficiency as others in 
their closets ; and it is remarkable, that the writings of a man of little 
education and little reading have an air of learning scarcely to be found in any 
other performances, but which perhaps as often obscures as embellishes them. 

His judgment was eminently exact both with regard to writings and to 
men. The knowledge of life was indeed his chief attainment; and it is 
not without some satisfaction, that I can produce the suffrage of Savage in 
favour of human nature, of which he never appeared to entertain such 
odious ideas as some who perhaps had neither his judgment nor expsrience, 
have published, either in ostentation of their sagacity, vindication of their 
crimes, or gratification of their malice. 

His method of life particularly qualified him for conversation, of which 
he knew how to practise all the graces. He was never vehement or loud, 
but at once modest and easy, open and respectful; his language was viva- 
cious or elegant, and equally happy upon grave and humorous subjects, 
He was generally censured for not knowing when to retire ; but that was 
not the defect of his judgment, but of his fortune: when he left his come 
pany, he used frequently to spend the remaining part of the night in the 
street, or at least was abandoned to gloomy reflections, which it is not 
strange that he delayed as long as he could; and sometimes forgot that he 
gave others pain to avoid it himself. 

It cannot be said, that he made use of his abilities for the direction of his 
own conduct; an irregular and dissipated manner of life had made him the 
slave of every passion that happened to be excited by the presence of its 
object, and that slavery to his passions reciprocally produced a life irregular 
and dissipated. He was not master of his own motions, nor could promise 
anything for the next day. 

With regard to his economy, nothing can be added to the relation of his 
life. He appeared to think himself born to be supported by others, and 
dispensed from all necessity of providing for himself; he therefore never 
prosecuted any scheme of advantage, nor endeavoured even to secure the 
profits which his writings might have afforded him. His temper was, ia 
' consequence of the dominion of his passions, uncertain and capricious ; he 
was easily engaged, and easily disgusted ; but he is accused of retainingr 
his hatred more tenaciously than his benevolence. He was compassionate 
both by nature and principle, and always ready to perform offices of 
humanity; but when he was provoked (and very small offences were suffi- 
cient to provoke him), he would prosecute his revenge with the utmost 
acrimony till his passion had subsided. 

His friendship was therefore of little value; for though he was zealous 
in the support or vindication of those whom he loved, yet it was always 
dangerous totrust him, because he considered himself as discharged by the first 
quarrel from all ties of honour and gratitude ; and would betray those secrets 
which in the warmth of confidence had been imparted tohim. This practice 
drew upon him an universal accusation of ingratitude ; nor can it be denied 
that he was very ready to set himself free from the load of an obligation ; 
for he could not bear to conceive himself in a state of dependence, his pride 
being equally powerful with his other passions, and appearing in the form of 
insolence at one time, and of vanity at another. Vanity, the most innocent 
species of pride, was most frequently predominant : he could not easily leave 
off, when he had once begun to mention himself or his works ; nor ever 
rad his verses without stealing his eyes from the page, to discover in the 
{aces of his audience, how they were affected with any favourite passage, 

A kinder name than that of vanity ought to be given te the delicacy with 
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which he was always careful to separate his own merit from every other 
man’s, and to reject that praise to which he had no claim. He did not 
forget, in mentioning his performances, to mark every line that had been 
suggested or amended ; and was so accurate, as to relate that he owed shee 
words in ‘‘The Wanderer” to the advice of his friends. His veracity 
was questioned, but with little reason; his accounts, though not indeed 
always the same, were generally consistent. When he loved any man, he 
suppressed all his faults ; and, when he had been offended by him, concealed 
all his virtues: but his characters were generally true, so far as he pro- 
ceeded ; though it cannot be denied, that his partiality might have some- 
times the effect of falsehood. 

In cases indifferent, he was zealous for virtue, truth, and justice: he knew 
very well the necessity of goodness to the present and future happiness of 
mankind ; nor is there perhaps, any writer, who has less endeavoured to 
pl:ase by flattering the appetites, or perverting the judgment. 

As an author, therefore, and he now ceases to influence mankind in any 
other character, if one piece which he had resolved to suppress be excepted, 
he has very little to fear from the strictest moral or religious censure. And 
though he may not be altogether secure against the objections of the critic, 
it must however be acknowledged, that his works are the productions of a 
genius truly poetical ; and, what many writers who have been more lavishly 
applauded, cannot boast, that they have an original air, which has no re- 
semblance of any foregoing writer, that the versification and sentiments have 
a cast peculiar to themselves, which no man can imitate with success, because 
what was nature in Savage would in another be affectation. It must be 
confessed, that his descriptions are striking, his images animated, his fictions 
justly imagined, and his allegories artfully pursued ; that his diction is ele- 
vated, though sometimes forcec, and his numbers sonorous and majestic, 
though frequently sluggish and encumbered. Of his style, the general 
fault is harshness, and its general excellence is dignity ; of his sentiments, 
the prevailing beauty is simplicity, and uniformity the prevailing defect. 

’ For his life, or for his writings, none, who candidly consider his fortune, 
will think an apology either necessary or difficult. If he was not always 
sufficiently instructed in his subject, his knowledge was at least greater than 
could have been attained by others in the same state. If his works were 
sometimes unfinished, accuracy cannot reasonably be expected from a man 
oppressed with -vant, which he has no hope of relieving but by a speedy 
publication. The insolence and resentment of which he is accused were 
not easily to be avoided by a great mind, irritated by perpetual hardships, 
and constrained hourly to return the spurns of contempt, and repress the in- 
solence of prosperity ; and vanity surely may be readily pardoned in him, te 
whom life afforded no other comforts than barren praises, and the conscious 
ness of deserving them. 

Those are no proper judges of his conduct, who have slumbered away 
their time on the down of plenty ; nor will any wise man easily presume to 
say, ‘‘Had I been in Savage's condition, I should have lived or written 
better than Savage.” 

This relation will not be wholly without its use, if those, who languish 
under any part of his sufferings, shall be enabled to fortify their patience, by 
reflecting that they feel only those afflictions from which the abilities of 
Savage did not exempt him ; or those who, in confidence of superior capa- 
cities or attainments, disregard the common maxims of life, shall be re- 
minded that nothing will supply the want of prudence; and that negligence 
and irregularity, long continued, will make knowledge useless, wit ridiculona, 
and genius contemptible, 
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“m\N account of Dr. Swift has been already collected, with great 
“4| diligence and acuteness, by Dr. Hawkesworth, according to a 
scheme which I laid before him in the intimacy of our friend- 
ship. I cannot therefore be expected to say much of a life, con- 
cerning which I had long since communicated my thoughts to a 
man capable of dignifying his narrations with so much elegance of language 
and force of sentiment. 

JONATHAN SWIFT was, according to an account said to be written by 
himself,* the son of Jonathan Swift, an attorney, and was born at Dublin on 
St. Andrew's day, 1667: according to his own report, as delivered by Pope 
to Spence, he was born at Leicester, the son of a clergyman, who was 
minister of a parish in Herefordshire.t During his life the place of his birth 
was undetermined. He was contented to be called an Irishman by the Irish ; 
but would occasionally call himself an Englishman. ‘The question may, with- 
out much regret, be Icft in the obscurity in which he delighted to involve it. 

Whatever was his birth, his education was Irish. He was sent at the age 
of six to the school at Kilkenny, and in his fifteenth year (1682) was admitted 
into the University of Dublin. In his academical studies he was either not 
diligent or not happy. It must disappoint every reader’s expectation, that, 
when at the usual time he claimed the Bachelorship of Arts, he was found by 
the examiners too conspicuously deficient for regular admission, and obtained 
his degree at last by spectal favour ; a term used in that university to denote 
want of merit. 

Of this disgrace it may be easily supposed that he was much ashamed, and 
shame had its proper effect in producing reformation. He resolved from that 
time to study eight hours a day, and continued his industry for seven years, 
with what improvement is sufficiently known, ‘This part of his story well 
deserves to be remembered ; it may afford useful admonition and powerful 
encouragement to men whose abilities have been made for a time useless by 
their passions or pleasures, and who having lost one part of life in idle- 
ness, are tempted to throw away the remainder in despair. In this course of 
daily application he continued three years longer at Dublin; and in this time, 
if the observation and memory of an old companion may be trusted, he drew 
the first sketch of his ‘‘ Tale of a Tub.” 

When he was about one-and-twenty (1688), being by the death of Godwin 
Swift his uncle, who had supported him, left without subsistence, he went to 
consult his mother, who then lived at Leicester, about the future course of 
his life; and by her direction solicited the advice and patronage of Sir 
William Temple, who had married one of Mrs. Swift’s relations, and whose 
father, Sir John Temple, Master of the Rolls in Ireland, had lived in great 
familiarity of friendship with Godwin Swift, by whom Jonathan had been to 
that time maintained. 

Temple received with sufficient kindness the nephew of his father’s friend, 
with whom he was, when they conversed together, so much pleased, that he 
detained him two years in his housc. Here he became known to King 
William, who sometimes visited Temple, when he was disabled by the gout, 
and, being attended by Swift in the garden, showed him how to cut aspara- 
gus in the Dutch way. King William’s notions were all military; and he 
expressed his kindness to Swift by offering to make him a captain of horse, 


* This account was really written by the Dean; and exists in his own hand-writing, 
fa the library of Dublin College. 
t Spence’s Anecdotes, Vol. II. p, 273, 
| AA 





When Temple removed to Moor-park, he took Swift with him ; and when 
he was consulted by the Earl of Portland about the expedience of complying 
with a bill then depending for making parliaments triennial, against which 
King William was strongly prejudiced, after having in vain tried to show 
the earl that the proposal involved nothing dangerous to royal power, he 
sent Swift for the same purpose to the king. Swift, who probably was 
proud of his employment, and went with all the confidence of a young man, 
found his arguments, and his art of displaying them, made totally ineffectual 
by the predetermination of the king; and used to mention this disappoint- 
ment as his first antidote against vanity. Before he left Ireland he con- 
tracted a disorder, as he thought, by eating too much fruit. The original 
of diseases is commonly obscure. Almost everybody eats as much fruit as 
he can get, without any great inconvenience. ‘The discase of Swift was 
giddiness with deafness, which attacked him from time to time, began very 
early, pursued him through life, and at last sent him to the grave, deprived 
of reason. Being much oppressed at Moor-park by this grievous malady, 
he was advised to try his native air, and went to Ireland ; but finding no 
benefit, returned to Sir William, at whose house he continued his studies, 
and is known to have read, among other books, Cyprian and Irenzeus. 
He thought exercise of great necessity, and used to run half a mile up and 
down a hill every two hours, 

It is easy to imagine that the mode in which his first degree was con- 
ferred, left him no great fondness for the University of Dublin, and there- 
fore he resolved to become a Master of Arts at Oxford. In the testimonial 
which he produced, the words of disgrace were omitted ; and he took his 
Master's degree (July 5, 1692), with such reception and regard as fully con- 
tented him. 

While he lived with Temple, he used to pay his mother at Leicester a 
yearly visit. He travelled on foot, unless some violence of weather drove 
him into a waggon; and at night he would go to a penny lodging, where 
he purchased clean sheets for sixpence. This practice Lord Orrery imputes 
to his innate love of grossness and vulgarity : some may ascribe it to his 
desire of surveying human life through all its varieties ; and others, perhaps 
with equal probability, toa passion which scems to have been deeply fixed | 
in his heart, the love of a shilling. In time he began to think that his at- 
tendance at Moor-park deserved some other recompense than the pleasure, 
however mingled with improvement, of Temple's conversation; and grew 
so impatient, that (1694) he went away in discontent. ‘Temple, conscious of 
having given reason for complaint, is said to have made him deputy Master 
of the Rolls in Ireland ; which, according to his kinsman’s account, was an 
office which he knew him not able to discharge. Swift therefore resolved to 
enter into the Church, in which he had at first no higher hopes than of the 
chaplainship to the Factory at Lisbon ; but being recommended to Lord 
Capel, he obtained the prelend of Kilroot in Connor, of about a hundred 
pounds a year. But the infirmitics of Temple made a companion like Swift 
so necessary, that he invited him back, with a promise to procure him 
English preferment in exchange for the prebend, which he desired him to 
resign. With this request Swift complied, having perhaps equally repented 
their separation, and they lived on together with mutual satisfaction ; and, 
in the four years that passed between his return and Temple's death, it is 
probable that he wrote the ‘‘ Tale of a ‘Tub,” and the ‘‘ Battle of the Books.” 

Swift began early to think, or to hope, that he was a poet, and wrote 
Pindaric Odes to Temple, to the king, and to the Athenian Society, a knot 
of obscure men, who published a periodical pamphlet of answers to ques« 
tions, sent, or supposed to be sent, by letters, I have been told that Dryden, 
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having perused these verses, said, ‘‘ Cousin Swift, you will never be a poet ;” 
and that this denunciation was the motive of Swift’s perpetual malevolence 
to Dryden. In 1699 Temple died, and left a legacy with his manuscripts to 
Swift, for whom he had obtained, from King William, a promise of the first 
prebend that should be vacant at Westminster or Canterbury, That this 
promise might not be forgotten, Swift dedicated to the king the posthumous 
works with which he was intrusted ; but neither the dedication, nor tender- 
ness for the man whom he once had treated with confidence and fondness, 
revived in’ King William the remembrance of his promise. Swift awhile 
attended the Court; but soon found his solicitations hopeless. He was 
then invited by the Earl of Berkeley to accompany him into Ireland, as his 
private secretary; but, after having done the business till their arrival at 
Dublin, he then found that one Bush had persuaded the earl that a clergy- 
man was not a proper secretary, and had obtained the office for himself. In 
a man like Swift, such circumvention and inconstancy must have excited 
violent indignation. But he had yet more to suffer. Jord Berkeley had the 
disposal of the deanery of Derry, and Swift expected to obtain it; but by 
the secretary's influence, supposed to have been secured by a bribe, it was 
bestowed on somebody else; and Swift was dismissed with the livings of 
Laracor and Rathbeggin in the diocese of Meath, which together did not 
equal half the value of the deanery. At Laracor he increased the parochial 
duty by reading prayers on Wednesdays and Fridays, and performed all the 
offices of his profession with great decency and exactness. 

Soon after his settlement at Laracor, he invited to Ireland the unfortunate 
Stella, a young woman whose name was Johnson, the daughter of the 
steward of Sir William ‘Temple, who, in consideration of her father’s virtues, 
Icft her a thousand pounds. With her came Mrs. Dingley, whose whole 
fortune was twenty-seven pounds a year for her life. With these ladies he 
passed his hours of relaxation, and to them he opened his bosom ; but they 
never resided in the same house, nor did he see either without a witness.. 
They lived at the Parsonage when Swift was away ; and, when he returned, 
removed to a lodging, or to the house of a neighbouring clergyman. 

Swift was not one of those minds which ainaze the world with early preg- 
nancy: his first work, except his few poetical essays, was the ‘‘ Dissensions 
in Athens and Rome,” published (17or) in his thirty-fourth year. After its 
appearance, paying a visit to some bishop, he heard mention made of the 
new pamphlet that Burnet had written, replete with political knowledge. 
When he seemed to doubt Burnet’s right to the work, he was told by the 
bishop, that he was ‘‘a young man;” and, still persisting to doubt, that he 
was ‘‘a very positive young man.” 

Three years afterwards (1704) was published ‘‘ The Tale of a Tub:” of 
this book charity may be persuaded to think that it might be written by a 
man of a peculiar character without ill intention; but it is certainly of 
dangerous example. That Swift was its author, though it be universally be- 
lieved, was never owned by himself, nor very well proved by any evidence ; 
but no other claimant can be produced, and he did not deny it when Arch- 
bishop Sharp and the Duchess of Somerset, by showing it to the queen, de- 
barred him from a bishopric. When this wild work first raised the attention 
of the public, Sacheverell, mecting Smalridge, tried to flatter him, by seem- 
ing to think him the author; but Smalridge answered with indignation, 
‘* Not all that you and I have in the world, nor all that ever we shall have, : 
should hire me to write the ‘ Tale of a Tub.’”’ 

The digression relating to Wotton and Bentley must be confessed to dis- 
cover want of knowledge or want of integrity; he did not understand the 
two controversies, or he willingly misrepresented them. But Wit can stand 
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its ground against Truth only a little while. The honours due to Learning 
have been justly distributed by the decision of posterity. ‘ 

‘‘The Battle of the Books” is so like the ‘‘'Combat des Livres,” which 
the same question concerning the Ancients and Moderns had produced in 
France, that the improbability of such a coincidence of thoughts without 
communication is not, in my opinion, balanced by the anonymous protesta~ 
tion prefixed, in which all knowledge of the French book is peremptorily 
disowned.* 

For some time after Swift was probably employed in solitary study, gaining 
the qualifications requisite for future eminence. How often he visited 
England, and with what diligence he attended his parishes, I know not. It 
was not till about four years afterwards that he became a professed author ; 
and then one year (1708) produced ‘‘ The Sentiments of a Church-of-England 
Man ;” the ridicule of Astrology under the name of “Bickerstaff; the 
‘“‘Argument against abolishing Christianity ;” and the defence of the ‘‘Sacra- 
mental Test.”’ 

‘The Sentiments of a Church-of-England Man” is written with great _ 
coolness, moderation, ease, and perspicuity. The ‘‘ Argument against 
abolishing Christianity” is a very happy and judicious irony. One passage 
in it deserves to be selected. 

‘‘If Christianity were once abolished, how could the free thinkers, the 
strong reasoners, and the men of profound learning, be able to find another 
subject so calculated, in all points, whereon to display their abilities? What 
wonderful productions of wit should we be deprived of from those whose 
genius, by continual practice, hath been wholly turned upon raillery and 
invectives against religion, and would therefore never be able to shine or 
distinguish themselves upon any other subject! We are daily complaining 
ef the great decline of wit among us, and would take away the greatest, 
perhaps the only, topic we have left. Who would ever have suspected 
Asgill for a wit, or Toland for a philosopher, if the inexhaustible stock of 
Christianity had not been at hand to provide them with materials? What 
other subject, through all art or nature, could have produced ‘Tindal for a 
profound author, or furnished him with readers? It is the wise choice of the 
subject that alone adorns and distinguishes the writer. For had an hundred 
such pens as these been employed on the side of religion, they would have 
iinmediately sunk into silence and oblivion.” 

The reasonableness of a Zest is not hard to be proved ; but perhaps it 
must be allowed that the proper test has not been chosen. ‘The attention 
paid to the papers published under the name of ‘‘ Bickerstaff,” induced 
Stecle, when he projected the ‘‘’Tatler,’’ to assume an appellation which had 
already gained possession of the reader's notice, 

In the year following he wrote a ‘Project for the Advancement of 
Religion,” addressed to Lady Berkeley, by whose kindness it is not unlikely 
that he was advanced to his benefices. To this project, which is formed 
with great purity of intention, and displayed with sprightliness and elegance, 
it can only be objected, that, like many projects, it is, if not generally im- 
practicable, yet evidently hopeless, as it supposes more zeal, concord, and 
perseverance, than a view of mankind gives reason for expecting. He wrote 
likewise this year a ‘‘ Vindication of Bickerstaff,” and an explanation of an 
** Ancient Prophecy,’ part written after the facts, and the rest never com- 
pleted, but well planned to excite amazement. 

Soon after began the busy and important part of Swift’s life. Te was 
employed (1710) by the primate of Ireland to solicit the queen for a remis- 


* In Sheridan’s Life, edit. 1784, p. 625, are some remarks on this passage, 
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sion of the First Fruits and Twentieth Parts to the Irish Clergy. With 
this purpose he had recourse to Mr. Harley, to whom he was mentioned as 
aman neglected and oppressed by the last ministry, because he had refused 
to co-operate with some of their schemes. What he had refused has never 
been told; what he had suffered was, I suppose, the exclusion from a 
‘bishopric by the remonstrances of Sharp, whom he describes as '‘the 
harmless tool of others’ hate,” and whom he represents as afterwards 
**suing for pardon.” 

Harley's designs and situation were such as made him glad of an auxiliary 
so well qualified for his service; he therefore soon admitted him to fa- 
miliarity, whether ever to confidence some have made a doubt ; but it would 
have been difficult to. excite his zeal without persuading him that he was 
trusted, and not very easy to delude him by false persuasions. He was 
certainly admitted to those meetings in which the first hints and original 
plan of action are supposcd to have been formed ; and was one of the 
sixteen Ministers, or agents of the Ministry, who met weckly at each other's 
houses, and were united by the name of ‘‘ Brother.” Being not immediately 
considered as an obdurate Tory, he conversed indiscriminately with all the 
wits, and was yet the friend of Steele ; who, in the ‘‘ Tatler,” which began 
in April, 1709, confesses the advantage of his conversation, and mentions 
something contributed by him to his paper. But he was now emerging into 
political controversy ; for the year 1710 produced the ‘‘Examiner,” of 
which Swift wrote thirty-three papers. In argument he may be allowed to 
have the advantage ; for where a wide system of conduct, and the whole of 
a public character, is laid open to inquiry, the accuser having the choice of 
facts, must be very unskilful if he does not prevail ; but, with regard to wit, 
I am afraid none of Swift's papers will be found equal to those by which 
Addison opposed him.* 

He wrote in the year 1711 a ‘' Letter to the October Club,” a number of 
Tory gentlemen sent from the country to parliament, who formed themselves 
into a club, to the number of about a hundred, and met to animate the 
zeal and raise the expectations of each other. They thought, with great 
reason, that the Ministers were losing opportunities ; that sufficient use was 
not made of the ardour of the nation ; they called loudly for more changes, 
and stronger efforts; and demanded the punishment of part, and the dis- 
mission of the rest, of those whom they considered as public robbers, 
Their eagerness was not gratified by the queen, or by Harley. ‘The queen was 
probably slow because she was afraid ; and Harley was slow because he was 
doubtful: he was a Tory only by necessity, or for convenience ; and, when 
he had power in his hands, had no settled purpose for which he should em- 
ploy it ; forced to gratify to a certain degree the Tories who supported hirn, 
but unwilling to make his reconcilement to the Whigs utterly desperate, he 
corresponded at once with the two expectants of the Crown, and kept, as 
has been observed, the succession undetermined. Not knowing what to do, 
he did nothing ; and, with the fate of a double dealer, at last he lost his 
power, but kept his enemies. 

Swift seems to have concurred in opinion with the ‘* October Club ;” but 
it was not in his power to quicken the tardiness of Harley, whom he stimu- 
lated as much as he could, but with little effect. He that knows not whither 
to go, is in no haste to move. Harley, who was perhaps not quick by 
nature, became yet more slow by irresolution ; and was content to hear that 
dilatoriness lamented as natural, which he applauded in himself as politic, 
Without the Tories, however, nothing could be done; and, as they were 


* Sheridan says, that Addison’s last Whig Examiner was published Oct. 12, 17h, 
end Swift's first Examincr, on the 10th of the following November 
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not to be gratified, they must be appeased ; and the conduct of the Minister, 
if it could not be vindicated, was to be plausibly excused. 

Iariy in the next year he published a ‘‘ Proposal for Correcting, Im- 
proving, and Ascertaining the English Tongue,” in a Letter to the Earl of 
Oxford ; written without much knowledge of the general nature of lan- 
guage, and without any accurate inquiry into the history of other tongues. 
‘The certainty and stability which, contrary to all experience, he thinks at- 
tainable, he proposes to secure by instituting an academy ; the decrees of 
which every man would have been willing, and many would have been 
proud, to disobey, and which, being renewed by successive elections, would 
in a short time have differed from itself. 

Swift now attained the zcnith of his political importance: he published 
(1712) the ‘‘Conduct of the Allies,” ten days before the Parliament assem- 
bled. ‘The purpose was to persuade the nation to a peace ; and never had 
any writer more success, ‘The people, who had been amused with bonfires 
and triumphal processions, and looked with idolatry on the General and his 
friends, who, as they thought, had made England the arbitress of nations, 
were confounded between shame and rage, when they found that ‘‘ mines 
had been exhausted, and millions destroyed,” to secure the Dutch or ag- 
grandize the Emperor, without any advantage to ourselves ; that we had 
been bribing our neighbours to fight their own quarrcl ; and that amongst 
our enemies we might numbcr our allies. That is now no longer doubted, 
of which the nation was then first informed, that the war was unnecessarily 
protracted to fill the pockets of Marlborough ; and that it would have been 
continued without end, if he could have continued his annual plunder. But 
Swift, I suppose, did not yet know what he has since written, that a com- 
mission was drawn which would have appointed him General for life, had it 
ae pees ineffectual by the resolution of Lord Cowper, who refused 
the seal. 

‘* Whatever is received," say the schools, ‘‘is received in proportion to 
the recipient.” ‘The power of a political treatise depends much upon the 
disposition of the people ; the nation was then combustible, and a spark set 
it on fire. It is boasted, that between November and January eleven thou- 
sand were sold ; a great number at that time, when we were not yet a nation 
of readers. To its propagation ccrtainly no agency of power or influence 
was wanting. It furnished arguments for conversation, speeches for de- 
bate, and materials for parliamentary resolutions. Yet, surely, whoever 
surveys this wonder-working pamphlet with cool perusal, will confess that 
its efficacy was supplied by the passions of its readers; that it operates by 
the mere weight of facts, with very little assistance from the hand that pro- 
duced them. 

This year (1712) he published his ‘Reflections on the Barrier Treaty,” 
which carries on the design of his ‘‘ Conduct of the Allies,” and shows how 
little regard in that negotiation had been shown toa the interest of England, 
and how much of the conquered country had been demanded by the Dutch. 
This was followed by ‘‘ Remarks on the Bishop of Sarum’s Introduction to 
his third Volume of the History of the Reformation ;” a pamphlet which 
Burnet published as an alarm, to warn the nation of the approach of Popery. 
Swift, who seems to have disliked the bishop with something more than 
political aversion, treats him like one whom he is glad of an opportunity to 
insult. 

Swift, being now the declared favourite and supposed confidant of the 
Tory Ministry, was treated by all that depended on the Court with the re- 
spect which dependents know how to pay. He soon began to feel part of 
the misery nf greatness; he that could say that he knew him, considered 
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himself as having fortune in his power. Commissions, solicitations, remon- 
Strances crowded about him ; he was expected to do every man’s business ; 
to procure employment for one, and to retain it for another. In assisting 
those who addressed him, he represents himself as sufficiently diligent ; and 
desires to have others believe, what he probably believed himself, that by his 
interposition many Whigs of merit, and among them Addison and Con- 
greve, were continued in their places. But every man of known influence 
has so many petitions which he cannot grant, that he must necessarily 
offend more than he gratifies, because the preference given to one affords 
all the rest reason for complaint. ‘‘ When I give away aplace,” said Lewis 
XIV., ‘‘I make an hundred discontented, and one ungrateful.” 

Much has been said of the equality and independence which he preserved 
in his conversation with the Ministers; of the frankness of his remonstrances, 
and the familiarity of his friendship. In accounts of this kind a few single 
incidents are set against the general tenour of behaviour. No man, how- 
ever, can pay a more servile tribute to the great, than by suffering his liberty 
in their presence to aggrandize him in his own esteem. Between different 
ranks of the community there is necessarily some distance ; he who is called 
by his superior to pass the interval, may properly accept the invitation ; 
but petulance and obtrusion are rarely produced by magnanimity; nor 
have often any nobler cause than the pride of importance, and the 
malice of inferiority. He who knows himself necessary may set, 
while that necessity lasts, a high value upon himself; as, in a lower .con- 
dition, a servant eminently skilful may be saucy ; but he is saucy only be- 
cause he is scrvile. Swift appcars to have preserved the kindness of the 
great when they wanted him no longer; and therefore it must be allowed, 
that the childish freedom, to which he seems enough inclined, was over- 
powcred by his better qualitics. His disinterestedness has likewise been 
mentioned ; a strain of heroism which would have been in his condition 
romantic and superfluous. ILcclesiastical benefices, when they become 
vacant, must be given away ; and the friends of power may, if there be no 
inherent disqualification, reasonably expect them. Swift accepted (1713) 
the deanery of St. Patrick, the best preferment that his friends could venture 
to give him. That ministry was in a great degree supported by the clergy, 
who were not yet reconciled to the author of the ‘‘Tale of a Tub,” and 
would not without much discontent and indignation have borne to see him 
installed in an Iinglish cathedral. He refused, indeed, fifty pounds from 
Lord Oxford; but he accepted afterwards a draught of a thousand upon 
the Exchequer, which was intercepted by the qucen’s death, and which he 
resigned, as he says himself, ‘‘ mudta gemens, with many a groan.” In the 
midst of his power and his politics, he kept a journal of his visits, his walks, 
his interviews with ministers, and quarrels with his servant, and transmitted 
it to Mrs. Johnson and Mrs, Dingley, to whom he knew that whatever befel 
him was interesting, and no accounts could be too minute. Whether these 
diurnal trifles were properly exposcd to eyes which had never received any 
pleasure from the presence of the Dean may be reasonably doubted: they 
have, however, some odd attraction ; the reader, finding frequent mention 
of names which he has been used to consider as important, goes on in hope 
of information ; and as there is nothing to fatigue attention, if he is disap- 
pointed he can hardly complain. Itis easy to perceive, from every page, 
that though ambition pressed Swift into a life of bustle, the wish fora life of 
ease was always returning. He went to take possession of his deanery as 
soon as he had obtained it; but he was not suffered to stay in Ireland more 
than a fortnight before he was recalled to England, that he might reconcile 
Lord Oxford and Lord Bolingbroke, who began to look on one another with 
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malevolence, which every day increased, and which Bolingbroke appeared. 
to retain in his last years. 

Swift contrived an interview, from which they both departed discontented ; 
he procured a second, which only convinced him that the feud was irrecon- 
cilable: he told them his opinion, that all was lost. This denunciation 
was contradicted by Oxford ; but Bolingbroke whispered that he was right. 
Before this violent dissension had shattered the Ministry, Swift had pub- 
lished, in the beginning of the year (1714), ‘‘The Public Spirit of the 
Whigs,” in answer to ‘‘The Crisis,” a pamphlet for which Steele was ex- 
pelled from the House of Commons, Swift was now so far alienated from 
Steele, as to think him no longer entitled to decency, and therefore treats 
him sometimes with contempt, and sometimes with abhorrence. In this 
pamphlet the Scotch were mentioned in terms so provoking to that irritable 
nation, that resolving ‘‘ not to be offended with impunity,”’ the Scotch lords 
in a body demanded an audience of the queen, and solicited reparation. A 
proclamation was issued, in which three hundred pounds were offered for the 
discovery of the author. From this storm he was, as he relates, ‘‘ secured 
by a sleight ;” of what kind, or by whose prudence, is not known; and such 
was the increase of his reputation, that the Scottish ‘‘ Nation applied again 
that he would be their friend.” He was become so formidable to the 
Whigs, that his familiarity with the Ministers was clamoured at in Parlia- 
ment, particularly by two men, afterwards of great note, Aislabie and Wal- 
pole. But, by the disunion of his great friends, his importance and designs 
were now at an end; and seeing his services at last useless, he retired about 
June (1714) into Berkshire, where, in the house of a friend, he wrote what 
was then suppressed, but has since appeared under the title of ‘‘ Free 
Thoughts on the present State of Affairs." While he was waiting in this 
retirement for events which time or chance might bring to pass, the death of 
the queen broke down at once the whole system of Tory politics; and 
nothing remained but to withdraw from the implacability of triumphant 
Whiggism, and shelter himself in unenvied obscurity. 

The accounts of his reception in Ireland, given by Lord Orrery and Dr. 
Delany, are so different, that the credit of the writers, both undoubtedly 
veracious, cannot be saved, but by supposing, what I think is true, that 
they speak of different times. When Delany says, that he was received 
with respect, he means for the first fortnight, when he came to take legal 
possession; and when Lord Orrery tells that he was pelted by the populace, 
he is to be understood of the time when, after the queen's death, he became 
a settled resident, 

The Archbishop of Dublin gave him at first some disturbance in the exer- 
cise of his jurisdiction; but it was soon discovered, that between prudence 
and integrity, he was seldom in the wrong; and that, when he was right, his 
spirit did not easily yield to opposition. 

Having so lately quitted the tumults of a party, and the intrigues of a 
court, they still kept his thoughts in agitation, as the sea fluctuates a while 
when the storm has ceased. He therefore filled his hours with some histo 
rical attempts, relating to the ‘‘Change of the Ministers,” and ‘‘The Con- 
duct of the Ministry." He likewise is said to have written a ‘‘ History of 
the Four last Years of Queen Anne,” which he began in her lifetime, and 
afterwards laboured with great attention, but never published. It was after 
his death in the hands of Lord Orrery and Dr. King. <A book under that 
title was published with Swift’s name by Dr. Lucas; of which I caz only say, 
that it seemed by no means to correspond with the notions that I had formed 
of it, from a conversation which I once heard between the Earl of Orrery 
and old Mr. Lewis, 
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Swift now, much against his will, commenced Irishman for life, and was 
to contrive how he might be best accommodated in a country where he con~ 
sidered himself as in a state of exile. It seems that his first recourse was to 
piety. The thoughts of death rushed upon him, at this time, with such in- 
cessant importunity, that they took possession of his mind, when he first 
waked, for many years togcther. He opened his house by a public table 
two days a week, and found his entertainments gradually frequented by 
more and more visitants of learning among the men, and of elegance among 
the women. Mrs. Johnson had left the country, and lived in lodgings not 
far from the deanery. On his public days she regulated the table, but ap- 
peared at it as a mere guest, like other ladies. Onother days he often 
dined, at a stated pricc, with Mr. Woiral, a clergyman of his cathedral, 
whose house was recommended by the peculiar neatness and pleasantry of 
his wife. To this frugai mode of living, he was first disposed by care to pay 
some debts which he had contracted, and he continued it for the pleasure of 
accumulating money. His avarice, however, was not suffered to obstruct 
the claims of his dignity ; he was served in plate, and used to say that he 
was the poorest gentleman in Ireland that ate upon plate, and the richest 
that lived without acoach. How he spent the rest of his time, and how he 
employed his hours of study, has been inquired with hopeless curiosity. For 
who can give an account of another's studies? Swift was not likcly to admit 
any to his privacics, or to impart a minute account of his business or his 
leisure. 

Soon after (1716) in his forty-ninth year, he was privately married to Mrs, 
Johnson, by Dr. Ashe, Bishop of Clogher, as Dr. Madden told me, in the 
garden. The marriage made no change in their mode of life; they lived in 
different houses, as before ; nor did she ever lodge in the deanery but when 
Swift was seized with a fit of giddiness. ‘' It would be difficult,” says Lord 
Orrery, ‘‘to prove that they were ever afterwards together without a third 

erson.” 

The dean of St. Patrick’s lived in a private manner, known and regarded 
only by his friends ; till, about the year 1720, he, by a pamphlet, recom- 
mended to the Irish the use, and consequently the improvement, of their 
manufactures. For a man to use the productions of his own labour is surely 
a natural right, and to like best what he makes himself is a natural passion, 
But to excite this passion, and enforce this right, appeared so criminal to 
those who had an interest in the English trade, that the printer was im- 
prisoned ; and, as Hawkesworth justly observes, the attention of the public 
being by this outrageous resentment turned upon the proposal, the author 
was by consequence made popular. 

In 1723 died Mrs. Van Homrigh, a woman made unhappy by her admi- 
ration of wit, and ignominiously distinguished by the name of Vanessa, 
whose conduct has been already sufficiently discussed, and whose history is 
too well known to be minutely repeated. She was a young woman fond of 
literature, whom Decanus, the dean, called Cadenus by transposition of the 
letters, took pleasure in directing and instructing: till, from being proud of 
his praise, she grew fond of his person. Swift was then about forty-seven, 
at an age when vanity is strongly excited by the amorous attention of a 
young woman. If it besaid that Swift should have checked a passion which 
he never meant to gratify, recourse must be had to that extenuation which 
he so much despised, ‘‘men are but men:’’ perhaps, however, he did not at 
first know his own mind, and, as he represents himself, was undetermined, 
For his admission of her courtship, and his indulgence of her hopes after 
his marriage to Stella, no other honest plea can be found than that he 
delayed a disagreeable discovery from time to time, dreading the immediate 
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bursts of distress, and watching for a favourable moment. She thought 
herself neglected, and died of disappointment, having ordered by her will the 
poem to be published, in which Cadenus had proclaimed her excellence, and 
confessed his love. ‘The effect of the publication upon the Dean and Stella 
is thus related by Delany :-— 

‘Tl have good reason to believe that they both were greatly shocked and 
distressed (though it may be differently) upon this occasion. The Dean 
made a tour to the south of Ireland, for about two months, at this time, to 
dissipate his thoughts, and give place to obloquy. And Stella retired (upon 
the earnest invitation of the owner) to the house of a cheerful, generous, 
good-natured friend of the Dean’s whom she always much loved and 
honoured, There my informer often saw her; and, 1 have reason to believe, 
used his utmost endeavours to reljeve, support, and amusc her, in this sad 
situation. One little incident he told me of on that occasion I think I shall 
never forget. As his friend was an hospitable, open-hearted man, well- 
beloved, and largely acquainted, it happened one day that some gentlemen 
dropped in to dinner, who were strangers to Stella’s situation; and as the 
poem of Cadenus and Vanessa was then the general topic of conversation, 
one of them said, ‘Surely that Vanessa must be an extraordinary woman, 
that could inspire the Dean to write so finely upon her.’ Mrs. Johnson 
smiled, and answered, ‘that she thought that point not quite so clear; for 
it was well-known that the Dean could write finely upon a broomstick.’ ” 

The great acquisition of esteem and influence was made by the ‘ Drapier's 
Letters,” in 1724. One Wood, of Wolverhampton, in Staffordshire, a man 
enterprising and rapacious, had, as is said, by a present to the Duchess of 
Munster, obtained a patent, empowering him to coin one hundred and 
eighty thousand pounds of halfpence and farthings for the kingdom of 
Ireland, in which there was a very inconvenient and embarrassing scarcity of 
copper coin; so that it was possible to run in debt upon the credit of a piece 
of money ; for the cook or keeper of an alehouse could not refuse to supply 
a man that had silver in his hand, and the buyer would not leave his money 
without change. The project was thercfore plausible. The scarcity, which 
was already great, Wood took care to make greater, by agents who gathered 
up the old halfpence; and was about to turn his brass into gold, by pouring 
the treasures of his new mint upon Ireland; when Swift, finding that the 
metal was debased to an enormous degree, wrote letters, under the name of 
M. B. Drapier, to show the folly of receiving, and the mischief that must 
ensue by giving gold and silver for coin worth perhaps not a third part of 
its nominal value. The nation was alarmed ; the new coin was universally 
refused ; but the governors of Ireland considered resistance to the king's 
patent as highly criminal; and one Whitshed, then Chief Justice, who had 
tried the printer of the former pamphlet, and sent out the jury nine times, 
till by clamour and menaces they were frighted into a special verdict, now 
presented the Drapier, but could not prevail on the grand jury to find the bill. 

Lord Carteret and the Privy Council published a proclamation, oftering 
three hundred pounds for discovering the author of the Fourth Letter. 
Swift had concealed himself from his printers and trusted only his butler, 
who transcribed the paper. The man, immediately after the appearance of 
the proclamation, strolled from the house, and stayed out all night, and 

art of the next day. There was reason enough to fear that he had betrayed 
his master for the reward; but he came home, and the Dean ordered him 
‘to put off his livery, and leave the house ; ‘‘ for,” says he, ‘‘I know that 
my life is in your power, and I will not bear, out of fear, either your inso- 
lence or negligence.”” The man excused his fault with great submission, 
and begged that he might be confined in the house while it was in his power 
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to endanger the master; but the Dean resolutely turned him out, without 
taking further notice of him, till the term of the information had expired, 
and then received him again. Soon afterwards he ordered him and the rest 
of his servants into his presence, without telling his intentions, and bade 
them take notice that their fellow-servant was no longer Robert the butler; 
but that his integrity had made him Mr. Blakeney, verger of St. Patrick’s, 
an officer whose income was between thirty and forty pounds a year; yet he 
still eontinued for some years to serve his old master as his butler.* 

Swift was known from this time by the appellation of Zhe Dean. He was 
honoured by the populace as the champion, patron, and instructor of Ireland; 
and gained such power as, considered both in its extent and duration, 
scarcely any man has ever enjoyed without greater wealth or higher station. 
He was from this important year the oracle of the traders, and the idol of 
the rabble, and by consequence was feared and courted by all to whom the 
kindness of the traders or the populace was necessary. ‘The Dragier wasa 
sign ; the Drapzer was a health; and which way soever the eye or the ear 
was turned, some tokens were found of the nation’s gratitude to the Drapier. 

The benefit was indeed great ; he had rescued Ireland from avery oppres- 
sive and predatory invasion ; and the popularity which he had gained he was 
diligent to keep, by appearing forward and zealous on every occasion where the 
public interest was supposed to be involved. Nor did he much scruple to 
boast his influence ; for when, upon some attempts to regulate the coin, 
Archbishop Boulter, then one of the justices, accused him of exasperating the 
people, he exculpated himself by saying, ‘‘ If I had lifted up my finger, they 
would have torn you to picces.” But the pleasure of popularity was soon 
interrupted by domestic misery. Mrs. heen whose conversation was to 
him the great softener of the ills of life, began in the year of the Drapier’s 
triumph to decline ; and two years afterwards was so wasted with sickness, 
that her recovery was considered as hopeless. 

Swift was then in England, and had been invited by Lord Bolingbroke to 
pass the winter with him in France; but this call of calamity hastened him 
to Ireland, where perhaps his presence contributed to restore her to imperfect 
and tottering health. He was now so much at case, that (1727) he returned 
to I-ngland, where he collected three volumes of Miscellanics in conjunction 
with Pope, who prefixed a querulous and apologetical Preface. 

This important year sent likewise into the world ‘‘ Gulliver's Travels ;” a 
production so new and strange, that it filled the reader with a mingled 
emotion of merriment and amazement. It was received with such avidity, 
that the price of the first edition was raised before the second could be made; 
it was read by the high and the low, the learned and illiterate. Criticism was 
for a while lost in wonder; no rules of judgment were applied to a book 
written in open defiance of truth and regularity. But when distinctions came 
to be made, the part which gave the least pleasure was that which describes 
the Flying Island, and that which gave most disgust must be the history of 
Houyhnhnms. 

While Swift was enjoying the reputation of his new work, the news of the 
king’s death arrived ; and he kissed the hands of the new king and queen 
three days after their accession. By the queen, when she was princess, he had 
been treated with some distinction, and was well received by her in her exalta- 
tion ; but whether she gave hopes which she never took care to satisfy, or he 
formed expectations which she never meant to raise, the event was, that he 
always afterwards thought on her with malevolence, and particularly charged 
her with breaking her promise of some medals which she engaged to send him, 


* A different account is given by Sheridan, in his Life of Swift, p. 211, 
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I know not whether she had not, in her turn, some reason forcomplaint, A 
letter was sent her, not so much entreating, as requiring her patronage of 
Mrs. Barber, an ingenious Irishwoman, who was then begging subscrip- 
tions for her Poems. To this letter was subscribed the name of 
Swift, and it has all the appearance of his diction and sentiments; 
but it was not written in his hand, and had some little improprieties. When 
he was charged with this letter, he laid hold of the inaccuracies, and urged 
the improbability of the accusation ; but never denied it : he shuffles between 
cowardice and veracity, and talks big when he says nothing.* He seems 
desirous enough of recommencing courtier, and endeavoured to gain the 
kindness of Mrs. Howard, remembering what Mrs. Masham had performed 
in former times: but his flatteries were, like those of other wits, unsuccess- 
ful; the lady either wanted power, or had no ambition of poetical immor- 
tality. He was seized not long afterwards by a fit of giddiness, and again 
heard of the sickness and danger of Mrs. Johnson. He then left the house 
of Pope, as it seems, with very little ceremony, finding ‘‘that two sick 
friends cannot live together ;” and did not write to him till he found him- 
self at Chester. He turned toa home of sorrow: poor Stella was sinking 
into the grave, and, after a languishing decay of about two months, died in 
her forty-fourth year, on January 28, 1728. How much he wished her life, 
his papers show ; nor can it be doubted that he dreaded the death of her 
whom he loved most, aggravated by the consciousness that himself had 
hastened it. 

Beauty and the power of pleasing, the greatest external advantages that 
woman can desire or possess, were fatal to the unfortunate Stella. The man 
whom she had the misfortune to love was, as Delany observes, fond of singu-. 
larity, and desirous to make a mode of happiness for himself, different 
from the general course of things and order of Providence. Trom the time 
of her arrival in Ireland he seems resolved to keep her in his power, and 
therefore hindered a match sufficiently advantageous, by accumulating un- 
reasonable demands, and prescribing conditions that could not be performed. 
While she was at her own disposal he did not consider his possession as 
secure; resentment, ambition, or caprice, might separate them; he was 
therefore resolved to make ‘‘assurance double sure,” and to appropriate her 
by aprivate marriage, to which he had annexed the expectation of all the 
pleasures of perfect friendship, without the uneasiness of conjugal restraint. 
But with this state poor Stella was not satisfied ; she never was treated as a 
wife, and to the world she had the appearance of a mistress. She lived 
sullenly on, in hope that in time he would own and receive her ; but the time 
did not come till the change of his manners and depravation of his mind 
made her tell him, when he offered to acknowledge her, that ‘‘it was too 
late." She then gave up herself to sorrowful resentment, and died under 
the tyranny of him, by whom she was in the highest degree loved and 
honoured, What were her claims to this eccentric tenderness, by which the 
laws of nature were violated to restrain her, curiosity will inquire; but how 
Shall it be gratified? Swift was a lover; his testimony may be suspected. 
Delany and the Irish saw with Swift's eyes, and therefore add little confir- 
mation. That she was virtuous, beautiful, and elegant, in a very high de- 
gree, such admiration from such a lover makes it very probable: but she had 
not much literature, for she could not spell her own language ; and of her 
wit, so loudly vaunted, the smart sayings which Swift himself has collected 
afford no splendid specimen. 

The reader of Swift's ‘‘ Letter toa Lady on her marriage,” may be allowed 


* For his defence from the charge, consult Sheridan’s Life of Swift, p. 458. 
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to doubt whether his opinion of female excellence ought implicitly to be 
admitted ; for, if his general thoughts on women were such as he exhibits, 
a very little sense in a lady would enrapture, and a very little virtue would 
astonish him. Stella's supremacy, therefore, was perhaps only local; she 
was great, because her associates were little. 

In some Remarks lately published on the Life of Swift, his marriage is 
mentioned as fabulous, or doubtful; but, alas! poor Stella, as Dr. Madden 
told me, related her melancholy story to Dr. Sheridan, when he attended 
her as a clergyman to prepare her for death ; and Delany mentions it not 
with doubt, but only with regret. Swift never mentioned her without a 
sigh. ‘The rest of his life was spent in Ireland, in a country to which not 
even power almost despotic, nor flattery almost idolatrous, could reconcile 
him. He sometimes wished to visit england, but always found some reason 
of delay. He tells Pope, in the decline of life, that he hopes once more 
to see him; ‘‘ but if not,”” says he, ‘‘we must part as all human beings 
have parted.” 

After the death of Stella, his benevolence was contracted, and his severity 
exasperated ; he drove his acquaintance from his table, and wondered why 
he was descrted. But he continued his attention to the public, and wrote 
from time to time such directions, admonitions, or censures, as the exigence 
of affairs, in his opinion, made proper; and nothing fell from his pen in 
vain. Ina short poem on the Presbyterians, whom he always regarded with 
detcstation, he bestowed one stricture upon Bettesworth, a lawyer eminent for 
his insolence to the clergy, which, from very considerable reputation, 
brought him into immediate and universal contempt. Bettesworth, enraged 
at his disgrace and loss, went to Swift, and demanded whether he was the 
author of that poem? ‘‘ Mr. Bettesworth,’’ answered he, ‘‘ I was in my youth 
acquainted with great lawyers, who, knowing my disposition to satire, ad- 
vised me, that if any scoundrel or blockhcad whom I had lampooned should 
ask, ‘Are you the author of this paper?’ I should tell him that I was not 
the author; and therefore I tell you, Mr. Bettesworth, that I am not the 
author of these lines,” 

Bettesworth was so little satisfied with this account, that he publicly pro- 
‘fessed his resolution of a violent and corporal revenge ; but the inhabitants 
of St. Patrick’s district embodied themselves in the Dean’s defence. Bettes- 
worth declared in Parliament, that Swift had deprived him of twelve hundred 
pounds a year. 

Swift was popular a while by another mode of beneficence. He set aside 
some hundreds to be lent in small sums to the poor, from five shillings, I 
think, to five pounds. He took no interest, and only required that, at re- 
payment, a small fee should be given to the accountant : but he required 
that the day of promised payment should be exactly kept. A severe and 
punctilious temper is ill qualified for transactions with the poor: the day 
was often broken, and the loan was not repaid. This might have been 
easily foreseen; but for this Switt had made no provision of patience or 
pity. He ordered his debtors to be sued. A severe creditor has no popular 
character; what then was likely to be said of him who employs the catch- _ 
poll under the appearance of charity? ‘The clamour against him was loud, 
and the resentment of the populace outrageous; he was therefore forced to 
drop his scheme, and own the folly of expecting punctuality from the poor.* 

His asperity continually increasing, condemned him to solitude; and his 
resentment of solitude sharpened his asperity. He was not, however, 
totally deserted ; some men of learning, and some women of elegance, 
often visited him ; and he wrote from time to time either verse or prose; of 

* This account is contradicted by Mr. Sheridan, 
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his verses he willingly gave copies, and is supposed to have felt no discontent 
when he saw them printed. His favourite maxim was ‘‘ Vive la bagatelle:’ 

he thought trifles a necessary part of life, and perhaps found them necessary 
to himself. 1t seems impossible to him to be idle, and his disorders made it 
difficult or dangerous to be long seriously studious, or laboriously diligent. 
The love of ease is always gaining upon age, and he had one temptation to 
petty amusements peculiar to himself; whatever he did, he was sure to hear 
applauded ; and such was his predominance over all that approached, that 
all their applauses were probably sincere. He that is much flattered soon 
learns to flatter himself: we are commonly taught our duty by fear or shame, 
and how can they act upon the man who hears nothing but his own praises ? 
As his years increased, his fits of giddiness and deafness grew more frequent, 
and his deafness made conversation difficult; they grew likewise more 
severe, till in 1736, as he was writing a poem called ‘‘ The Legion Club,” he 
was scized with a fit so painful and so long continued, that he never after 
thought it proper to attempt any work of thought or labour. He was 
always careful of his money, and was therefore no liberal entertainer ; but 
was less frugal of his wine than of his meat. When his friends of cither 
sex came to him, in expectation of a dinner, his custom was to give every 
one a shilling, that they might please themselves with their provision. At 
last his avarice grew too powerful for his kindness ; he would refuse a bottle 
of wine, and in Ireland no man visits where he cannot drink, Having thas 
excluded conversation, and desisted from study, he had neither business nor 
amusement; for, having by some ridiculous resolution, or mad vow, 
determined never to wear spectacles, he could make little use of books 
in his latter years; his ideas therefore, being neither renovated by dis- 
course, nor increased by reading, wore gradually away, and Icft his mind 
vacant to the vexations of the hour, till at last his anger was heightened into 
madness. He however permitted one book to be published, which had 
been the production of former years ; ‘‘ Polite Conversation,” which appeared 
in 1738. ‘The ‘‘ Directions for Servants” was printed soon after his death. 
These two performances show a mind incessantly attentive, and, when it 
was not employed upon great things, busy with minute occurrences. It is 
_ apparent that he must have had the habit of noting whatever he observed ; 
for such a number of particulars could never have been assembled by the 
power of recollection. He grew more violent, and his mental powers de- 
clined, till (1741) it was found necessary that legal guardians should be 
appointed of his person and fortune. He now lost distinction. His madness 
was compounded of rage and fatuity. The last face that he knew was that 
of Mrs. Whiteway; and her he ceased to know in a little time. His meat 
was brought him cut into mouthfuls: but he would never touch it while the 
servant stayed, and at last, after it had stood perhaps an hour, would eat it 
walking ; for he continued his old habit, and was on his feet ten hours a day. 
Next year (1742) he had an inflammation in his left eye, which swelled it to 
the size of an egg, with boils in other parts; he was kept long waking with 
the pain, and was not easily restrained by five attendants from tcaring out 
his eye. 

The tumour at last subsided ; and a short interval of reason ensuing, in 
which he knew his physician and his family, gave hopes of his recovery; but 
in a few days he sunk into a lethargic stupidity, motionless, heedless, and 
speechless. But it is said, that after a year of total silence, when his house- 
keeper, on the 30th of November, told him that the usual bonfires and 
illuminations were preparing to cclebrate his birthday, he answered, ‘‘It is 
all folly; they had better let it alone.”’ 

It is remembered that he afterwards spoke now and then, or gave some 


SWIFT. 367 


intimation of a meaning ; but at last sunk into a perfect silence, which con- 
tinued till about the end of October, 1744, when, in his seventy-eighth year, 
he expired without a struggle. 

When Swift is considered as an author, it is just to estimate his powers 
by their effects. In the reign of Queen Anne he turned the stream of popu- 
larity against the Whigs, and must be confessed to have dictated for a time 
the political opinions of the English nation. In the succeeding reign he 
delivered Ireland from plunder and oppression ; and showed that wit, con- 
fedcrated with truth, had such force as authority was unable to resist. He 
said truly of himself, that Ireland ‘‘ was his debtor.” 1t was from the time 
when he first began to patronize the Irish, that they may date their riches 
and prosperity. He taught them first to know their own interest, their 
weight, and their strength, and gave them spirit to assert that equality with 
their fellow-subjects to which they have ever since been making vigorous 
advances, and to claim those rights which they have at last established. 
Nor can they be charged with ingratitude to their benefactor; for they 
reverenced him as a guardian, and obeyed him as a dictator, 

In his works he has given very different specimens both of sentiments and 
expression. His ‘‘ Tale of a Tub” has little resemblance to his other pieces. 
It exhibits a vehemence and rapidity of mind, a copiousness of images, and 
vivacity of diction, such as he afterwards never possessed, or never cxerted. 
It is of a mode so distinct and peculiar, that it must be considered by itself ; 
what is true of that, is not true of anything else which he has written. In 
his other works is found an equable tenour of easy language, which rather 
trickles than flows. His delight wasin simplicity, hat he has in his works 
no metaphor, as has been said, is not true; but his few metaphors seem to 
be reccived rather by necessity than choice. Hestudied purity ; and though 
perhaps all his strictures are not exact, yet it is not often that solecisms can 
be found ; and whoever depends on his authority may generally conclude 
himself safe. His sentences are never too much dilated or contracted ; and 
it will not be easy to find any embarrassment in the complication of his 
clauses, any inconsequence in his connexions, or abruptness in his transitions. 
His style was well suited to his thoughts, which are never subtilised by nice 
disquisitions, decorated by sparkling conceits, elevated by ambitious sen- 
tences, or variegated by far-sought learning. He pays no court to the pas- 
sions; he excitcs neither surprise nor admiration ; ke always understands 
himself ; and his readers always understand him : the peruser of Swift wants 
little previous knowledge ; it will be sufficient that he is acquainted with 
common words and coinmon things ; he is neither required to mount eleva~- 
tions, nor to explore profundities ; his passage is always on a level, along 
solid ground, without asperitics, without obstruction, This easy and safe 
conveyance of meaning it was Swift’s desire to attain, and for hawng at- 
tained he deserves praise. Jor purposes merely didactic, when something 
is to be told that was not known before, it is the best mode; but against 
that inattention by which known truths are suffered to lie neglected, it makes 
no provision ; it instructs, but docs not persuade. 

By his political education he was associated with the Whigs; but he 
deserted them when they deserted their principles, yet without running into 
the contrary extreme; he continued throughout his life to retain the disposi- 
tion which he assigns to the ‘‘Church-of-England Man,” of thinking com. 
monly with the Whigs of the State, and with the Tories of the Church. He 
was a churchman, rationally zealous; he desired the prosperity, and main- 
tained the honour of the Clergy; of the Dissenters he did not wish to in- 
fringe the toleration, but he opposed their encroachments. To his duty as 
Ieean he was very attentive. He managed the revenues of his church with 
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exact economy; and it is said by Delany, that more money was, under his 
direction, laid out in repairs, than had ever been in the same time since its 
first erection. Of his choir he was eminently careful; and, though he neither 
loved nor understood music, took care that all the singers were well quali- 
fied, admitting none without the testimony of skilful judges. 

In his church he restored the practice of weekly communion, and distri- 
buted the sacramental elements in the most solemn and devout manner with 
his own hand. He came to church every morning, preached commonly in 
his turn, and attended the evening anthem, that it might not be negligently 
performed. He read the service, ‘‘rather with a strong, nervous voice, than 
in a graceful manner ; his voice was sharp and high-toned, rather than har- 
monious,” He entered upon the clerical state with hope to excel in preach- 
ing; but complained, that, from the time of his political controversies, ‘‘he 
could only preach pamphlets.” This censure of himself, if judgment be 
made from those sermons which have been printed, was unreasonably severe. 

The suspicions of his irreligion proceeded in a great measure from his 
dread of hypocrisy; instead of wishing to scem better, he delighted in seem- 
ing worse than he was, He went in London to early prayers, lest he should 
be seen at church ; he read prayers to his servants every morning with such 
dexterous secrecy, that Dr. Delany was six months in his house before he 
knew it. He was not only careful to hide the good which he did, but will- 
ingly incurred the suspicion of evil which he did not, He forgot what him- 
self had formerly asserted, that hypocrisy is less mischievous than open im- 
piety. Dr. Delany, with all his zeal for his honour, has justly condemned 
this part of his character, 

The person of Swift had not many recommendations. He had a kind of 
_ muddy complexion, which, though he washed himself with oriental scrupu- 
' losity, did not look clear. He had a countenance sour and severe, which he 
seldom softened by any appearance of gaiety. He stubbornly resisted any 
tendency to laughter. To his domestics he was naturally rough ; and a man 
of a rigorous temper, with that vigilance of minute attention which his works 
discover, must have been a master that few could bear. That he was dis- 
posed to do his servants good, on important occasions, is no great mitiga- 
tion ; benefaction can be but rare, and tyrannic pecvishness is perpetual. 
He did not spare the servants of others. Once, when he dined alone with 
the Earl of Orrery, he said of one that waited in the room, ‘‘ That man has, 
since we sat to the table, committed fifteen faults.” What the faults were, 
Lord Orrery, from whom I heard the story, had not been attentive enough 
to discover. My number may perhaps not be exact. 

In his economy he practised a peculiar and offensive parsimony, without 
disguise or apology. The practice of saving being once necessary, became 
habitual, and grew first ridiculous, and at last detestable. But his avarice, 
though it might exclude pleasure, was never suffered to encroach upon his 
virtue. He was frugal by inclination, but liberal by principle ; and if the 
purpose to which he destined his little accumulations be remembered, with 
his distribution of occasional charity, it will perhaps appear that he only 
liked one mode of expense better than another, and saved merely that he 
might have something to give. He did not grow rich by injuring his suc- 
cessors, but left both Laracor and the Deanery more valuable than he found 
them.—With all this talk of his covetousness and generosity, it should be 
remembered, that he was never rich. The revenue of his Deanery was not 
much more than seven hundred a year. His beneficence was not graced 
with tenderness or civility ; he relieved without pity, and assisted withont 
kindness ; so that those who were fed by him could hardly love him. He - 
made a rule to himself to give but one piece at a time, and therefore always 
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stored his pocket with coins of different value. Whatever he did, he seemed 
willing to do in a manner peculiar to himself, without sufficiently considering 
that singularity, as it implies a contempt of the general practice, is a kind of 
defiance which justly provokes the hostility of ridicule ; he, therefore, who 
indulges peculiar habits, is worse than others, if he be not better. 

Of his humour, a story told by Pope * may afford a specimen.— 

“Dr. Swift has an odd, blunt way, that is mistaken by strangers for ill- 
nature:—'Tis so odd, that there’s no describing it but by facts. I'll tell you 
one that first comes into my head. One evening Gay and I went to see 
him : you know how intimately we were all acquainted. On our coming in, 
‘Heyday, gentlemen’ (says the Doctor), ‘what's the meaning of this visit ? 
How came you to leave the great Lords that you are so fond of, to come 
hither to see a poor Dean !’"—‘ Because we would rather see you than any of 
them.’—‘ Ay, anyone that did not know so well as I do might believe you. 
But since you are come, I must get some supper for you, I suppose.’—‘ No, 
Doctor, we have supped already.’—‘Supped already? that’s impossible ! 
why, ‘tis not eight o'clock yet.—That’s very strange; but if you had not 
supped, I must have got something for you.—Let me see, what should I 
have had? A couple of lobsters ; ay, that would have done very well ; two 
shillings—tarts, a shilling: but you will drink a glass of wine with me, 
though you supped so much before your usual time only to spare my 
pocket ?’—‘ No, we had rather talk with you than drink with you.’—‘ But 
if you had supped with me, as in all reason you ought to have done, you 
must then have drank with me. A bottle of wine, two shillings—two and two 
is four, and one is five : just two and sixpence a-piece. ‘There, Pope, there’s 
half a crown for you, and there's another for you, sir; for I won't save any- 
thing by you, I am determined.'—This was all said and done with his usual 
Seriousness on such occasions ; and, in spite of everything we could say to 
the contrary, he actually obliged us to take the money.” 

In the intercourse of familiar life, he indulged his disposition to petulance 
and sarcasm, and thought himself injured if the licentiousness of his raillery, 
the freedom of his censures, or the petulance of his frolics, was resented or 
repressed, He predominated over his companions with very high ascend- 
ancy, and probably would bear none over whom he could not predominate. 
To give him advice was, in the style of his friend Delany, ‘‘to venture to 
speak tohim.’’ This customary superiority soon grew too delicate for truth; 
and Swift, with all his penetration, allowed himself to be delighted with low 
flattery. On all common occasions, he habitually affects a style of arro- 
gance, and dictates rather than persuades. This authoritative and magis- 
terial language he expected to be received as his peculiar mode of jocularity : 
but he apparently flattered his own arrogance by an assumed imperiousness, 
in which he was ironical only to the resentful, and to the submissive suffi- 
ciently serious, Fle told stories with great felicity, and delighted in doing 
what he knew himself to do well; he was therefore captivated by the re- 
spectful silence of a steady listener, and told the same tales too often. He 
did not, however, claim the right of talking alone ; for it was his rule, when 
he had spoken a minute, to give room by a pause for any other speaker. Of 
time, on all occasions, he was an exact computer, and knew the minutes re- 
quired to every common operation, 

It may be justly supposed that there was in his conversation, what appears 
so frequently in his Letters, an affectation of familiarity with the great, an 
ambition of momentary equality sought and enjoyed by the neglect of those 
ceremonies which custom has established as the barriers between one order 
of society and another. This transgression of regularity was by himself and 
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his admirers termed greatness of soul. But a great mind disdains to hold 
anything by courtesy, and therefore never usurps what a lawful claimant 
may take away. He that encroaches on another's dignity puts himself in 
his power; he is either repelled with helpless indignity, or endured by 
clemency and condescension. 

Of Swift’s general habits of thinking, if his Letters can be supposed to 
afford any evidence, he was not a man to be cither loved or envied. He 
seems to have wasted life in discontent, by the rage of neglected pride, and 
the languishment of unsatisfied desire. He is querulous and fastidious, 
arrogant and malignant; he scarcely speaks of himsclf but with indignant 
lamentations, or of others but with insolent superiority when he is gay, and 
with angry contempt when he is gloomy. From the letters that passed 
between him and Pope it might be inferred that they, with Arbuthnot and 
Gay, had engrossed all the understanding and virtue of mankind ; that their 
merits filled the world ; or that there was no hope of more. ‘They show the 
age involved in darkness, and shade the picture with sullen emulation. 

When the queen’s death drove him into Ireland, he might be allowed to 
regret for atime the interception of his views, the extinction of his hopes, 
and his ejection from gay scenes, important employment, and splendid 
friendships ; but when time had enabled reason to prevail over vexation, the 
complaints, which at first were natural, became ridiculous because they were 
useless, But querulousness was now grown habitual, and he cried out when 
he probably had ceased to feel. His reiterated wailings persuaded Boling- 
broke that he was really willing to quit his deanery for an English parish ; 
and Bolingbroke procured an exchange, which was rejected; and Swift still 
retained the pleasure of complaining. 

The greatest difficulty that occurs, in analysing his character, is to dis- 
cover by what depravity of intellect he took delight in revolving ideas, from 
which almost every other mind shrinks with disgust. The ideas of pleasure, 
even when criminal, may solicit the imagination; but what has disease, de- 
formity, and filth, upon which the thoughts can be allured to dwell? De- 
lany is willing to think that Swift’s mind was not much tainted with this 
gross corruption before his long visit to Pope. He docs not consider how he 
degrades his hero, by making him at fifty-nine the pupil of turpitude, and 
liable to the malignant influence of an ascendant mind. But the truth is 
that Gulliver had described his Yahoos before the visit ; and he that had 
formed those images had nothing filthy to learn. 

I have here given the character of Swift as he exhibits himself to my per- 
ception ; but now let another be heard who knew him better. Dr. Delany, 
after long acquaintance, describes him to Lord Orrery in these terms : 

‘* My Lord, when you consider Swift's singular, peculiar, and most varie- 
gated vein of wit, always rightly intended, although not always so rightly 
directed ; delightful in many instances, and salutary even where it is most 
offensive ; when you consider his strict truth, his fortitude in resisting op- 
pression and arbitrary power ; his fidelity in friendship ; his sincere love and 
zeal for religion ; his uprightness in making right resolutions, and his steadi- 
ness in adhering to them ; his care of his church, its choir, its economy, and 
its income ; his attention to all those who preached in his cathedral, in order 
to their amendment in pronunciation and style; as also his remarkable at- 
tention to the interest of his successors, preferably to his own present emolu- 
ments ; his invincible patriotism, even to a country which he did not love ; 
his very various, well-devised, well-judged, and extensive charities, through- 
out his life; and his whole fortune (to say nothing of his wife’s) conveyed 
to the same Christian purposes at his death ; charities, from which he could 
‘enjoy no honour, advantage, or satisfaction of any kind in this world: when 
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you consider his ironical and humorous, as well as his serious schemes, for 
the promotion of true religion and virtue; his success in soliciting for the 
First Fruits and Twentieths, to the unspeakable benefit of the Established 
Church of Ireland; and his felicity (to rate it no higher) in giving occasion 
to the building of fifty new churches in London: 

‘‘ All this considered, the character of his life will appear like that of his 
writings ; they will both bear to be re-considered, and re-examined with the 
utmost attention, and always discover new beauties aud excellences upon 
every examination. 

‘* They will bear to be considered as the sun, in which the brightness will 
hide the blemishes ; and whenever petulant ignorance, pride, malignity, or 
envy interposes to cloud or sully his fame, I take upon me to pronounce, that 
the eclipse will not last long. 

‘To conclude—No man ever deserved better of his country, than Swift 
did of his; a steady, persevering, inflexible friend ; a wise, a watchful, and 
a faithful counsellor, under many severe trials and bitter persecutions, to the 
manifest hazard both of his liberty and fortune. 

‘* He lived a blessing, he died a benefactor, and his name will ever live an 
honour to Ireland.” 

In the poetical works of Dr. Swift there is not much upon which the critic 
can exercise his powers. ‘Chey are often humorous, almost always light, 
and have the qualities which recommend such compositions, easiness and 
gaiety. They are, for the most part, what their author intended. The dic- 
tion is correct, the numbers are smooth, and the rhymes exact. There sel- 
dom occurs a hard-laboured expression, or a redundant epithet; all his 
verses exemplify his own definition of a good style; they consist of ‘‘ proper 
words in proper places.” 

To divide this collection into classes, and show how some pieces are gross, 
and some are trifling, would be to tell the reader what he knows ulready, 
and to find faults of which the author could not be ignorant, who certainly 
wrote not often to his judgment, but his humour. 

It was said, in a Preface to one of the Irish editions, that Swift had never 
been known to take a single thought from any writer, ancient or modern. 
‘This is not literally true ; but perhaps no writer can casily be found that has 
borrowed so little, or that in all his excellences and all his defects, has so 
well maintained his claim to be considered as original. 


caermeveniilpa etree seers: 


BROOME. 


MILLIAM BROOME was born in Cheshire, as is said of very mean 
parents. Of the place of his birth, or the first part of his life, I 
M\ have not been able to gain any intelligence. He was educated 
f| upon the foundation at Eton, and was captain of the school a 
whole year, without any vacancy, by which he might have ob- 
tained a scholarship at King’s College. Being by this delay, such as is said 
to have happened very rarely, superannuated, he was sent to St. John’s 
College by the contributions of his friends, where he obtained a small exhi- 
bition. At his college he lived for some time in the same chamber with the 
well known Ford, by whom I have formerly heard him described as a con- 
tracted scholar and a mere versifier, unacquainted with life, and unskilful 
in conversation. His addiction to metre was then such, that his cov. :panions 
familiarly called him Poet. When he had opportunities of mingling with 
mankind, he cleared himself, as Ford likewise owned, from great part of his 
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scholastic rust. He appeared early in the world as a translator of the 
‘* Tliads” into prose, in conjunction with Ozell and Oldisworth. How their 
several parts were distributed is not known. This is the translation of which 
Ozell boasted as superior, in Toland’s opinion, to that of Pope; it has long 
since vanished, and is now in no danger from the critics. He was introduced 
to Mr. Pope, who was then visiting Sir John Cotton at Madingley, near 
Cambridge, and gained so much of his esteem, that he was employed, I 
believe, to make extracts from Eustathius for the notes to the translation of 
the ‘Iliad ; and in the volumes of poetry published by Lintot, commonly 
called ‘‘ Pope’s Miscellanies,’’ many of his early pieces were inserted. 

Pope and Broome were to be yet more closely connected. When the 
success of the ‘‘ Iliad’’ gave encouragement to a version of the ‘‘ Odyssey,” 
Pope, weary of the toil, called Fenton and Broome to his assistance ; and, 
taking only half the work upon himself, divided the other half between his 
partners, giving four books to Fenton, and eight to Broome. Fenton's books 
I have enumerated in his life; to the lot of Broome fell the second, sixth, 
eighth, eleventh, twelfth, sixteenth, eighteenth, and twenty-third, togethet 
with the burthen of writing all the notes. 

As this translation is a very important event in poctical history, the reader 
has a right to know upon what grounds I establish my narration, That the 
version was not wholly Pope's, was always known; he had mentioned the 
assistance of two friends in his proposals, and at the end of the work 
some account is given by Broome of their different parts, which however 
mentions only five books as written by the coadjutors; the fourth and 
twentieth by Fenton ; the sixth, the eleventh, and eighteenth, by himself ; 
though Pope, in an advertisement prefixed afterwards to a new volume of his 
works, claimed only twelve. <A natural curiosity, after the real conduct of so 
great an undertaking, incited me once to inquire of Dr. Warburton, who told 
me, in his warm language, that he thought the relation given in the note 
‘‘a lie; but that he was not able to ascertain the several shares. ‘The 
intelligence which Dr. Warburton could not afford me, I obtained from Mr, 
Langton, to whom Mr. Spence had imparted it. 

The price at which Pope purchased this assistance was three hundred 
pounds paid to Fenton and five hundred to Broome, with as many copies as 
he wanted for his friends, which amounted to one hundred more. The pay- 
ment made to Fenton I know not but by hearsay; Broome’s is very dis- 
tinctly told by Pope, inthe notes to the Dunciad. Itis evident, that, accord- 
ing to Pope’s own estimate, Broome was unkindly treated. If four books 
could merit three hundred pounds, eight, and all the notes, equivalent at 
least to four, had certainly a right to more than six. 

Broome probably considered himself as injured, and there was for some 
time more than coldness between him and his employer. He always spoke 
of Pope as too much a lover of money; and Pope pursued him with avowed 
hostility; for he not only named him disrespectfully in the ‘‘ Dunciad,"” but 
quoted him more than once in the ‘‘ Bathos,” as a proficient in the art of 
sinking ; and in his enumeration of the different kinds of poets distinguished 
for the profound, he reckons Broome among the parrots who repeat another's 
words in such a hoarse odd tone as makes them seem their own. I have 
been told that they were afterwards reconciled ; but I am afraid their peace 
was without friendship. 

He afterwards published a Miscellany of Poems, which is inserted, with 
corrections in the late compilation. He never rose to a very high dignity in 
the chuysh. He was some time rector of Sturston in Suffolk, where he 
married a wealthy widow; and afterwards, when the king visited Cambridge, 
(1728) became Doctor of Laws. He was (in August, 1728) presented by the 


POPE, 373 


Crown to the rectory of Pulham in Norfolk, which he held with Oakley 
Magna in Suffolk, given him by the Lord Cornwallis, to whom he was chap- 
lain, and who added the vicarage of Eye in Suffolk ; he then resigned Pul- 
ham, and retained the other two. 

Towards the close of his life he grew again poetical, and amused himself 
with translating Odes of Anacreon, which he published in the ‘‘ Gentleman’s 
Magazine,” under the name of Chester. He died at Bath, November 16, 
17459 and was buried in the Abbey Church. 

Of Broome, though it cannot be said that he was a great poet, it would be 
unjust to deny that he was an excellent versifier ; his lines are smooth and 
sonorous, and his diction is select and elegant. His rhymes are sometimes 
unsuitable ; in his ‘‘ Melancholy,” he makes dvea/h rhyme to d7rth in one place, 
and to earth in another. ‘Those faults occur but seldom; and he had such 
power of words and numbers as fitted him for translation ; butin his original 
works, recollection seems to have been his business more than invention. 
His imitations are so apparent, that it is part of his reader's employment to 
recall the verses of some former poet. Sometimes he copies the most popular 
writers, for he seems scarcely to endeavour at concealment : and somctimes 
he picks up fragments in obscure corners. His lines to Fenton, 

Serene, the sting of pain thy thoughts beguile, 

And make afflictions objects of a smile, 
brought to my mind some lines on the death of Queen Mary, written by 
Barnes, of whom I should not have expected to find an imitator : 

But thou, O Muse! whose sweet nepenthean tongue 

Can charm the pangs of death with deathless song, 

Canst stinging plagues with easy thoughts bequile, 

Make pains and tortures objects of a amile, 

To detect his imitations were tedious and useless. What he takes he 
seldom makes worse ; and he cannot be justly thought a mean man, whom 
Pope chose for an associate, and whose co-operation was considered by 
Pope's enemies as so important, that he was attacked by Henley with this 
ludicrous distich : 

Pope came off clean with Homer; but they say 
Broome went before, and kindly swept the way. 


ememoromneesgprencorteecess 


POPE. 


ae LEXANDER POPE was born in London, May 22, 1688, of 
34a; parents whose rank or station was never ascertained: we are 
Aw informed that they were of ‘‘ gentle blood ;” that his father was 
of a family of which the Earl of Downe was the head ; and that 
his mother was the daughter of William Turner, Esquire, of 
York, who had likewise three sons, one of whom had the honour of being 
killed, and the other of dying, in the service of Charles the First ; the third 
was made a general officer in Spain, from whom the sister inherited what 
sequestrations aud forfeitures had left in the family. This, and this only, is 
told by Pope ; who is more willing, as I have heard observed, to show what 
his {father was not, than what he was. It is allowed that he grew rich b 
trade ; but whether in a shop or on the Exchange was never discoverers, till 
Mr. Tyers told, on the authority of Mrs. Racket, that he was a line’.-draper 
in the Strand. Both parents were papists. 
Pope was from his birth of a constitution tender and delicate ; but is said 
to have shown remarkable gentleness and sweetness of disposition, The 
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weakness of his body continued through his life ;* but thy mildness of his 
mind perhaps ended with his childhood. His voice when he was young 
was so pleasing, that he was called in fondness ‘‘ the little Nightingale.” 

Being not sent early to school, he was taught to read by an aunt; and 
when he was seven or cight years old, became a lover of books. He first 
learned to write by imitating printed books; a species of penmanship in 
which he retained great excellence through his whole life, though his ordi- 
nary hand was not clegant. When he was about eight, he was plated in 
Hampshire, under Taverner, a Romish priest, who, by a method very rarcly 
practised, taught him the Greek and Latin rudiments together. He was 
now first regularly initiated in poetry by the perusal of ‘‘ Ogilby’s Homer,” 
and ‘‘Sandys’ Ovid.” Ogilby’s assistance he never repaid with any praise ; 
but of Sandys he declared, in his notes to the ‘‘ Iliad,” that English poetry 
owed much of its beauty to his translations. Sandys very rarely attempted 
original composition. 

From the care of Taverner, under whom his proficiency was considerable, 
he was removed to a school at Twyford, near Winchester, and again to 
another school about Hyde-park Corner; from which he used sometimes to 
stroll to the play-house ; and was so delighted with theatrical exhibitions, 
that he formed a kind of play from ‘‘ Ogilby’s Iliad,” with some verses of his 
own intermixcd, which he persuaded his schoolfellows to act, with the 
addition of his master’s gardener, who personated Ajax. 

At the two last schools he used to represent himself as having lost part 
of what Taverner had taught him; and on his master at Twyford he had 
already exercised his poetry in a lampoon. Yet under those masters he 
translated more than a fourth part of the ‘‘ Metamorphoses.” If he kept 
the same proportion in his other exercises, it cannot be thought that his loss 
was great. e tells of himself, in his poems, that ‘‘ he lisped in numbers ;” 
and used to say, that he could not remember the time when he begar to 
make verses. In the style of fiction it might have been said of him as of 
Pindar, that when he lay in his cradle, ‘‘ the bees swarmed about his mouth.” 

About the time of the Revolution, his father, who was undoubtedly dis- 
appointed by the sudden blast of Popish prosperity, quitted his trade, and 
retired to Binfield in Windsor Forest, with about twenty thousand pounds; 
for which, being conscientiously determined not to entrust it to the govern- 
ment, he found no better use than that of locking it up in a chest, and 
taking from it what his expenses required ; and his life was long enough to 
consume a great part of it, before his son came to the inheritance. 

To Binfield Pope was called by his father when he was about twelve years 
old; and there he had for a few months, the assistance of one Deane, 
another priest, of whom he learned only to construe a little of ‘‘Tully’s 
Offices." How Mr. Deane could spend with a boy, who had translated so 
much of ‘‘ Ovid,’’ some months over a small part of ‘*Tully’s Offices,” it is 
now vain to inquire. Ofayouth so successfully employed, and so conspicu- 
ously improved, a minute account must be naturally desired ; but curiosity 
must be contented with confused, imperfect, and sometimes improbable 
intelligence. Pope, finding little advantage from external help, resolved 
thenceforward to direct himself, and at twelve formed a plan of study, which 
he completed with little other incitement than the desire of excellence. His 
primary and principal purpose was to be a poet, with which his father acci- 
dentally concurred, by proposing subjects, and obliging him to correct his 
performances by many revisals ; after which the old gentleman, when he 


* This weakness was so great that he constantly wore stays. His method of taking 
Be air on the water was to have a scdan chair in the boat, in which he sat with the 
glasses down, 
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was Satisfied, would say, ‘‘these are good rhymes.” Yn his perucal of the 
English poets he soon distinguished the versification of Dryden, which he 
considered as the model to be studied, and was impressed with such venera- 
tion for his instructor, that he persuaded some friends to take him to the 
coffee-house which Dryden frequented, and pleased himself with having 
seen him. 

Dryden died May x, rzor, some days before Pope was twelve ; so early 
mus¢ he therefore have felt the power of harmony, and the zeal of genius, 
Who does not wish that Dryden could have known the valuc of the homage 
that was paid him, and foreseen the greatness of his young admirer? 

The earliest of Pope's productions is his ‘‘ Ode on Solitude,” written before 
he was twelve, in which there is nothing more than other forward boys 
have attained, and which is not equal to Cowley’s performance at the same 
age. His time was now wholly spent in reading and writing. As he read 
the classics, he amused himself with translating them ; and at fourteen made 
a version of the first book of the ‘' Thebais,” which, with some revision, he 
afterwards published. We must have been at this time, if he had no help, a 
considerable proficient in the Latin tongue. 

By Dryden’s fables, which had then been not long published, and were 
much in the hands of poetical readers, he was tempted to try his own skill 
in giving Chaucer a more fashionable appearance, and put ‘' January and 
May,” and the ‘‘ Prologue of the Wife of Bath,’’ into modern English. He 
translated likewise the Epistle of ‘‘ Sappho to Phaon,” from Ovid, to com- 
plete the version, which was before imperfect ; and wrote some other small 
pieces, which he afterwards printed. He sometimes imitated the English 
poets, and professed to have written at fourteen his poem upon “Silence,” 
after Rochester’s ‘‘ Nothing.” He had now formed his versification, and 
the smoothness of his numbers surpassed his original: but this is a small 
part of his praise ; he discovers such acquaintance both with human life and 
public affairs, as is not easily conccived to have been attainable by a boy of 
fourteen in Windsor Forest. 

Next year he was desirous of opening to himsclf new sources of knowledge, 
by making himself acquainted with modern languages ; and removed for 
a time to London, that he might study French and Italian, which as he 
desired nothing more than to rcad them, were by diligent application soon 
despatched. Of Italian learning he does not appear to have ever made 
much use in his subsequent studies. He then returned to Binfield, and de- 
lighted himself with his own poetry. He tried all styles, and many subjects, 
He wrote a comedy, a tragedy, an epic pocm, with panegyrics on all the 
princes of Europe; and, as he confesses, ‘‘thought himself the greatest 
genius that ever was.”’ Self-confidence is the first requisite to great under- 
takings. He, indeed, who forms his opinion of himself in solitude, without 
knowing the powers of other men, is very liable to error: but it was the 
felicity of Pope to rate himself at his real value. Most of his puerile pro- 
ductions were, by his maturcr judgment, afterwards destroyed ; ‘‘ Alcander,” 
the epic poem, was burnt by the persuasion of Atterbury. The tragedy was 
founded on the legend of St. Genevieve. Of the comedy there is no account, 
Concerning his studies it is related, that he translated ‘‘’Tully on Old Age ;” 
and that, besides his books of poetry and criticisms, he read ‘‘ Temple’s 
Iessays,” and ‘‘ Locke on Human Understanding.” His reading, though 
his favourite authors are not known, appears to have been sufficiently exten. 
sive and multifarious ; for his early pieces show, with sufficient evidence, his 
knowledge of books. He that is pleased with himself easily imagines that 
he shall please others. Sir William Trumbull, who had been Ambassador 
at Constantinople, and secretary of state, when he retired from business, 
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fixed his residence in the neighbourhood of Binfield. Pope, not yet sixteen, was 
introduced to the statesman of sixty, and so distinguished himself, that their 
interviews ended in friendship and correspondence. Pope was, through his 
whole life, ambitious of splendid acquaintance ; and he seems to have wanted 
neither diligence nor success in attracting the notice of the great ; for, from 
his first entrance into the world, and his entrance was very carly, he was 
admitted to familiarity with those whose rank or station made them most 
conspicuous. . 

From the age of sixteen, the life of Pope, as an author, may be properly 
computed. He now wrote his pastorals, which were shown to the poets and 
critics of that time; as they well deserved, they were read with admiration, 
and many praises were bestowed upon them and upon the Preface, which is 
both elegant and learned in a high degree: they were, however, not pub- 
lished till five years afterwards. 

Cowley, Milton, and Pope, are distinguished among the English poets by 
the early exertion of their powers ; but the works of Cowley alone were pub- 
lished in his childhood, and therefore of him only can it be certain that his 
puerile performances received no improvement from his maturecr studies. 

At this time began his acquaintance with Wycherley, a man who seems to 
have had among his contemporaries his full share of reputation, to have 
been esteemed without virtue, and caressed without good humour. Pope 
was proud of his notice ; Wycherley wrote verses in his praise, which he 
was charged by Dennis with writing to himself, and they agreed for a while 
to flatter one another. It is pleasant to remark how soon Pope learned the 
cant of an author, and began to treat critics with contempt, though he had 
yet suffered nothing from them. But the fondness of Wycherley was toc 
violent to last. His esteem of Pope was such, that he submitted some 
poems to his revision; and when Pope, perhaps proud of such confidence, 
was sufficiently bold in his criticisms, and liberal in his alterations, the old 
scribbler was angry to see his pages defaced, and felt more pain from the 
detection than content from the amendment of his faults. ‘They parted ; 
but Pope always considered him with kindness, and visited him a little time 
before he died. Another of his early correspondents was Mr. Cromwell, 
of whom I have learned nothing particular but that he used to ride a 
hunting in a tie-wig. He was fond, and perhaps vain, of amusing himself 
with poetry and criticism; and sometimes sent his performances to Pope, 
who did not forbear such remarks as were now-and-then unwelcome. Pope, 
in his turn, put the juvenile version of ‘‘Statius’ into his hands for cor- 
rection. ‘Their correspondence afforded the public its first knowledge of 
Pope's epistolary powers; for his Letters were given by Cromwell to one 
Mrs. Thomas ; and she many years afterwards sold them to Curll, who in- 
serted them in a volume of his Miscellanies. 

Walsh, a name yet preserved among the minor poets, was one of his first 
encouragers. His regard was gained by the pastorals, and from him Pope 
received the counsel from which he seems to have regulated his studies, | 
Walsh advised him to correctness, which, as he told him, the English poets 
had hitherto neglected, and which therefore was left to him as a basis of 
fame; and being delighted with rural poems, recommended to him to write 
a pastoral comedy, like those which are read so eagerly in Italy; a design 
which Pope probably did not approve, as he did not follow it. . 

Pope had now declared himself a poet; and thinking himself entitled to 
poetical conversation, began at seventeen to frequent Will's, a coffee-house 
on the north side of Russell-street, in Covent-garden, where the wits of that 
time used to assemble, and where Dryden had, when he lived, been accus- 
tomed to preside, During this period of his life he was indefatigably dili- 
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gent, and insatiably curious; wanting health for violent, and money for ex- 
pensive pleasures, and having excited in himself very strong desires of in- 
tellectual eminence, he spent much of his time over his books ; but he read 
only to store his mind with facts and images, seizing all that his authors 
presented with undistinguishing voracity, and with an appetite for know- 
ledge too eager to be nice. In a mind like his, however, all the faculties 
were at once involuntarily improving. Judgment is forced upon us by ex- 
perieftce. He that reads many books must compare one opinion or one 
style with another; and, when he compares, must necessarily distinguish, 
reject, and prefer. But the account given by himself of his studies was, that 
from fourteen to twenty he read only for amusement, from twenty to twenty- 
seven for improvement and instruction ; that in the first part of his time he 
desired only to know, and in the second he endeavoured to judge. 

The Pastorals, which had been for some time handed about among poets 
and critics, were at last printed (1709) in Tonson's Miscellany, in a volume 
which began with the Pastorals of Philips, and ended with those of Pope. 
The same ycar was written the ‘‘ Essay on Criticism ;” a work which dis- 
plays such extent of comprehension, such nicety of distinction, such ac- 
quaintance with mankind, and such knowledge both of ancient and modern 
learning, as are not often attained by the maturest age and longest expe- 
rience. It was published about two years afterwards ; and, being praised 
by Addison in the ‘‘Spectator,’’ with sufficient liberality, met with so much 
favour as enraged Dennis, ‘‘ who,” he says, ‘‘ found himself attacked, with- 
out any manner of provocation on his side, and attacked in his person 
instead of his writings, by one who was wholly a stranger to him, at a time 
when all the world knew he was persecuted by fortune ; and not only saw 
that this was attempted in a clandestine manner, with the utmost falsehood 
and calumny, but found that all this was done by a little affected hypocrite, 
who had nothing in his mouth at the same time but truth, candour, friend- 
ship, good-nature, humanity, and magnanimity.” How the attack was 
clandestine is not easily perceived, nor how his person is depreciated ; but 
he seems to have known something of Pope’s character, in whom may be 
discovered an appetite to talk too frequently of his own virtues. The 
pamphlet is such as rage might be expected to dictate. He supposes him- 
self to be asked two questions ; whether the Essay will succeed, and who or 
what is the author. 

Its success he admits to be secured by the false opinions then prevalent ; 
the author he concludes to be ‘‘ young and raw.” 

‘First, because he discovers a sufficiency beyond his little ability, and 
hath rashly undertaken a task infinitely above his force. Secondly, while 
this little author struts and affects the dictatorian air, he plainly shows, that 
at the same time he is under the rod : and, while he pretends to give laws to 
others, is a pedantic slave to authority and opinion. Thirdly, he hath, like 
schoolboys, borrowed both from living and dead. Fourthly, he knows not 
his own mind, and frequently contradicts himself. Fifthly, he is almost per- 
petually in the wrong.’ 

All these positions he attempts to prove by quotatious and remarks; but 
his desire to do mischief is greater than his power. He has, however, justly 
criticised some passages in these lines: 

There are whom Heaven has bless’d with store of wit, 

Yet want as much again to manage it: 

For wit and judgment ever are at strife— 
It is apparent that wit has two meanings, and that what is wanted, though 
called wit, is truly judgment. So far Dennis is undoubtedly right; but not 
content with argument, he will have a little mirth, and triumphs over the 
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first couplet in terms too elegant to be forgotten. ‘' By the way, what rare 
numbers are here! Would not one swear that this youngster had espoused 
some antiquated Muse, who had sued out a divorce on account of impo- 
tence, from some superannuated sinner; and, having been p—xed by her 
former spouse, has got the gout in her decrepit age, which makes her hobble 
so damnably?” This was the man who would reform a nation sinking into 
barbarity. 

In another place Pope himself allowed that Dennis had detected one of 
those blunders which are called ‘‘bulls."”" The first edition had this line: 

What is this wit— 

Where wanted scorn’d ; and envied where acquired ? 
‘¢ How,” says the critic, ‘‘can wit be scorned where it is not? Is not this 
a figure frequently employed in Hibernian land? The person that wants 
this wit may indeed be scorned, but the scorn shows the honour which the 
contemner has for wit.” Of this remark Pope made the proper use, by cor- 
recting the passage. 

I have preserved, I think, all that is reasonable in Dennis's criticism ; it 
remains that justice be done to his delicacy. ‘‘ For his acquaintance (says 
Dennis) he names Mr. Walsh, whohad by no means the qualification which 
this author reckons absolutely necessary to a critic, it being very certain that 
he was, like this Issayer, a very indifferent poet; he loved to be well- 
dressed ; and I remember a little young gentleman whom Mr. Walsh uscd 
to take into his company as a double foil to his person and capacity. In- 
quire, between Sunning-hill and Oakingham, for a young, short, squab 
gentleman, the very bow of the God of Love, and tell me whether he be a 
proper author to make personal reflections —He may extol the ancients, but 
he has reason to thank the gods that he was born a modern; for had he been 
born of Grecian parents, and his father consequently had by law had the 
absolute disposal of him, his life had been no lenger than that of one of his 
poems, the life of half a day.—Let the person of a gentleman of his parts 
be never so contemptible, his inward man is ten times more ridiculous; it being 
impossible that his outward form, though it be that of downright monkey, 
should differ so much from human shape as his unthinking, immaterial part 
does from human understanding.”” ‘Thus began the hostility between Pope 
and Dennis, which, though it was suspended for a short time, never was 
appeased. Pope seems, at first, to have attacked him wantonly; but though 
he always professed to despise him, he discovers, by mentioning him very 
often, that he felt his force or his venom. 

Of this Essay, Pope declared, that he did not expect the sale to be quick, 
because ‘‘not one gentleman in sixty, even of liberal education, could 
understand it.” The gentlemen, and the education of that time, seem to 
have been of a lower character than they are of this. He mentioned a 
thousand copies as a numerous impression. 

Dennis was not his only censurer: the zealous Papists thought the monks 
treated with too much contempt, and Erasmus too studiously praised ; but 
to these objections he had not much regard. 

The ‘‘ Essay” has been translated into French by Hamilton, author of 
the ‘‘Comte de Grammont,” whose version was never printed, by Robotham, 
secretary to the king for Hanover, and by Resnel; and commented by 
Dr. Warburton, who has discovered in it such order and connexion as was 
not perceived by Addison, nor, as is said, intended by the author. 

Almost every poem, consisting of precepts, is so far arbitrary and im. 
methodical, that many of the paragraphs may change places with no apparent 
inconvenience ; for of two or more positions, depending upon sgme remote 
and general principle, there is seldom any cogent reason why one should 
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precede the other. But for the order in which they stand, whatever it be, a 
little ingenuity may easily give a reason. ‘‘It is possible,’ says Hooker, 
‘‘that, by long circumduction, from any one truth all truth may be inferred,” 
Of all homogeneous truths, at lcast of all truths respecting the same general 
end, in whatever series they may be produced, a concatenation by inter- 
mediate ideas may be formed, such as, when it is once shown, shall appear 
natural ; but if this order be reversed, another mode of connexion equally 
speci8us may be found or made. Aristotle is praised for naming Fortitude 
first of the cardinal virtues, as that without which no other virtue can 
steadily be practised; but he might, with equal propricty, have placed 
Prudence and Justice before it ; since without Prudence, lortitude is mad ; 
without Justice, it is mischievous. As the end of method is perspicuity, that 
Series is sufficiently regular that avoids obscurity; and where there is no 
obscurity, it will not be difficult to discover method. 

In the Spectator was published the ‘‘ Messiah,”’ which he first submitted 
to the perusal of Steele, and corrected in compliance with his criticisms. It 
is reasonable to infer, from his Letters, that the verses on the ‘‘ Unfortunate 
Lady,” were written about the time when his ‘‘ ’ssay”’ was published. The 
lady’s name and adventures I have sought with fruitless inguiry.* I can 
therefore tell no more than I have learned from Mr. Ruffhead, who writes 
with the confidence of one who could trust his information. She was a 
woman of eminent rank and large fortune, the ward of an uncle, who, 
having given her a proper education, expected, like other guardians, that 
she should make at least an equal match ; and such he proposed to her, but 
found it rejected in favour of a young gentleman of inferior condition, 
Having discovered the correspondence between the two lovers, and finding 
the young lady determined to abide by her own choice, he supposed that 
separation might do what can rarely be done by arguments, and sent her 
into a forcign country, where she was obliged to converse only with those 
from whom her uncle had nothing to fear. Her lover took care to repeat 
his vows ; but his letters were intercepted and carried to her guardian, who 
directed her to be watched with still greater vigilance, till of this restraint 
she grew so impatient, that she bribed a woman servant to procure her a 
sword, which she directed to her heart. 

From this account, given with evident intention to raise the lady’s cha- 
racter, it does not appear that she had any claim to praise, nor much to 
compassion, She seems to have been impaticnt, violent, and ungovernable. 
Her uncle's power could not have lasted long ; the hour of liberty and choice 
would have come in time. But her desires were too hot for delay, and she 
liked self-murder better than suspense. Nor is it discovered that the uncle, 

. whoever he was, is with much justice delivered to posterity as ‘‘a false 
guardian ;” he seems to have done only that for which a guardian is 
appointed; he endeavoured to direct his niece tiil she should be able to 
direct herself. Poetry has not often been worse emplicyed than in dignifying 
the amorous fury of a raving girl. 

Not long after, he wrote the ‘‘Rape of the Lock,” the most airy, the 
most ingenious, and the most delightful of all his compositions, occasioned 
by a frolic of gallantry, rather too familiar, in which Lord Petre cut offa 
lock of Mrs. Arabella Fermor's hair. This, whcther stealth or violence, was 
so much resented, that the commerce of the two families, before very friendly, 
was interrupted. Mr. Caryl, a gentleman who, being secretary to King 
James's queen, had followed his mistress into France, and who, being the 
author of ‘‘Sir Solomon Single,” a comedy, and some translations, was 
entitled to the notice of a wit, solicited Pope to endeavour a reconciliation 

* See Gent. Mag. Vol. LI. p. 314. 
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by a ludicrous poem, which might bring both the parties to a better temper. 
In compliance with Caryl’s request, though his name was for a long time 
marked only by the first and last letter, C—1l, a poem of two cantos was written 
(1711), as is said, in a fortnight, and sent to the offended lady, who liked it 
well enough to show it ; and, with the usual process of literary transactions, 
the author, dreading a surreptitious edition, was forced to publish it. 

The event is said to have been such as was desired, the pacification and 
diversion of all to whom it related, except Sir George Brown, who com- 
plained with some bitterness, that, in the character of Sir Plume, he was 
made to talk nonsense. Whether all this be true I have some doubt; for at _ 
Paris, a few years ago, a niece of Mrs, Fermor, who presided in an English 
convent, mentioned Pope's work with very little gratitude, rather as an insult. 
than an honour; and she may be supposed to have inhcrited the opinion of 
her family. At its first appearance it was termed by Addison ‘‘ merum sal.” 
Pope, however, saw that it was capable of improvement ; and, having luckily 
contrived to borrow his machinery from the Rosicrucians, imparted the 
scheme with which his head was teeming to Addison, who told him that his 
work, as it stood, was ‘‘a delicious little thing,” and gave him no encou- 
ragement to retouch it. 

This has been too hastily considered as an instance of Addison’s jealousy ; 
for, as he could not guess the conduct of the new design, or the possibilities 
of pleasure comprised in a fiction of which there had been no examples, he 
might very reasonably and kindly persuade the author to acquiesce in his 
own prosperity, and forbear an attempt which he considered as an unneces- 
sary hazard. Addison's counsel was happily rejected. Pope foresaw the 
future efflorescence of imagery then budding in his mind, and resolved to 
Spare no art, or industry of cultivation. The soft luxuriance of his fancy 
was already shooting, and all the gay varieties of diction were ready at his 
hand to colour and embellish it. His attempt was justified by its success, 
The ‘‘ Rape of the Lock” stands forward, in the classes of literature, as the 
most exquisite example of ludicrous poetry. Berkeley congratulated him 
upon the display of powers more truly poetical than he had shown before ; 
with elegance of description and justness of precepts, he had now exhibited 
boundless fertility of invention, He always considered the intermixture of 
the machinery with the action as his most successful cxertion of poetical art. 
He indeed could never afterwards produce anything of such unexampled 
excellence. Those performances, which strike with wonder, are combina- 
tions of skilful genius with happy casualty; and it is not likely that any 
felicity, like the discovery of a new race of preternatural agents, should 
happen twice to the same man. 

Of this poem, the author was, I think, allowed to enjoy the praise for a 
long time without disturbance. Many years afterwards Dennis published 
some remarks upon it, with very little force, and with no effect; for the 
opinion of the public was already settled, and it was no longer at the mercy 
of criticism. 

About this time he published the ‘‘Temple of Fame,” which, as he tells 
Steele in their correspondence, he had written two years before ; that is, 
when he was only twenty-two years old, an early time of life for so much 
learning and so much observation as that work exhibits. On this poem 
Dennis afterwards published some remarks, of which the most reasonable 
is, that some of the lines represent motion as exhibited by sculpture. 

Of the Epistle from ‘‘ Eloisa to Abelard,” I do not know the date. His 
first inclination to attempt a composition of that tender kind arose, as Mr, 
Savage told me, from his perusal of Prior’s ‘‘ Nut-brown Maid.” How 
much he has surpassed Prior’s work it is not necessary to mention, when 
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perhaps it may be said with justice, that he has excelled every composition 
of the same kind. ‘The mixture of religious hope and resignation gives an 
elevation and dignity to disappointed love, which images merely natural 
cannot bestow. The gloom ofa convent strikes the imagination with fur 
greater force than the solitude of a grove. This piece was, however, not 
much his favourite in his latter years, though I never heard upon what princi- 
ple he slighted it. 

In the next year (1713) he published ‘‘ Windsor Forest ;" of which part 
was, as he relates, written at sixteen, about the same time as his Pastorals ; 
and the latter part was added afterwards ; where the addition begins we are 
nottold. The lines relating to the peace confess theirown date. It is dedi- 
cated to Lord Lansdowne, who was then in high reputation and influence 
among the Tories; and it is said, that the conclusion of the poem gave great 
pain to Addison, both as a poet and a politician. Reports like this are often 
spread with boldness very disproportionate to their evidence. Why should 
Addison receive any particular disturbance from the last lines of ‘‘ Windsor 
Forest?’ If contrariety of opinion could poison a politician, he could not 
live a day; and, asa poet, he must have felt Pope's force of genius much 
more from many other parts of his works. The pain that Addison might 
feel it is not likely that he would confess; and it is certain that he so well 
suppressed his discontent, that Pope now thought himself his favourite ; for, 
having been consulted in the revisal of ‘‘Cato,’”’ he introduced it by a prologue ; 
and, when Dennis published his Remarks, undertook, not indeed to vindicate, 
but to revenge his friend, by a ‘‘ Narrative of the Frenzy of John Dennis.” 

There is reason to believe that Addison gave no encouragement to this 
disingenuous hostility ; for, says Pope, in a letter to him, ‘‘indeed your 
opinion, that 'tis entirely to be neglected, would be my own in my own case ; 
but I felt more warmth here than I did when I first saw his book against 
myself (though indeed in two minutes it made me heartily merry)."" Addison 
was not a man on whom such cant of sensibility could make much impression. 
He left the pamphlet to itself, having disowned it to Dennis, and perhaps did 
not think Pope to have deserved much by his officiousness. 

This year was printed in the ‘‘ Guardian” the ironical comparison between 
the Pastorals of Philips and Pope ; a composition of artifice, criticism, and 
literature, to which nothing equal will easily be found. The superiority of 
Pope is so ingeniously dissembled, and the feeble lines of Philips so skilfully 
preferred, that Steele, being deceived, was unwilling to print the paper, lest 
Pope should be offended. Addison immediately saw the writer's design ; 
and, as it seems, had malice enough to conceal his discovery, and to permit 
a publication which, by making his friend Philips ridiculous, made him for 
_ ever an enemy to Pope. 

It appears that about this time Pope had a strong inclination to unite the 
art of painting with that of poetry, and put himself under the tuition of 
Jervas. He was near-sighted, and therefore not formed by nature for a 
: painter: he tried, however, how far he could advance, and sometimes pere 
suaded his friends to sit. A picture of Betterton, supposed to be drawn by him, 
was in the possession of Lord Mansfield :* if this was taken from the life, he 
must have begun to paint earlier ; for Betterton was nowdead. Pope's ambition 
of this new art produced some encomiastic verses to Jervas, which certainly show 
his power as a poet; but I have been told that they betray his ignorance of 
painting. He appears to have regarded Betterton with kindness and esteein ; 
and after his death published, under his name, a version into modern English 
of Chaucer's Prologues, and one of his Tales, which, as was related by Mr. 
Harte, were believed to have been the performance of Pope himself by 

* It is still at Caen Wood. 


382 POPE. 


Fenton, who made him a gay offer of five pounds, if he would show them in 
the hand of Betterton. 

The next year (1713) produced a bolder attempt, by which profit was 
sought as well as praise. The poems which he had hitherto written, how- 
ever they might have diffused his name, had made very little addition to his 
fortune. The allowance which his father made him, though, proportioned to 
what he had, it might be liberal, could not be large ; his religion hindered him 
from the occupation of any civil employment ; and he complained tkat he 
wanted even moncy to buy books.* He therefore resolved to try how far the 
favour of the public extended, by soliciting a subscription to a version of the 
‘‘Tliad,” with large notes. ‘To print by subscription was, for some time, a 
practice peculiar to the Ienglish. The first considerable work, for which 
this expedient was employed, is said to have becn Dryden's “' Virgil ;"t and 
it had been tried again with great success when the ‘‘‘latlers’’ were collected 
into volumes. 

There was reason to believe that Pope’s attempt would be successful. He 
was in the full bloom of reputation, and was personally known to almost all 
whom dignity of employment or splendour of reputation had made eminent ; 
he conversed indifferently with both parties, and never disturbed the public 
with his political opinions ; and it might be naturally expected, as each fac- 
tion then boasted its literary zeal, that the great men, who on other occa- ~ 
sions practised all the violence of opposition, would emulate each other in 
their encouragement of a poet who delighted all, and by whom none had 
been offended. With these hopes, he offered an English ‘‘ Iliad” to sub- 
scribers, in six volumes in quarto, for six guineas; a sum, according to the 
value of money at that time, by no means inconsiderable, and greater than 
I believe to have been ever asked before. His proposal, however, was very 
favourably received ; and the patrons of litcrature were busy to recommend 
his undertaking, and promote his interest. Lord Oxford, indeed, lamented 
that such a genius should be wasted upon a work not original ; but pro- 
posed no means by which he mighi live without it. Addison recommended 
caution and moderation, and advised him not to be content with the praise 
of half the nation, when he might be universally favoured. 

The greatness of the design, the popularity of the author, and the atten- 
tion of the literary world, naturally raised such expectations of the future sale, 
that the booksellers made their offers with great eagerness ; but the highest 
bidder was Bernard Lintot, who became proprietor, on condition of supply- 
ing, at his own expense, all the copies which were to be delivered to sub- 
aaah or presented to friends, and paying two hundred pounds for every 
volume. | 

Of the quartos, it was, I believe, stipulated that none should be printed 
but for the author, that the subscription might not be depreciated ; but 
Lintot impressed the same pages upon a small folio, and paper perhaps a 
little thinner; and sold exactly at half the price, for half a guinea each 
volume, books so little inferior to the quartos, that by fraud of trade, those 
folios, being afterwards shortened by cutting away the top and bottom, were 
sold as copies printed for the subscribers. 

Lintot printed two hundred and fifty on royal paper in folio, for two 
guineas a volume ; of the small folio, having printed seventeen hundred and 
fifty copies of the first volume, he reduced the numbcr in the other volumes 
toa thousand, It is unpleasant to relate that the bookseller, after all his 


* Spence. 
’ + Earlier than this,—viz., in 1698, Milton’s “Paradise Lost” had been published 
with great success by subscription, in folio, under the patronage of Mr. (afterwards 
Lord) Somers. 
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hopes, and all his liberality, was, by a very unjust and illegal action, de- 
frauded of his profit. An edition of the English ‘‘ Iliad” was printed in 
Holland in duodecimo, and imported clandestinely for the gratification of 
those who were impatient to read what they could not yet afford to buy. 
This fraud could only be counteracted by an edition equally cheap and more 
commodious; and Lintot was compelled to contract his folio at once into a 
duodecimo, and lose the advantage of an intermediate gradation. ‘The 
notesewhich in the Dutch copies were placed at the end of each book, as 
they had been in the large volumes, were now subjoined to the text in the 
same page, and are therefore more easily consulted. Of this edition two 
thousand five hundred were first printed, and five thousand a few weeks 
afterwards ; but indeed great numbers were necessary to produce consider- 
able profit. 

Pope, having now emitted his proposals, and engaged not only his own 
reputation, but in some degree that of his friends who patronised his sub- | 
scription, began to be frighted at his own undertaking ; and finding himself 
at first embarrassed with difficulties, which retarded and oppressed him, he 
was for a time timorous and uneasy, had his nights disturbed by dreams of 
long journeys through unknown ways, and wished, as he said '‘that some- 
body would hang him.’* This misery, however, was not of long continu- 
ance ; he grew by degrees more acquainted with Homer's images and ex- 
pressions, and practice increased his facility of versification. In a short 
time he represents himself as despatching regularly fifty verses a day, which 
would show him, by an easy computation, the termination of his labour, 
His own diffidence was not his only vexation. He that asks a subscription 
soon finds that he has enemies. All who do not encourage him defame 
him. He that wants moncy will rather be thought angry than poor: and 
he that wishes to save his money conceals his avarice by his malice. Addi- 
son had hinted his suspicion that Pope was too much a Tory ; and some of 
the ‘Tories suspected his principles, because he had contributed to the 
** Guardian,” which was carried on by Steele. 

To those who censured his politics were added enemies yet more dan- 
gerous, who called in question his knowledge of Greek, and his qualifications 
for a translator of Homer. ‘lo these he made no public opposition ; but in 
one of his Letters escapes from them as well as he can. At an age like his, 
for he was not more than twenty-five, with an irregular education, and a 
course of life of which much scems to have passed in conversation, it is not 
very likely that he overflowed with Greek. But when he felt himself deficient 
he sought assistance ; and what man of learning would refuse to help him ? 
Minute inquiries into the force of words are less necessary in translating 
Homer than other poets, because his positions are general, and his repre- 
sentations natural, with very little dependence on local or temporary customs, 
on those changeable scenes of artificial life, which, by mingling original 
with accidental notions, and crowding the mind with images which time 
effaces, produces ambiguity in diction, and obscurity in books. To this 
open display of unadulterated nature it must be ascribed, that Homer has 
fewer passages of doubtful meaning than any other poet either in the learned 
or in modern languages. I have read of a man, who being, by his igno- 
rance of Greek, compelled to gratify his curiosity with the Latin printed on 
the opposite page, declared that, from the rude simplicity of the lines literally 
rendered, he formed nobler ideas of the Homeric majesty, than from the 
. laboured elegance of polished versions. Those literal translations were 
always at hand, and from them he could easily obtain his author's sense 
with sufficient certainty ; and among the readers of Homer the number is 
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very small of those who find much in the Greek more than in the Latin, 
except the music of the numbers. 

If more help was wanting, he had the poetical translation of Eobanus 
Hessus, an unwearied writer of Latin verses ; he had the French Homers 
of La Valterie and Dacier, and the English of Chapman, Hobbes, and 
Ogilby. With Chapman, whose work, though now totally neglected, seems 
to have been popular almost to the end of the last century, he had very fre- 
quent consultations, and perhaps never translated any passage till he had 
read his version, which indeed he has been sometimes suspected of using 
instead of the original. Notes were likewise to be provided ; for the six 
volumes would have been very little more than six pamphlets without them. 
What the mere perusal of the text could suggest, Pope wanted no assis- 
tance to collect or methodize ; but more was necessary ; many pages were 
to be filled, and learning must supply materials to wit and judgment. Some- 
thing might be gathered from Dacier; but no man loves to be indebted to 
his contemporaries, and Dacier was accessible to common readers. Eusta- 
thius was therefore necessarily consulted. To read Eustathius, of whose 
work there was then no Latin version, I suspect Pope, if he had been willing, 
not to have been able; some other’ was therefore to be found, who had 
leisure as well as abilities ; and he was doubtless most readily employed who 
would do much work for little money. 

The history of the notes has never been traced. Broome, in his preface to 
his poems, declares himself the commentator ‘'in part upon the Iliad ;” and 
it appears from Fenton's Letter, preserved in the Museum, that Broome was 
at first engaged in consulting Eustathius; but that after a time, whatever 
was the reason, he desisted; another man of Cambridge was then employed, 
who soon grew weary of the work; and a third, that was recommended by 
Thirlby, is now discovered to have been Jortin, a man since well known to 
the learned world, who complained that Pope, having accepted and ap- 
proved his performance, never testified any curiosity to see him, and who 
professed to have forgotten the terms on which he worked. The terms 
which Fenton uses are very mercantile: ‘‘1 think at first sight that his per- 
formance is very commendable, and have sent word for him to finish the 
seventeenth book, and to send it with his demands for his trouble. I have 
here enclosed the specimen ; if the rest come before the return, I will keep 
them till I receive your order.” 

Broome then offered his service a second time, which was probably ac- 
cepted, as they had afterwards a closer correspondence. Parnell contri- 
buted the ‘‘ Life of Homer,” which Pope found so harsh, that he took great 
pains in correcting it ; and by his own diligence, with such help as kindness 
or money could procure him, in somewhat more than five years he com- 
pleted his version of the ‘‘ Tliad,”’ with the notes. He began it in 1712, his 
twenty-fifth year; and concluded it in 1718, his thirticth year. When we 
find him translating fifty lines a day, it is natural to suppose that he would 
have brought his work to a more speedy conclusion. The ‘‘Iliad,’’ con- 
taining less than sixteen thousand verses, might have been despatched in 
less than three hundred and twenty days by fifty verses in a day. The 
notes, compiled with the assistance of his mercenaries, could not be supposed 
to require more time than the text. According to this calculation, the 
progress of Pope may seem to have been slow; but the distance is com- 
monly very great between actual performances and speculative possibility. 
It is natural to suppose, that as much as has been done to-day may be done 
to-morrow ; but on the morrow some difficulty emerges, or some external 
impediment obstructs. Indolence, interruption, business, and pleasure, all 
take their turne of retardation; and every long work is lengthened by a 
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thousand causes that can, and ten thousand that cannot, be recounted. 
Perhaps no extensive and multifarious performance was ever effected within 
the term originally fixed in the undertaker’s mind. He that runs against 
Time has an antagonist not subject to casualties. 

The encouragement given to this translation, though report seems to have 
overrated it, was such as the world has not often seen. The subscribers 
were five hundred and seventy-five. The copies, for which subscriptions 
were given, were six hundred and fifty-four; and only six hundred and 
sixty were printed. For these copies Pope had nothing to pay; he there- 
fore received, including the two hundred pounds a volume, five thousand 
three hundred and twenty pounds four shillings, without deduction, as the 
books were supplied by Lintot. 

By the success of his subscription Pope was relieved from those pecuniary 
distresses with which, notwithstanding his popularity, he had hitherto 
struggled. Lord Oxford had often lamented his disqualification for public 
employment, but never proposed a pension. While the translation of 
‘‘Homer” was in its progress, Mr, Craggs, then secretary of state, offered 
to procure him a pension, which, at least during his ministry, might be 
enjoyed with secrecy. This was not accepted by Pope, who told him, how- 
ever, that, if he should be pressed with want of money, he would send to 
him for occasional supplies. Craggs was not long in power, and was never 
solicited for money by Pope, who disdained to beg what he did not want. 

With the product of this subscription, which he had too much discretion 
to squander, he secured his future life from want, by considerable annuities. 
The estate of the Duke of Buckingham was found to have been charged 
with five hundred pounds a year, payable to Pope, which doubtless his 
translation enabled him to purchase. 

It cannot be unwelcome to literary curiosity, that I deduce thus minutely 
the history of the English “ Iliad.” It is certainly the noblest version of 
poetry which the world has ever seen ; and its publication must therefore be 
considered as one of the great events in the annals of Learning. To those 
who have skill to estimate the excellence and difficulty of this great work, it 
must be very desirable to know how it was performed, and by what grada- 
tions it advanced to correctness. Of such an intellectual process the know- 
ledge has very rarely been attainable; but happily there remains the original 
copy of the ‘‘ Iliad,’’ which, being obtained by Bolingbroke as a curiosity, 
descended from him to Mallet, and is now, by the solicitation of the late 
Dr. Maty, reposited in the Museum. Between this manuscript, which is 
written upon accidental fragments of paper, and the printed edition, there 
must have been an intermediate copy, that was perhaps destroyed as it re- 
turned from the press. 

From the first copy I have procured a few transcripts, and shall exhibit 
first the printed lines ; then, in a small print, those of the manuscripts, with 
all their variations. ‘Those words in the small print, which are given in 
Italics, are cancelled in the copy, and the words placed under them adopted 
in their stead. 

The beginning of the first book stands thus : 


The wrath of Peleus’ son, the direful spring 
Of all the Grecian woes, O Goddess, sing, 
That wrath which hurl’d to Pluto’s gloomy reign 
The souls of mighty chiefs untimely slain 
The stern Pelides’ rage, O Goddess, sing, 


wrath 
Of all the woes of Greece the fatal spring, 
Grecian 
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That strewed with il dead the Phrygian plain, 
eroes 
Avid peopled the dark hell with heroes slain ; 
fill’d the shady hell with chiefs untimely 

Whose limbs, unburied on the naked shore, 
Devouring dogs and hungry vultures tore, 
Since great Achilles and Atrides strove ; 
Such was the sovereign doom, and such the will of Jove. 

Whose limbs, unburied on the hostile shore, 

Devouring dogs and greedy vultures tore, 

Since first Atrides and Achilles strove ; 

Such was the sovereign doom, and such the will of Jove. 


Declare, O Muse, in what ill-fated hour 
Sprung the ficrce strife, from what offended Powcr? 
Latona’s son a dire contayion spread, 
And heap’d the camp with mountains of the dead ; 
The King of men his reverend priest defy'd, 
And for the King’s offence the people dy’d. 
Declare, O Goddess, what offended Power 
Enflamed their rage, in that il/-omen’d hour ; 
anger fatal, hapless 
Phebus himself the dire debate procured, 
fierce 
T’ avenge the wrongs his injured priest endured; 
For this the God a dire infection spread, 
And heap’d the camp with millions of the dead: 
The King of Men the Sacred Sire defy’d, 
And for the King’s offence the people dy’d. 
For Chryses sought with costly gifts to gain 
His captive daughter from the Victor's chain ; 
Suppliant the venerable Father stands, 
Apollo’s awful ensigns grace his hands ; 
By these he begs, and, lowly bending down, 
Extends the sceptre and the laurel crown. 


For Chryses sought by presents to regain 
costly gifts to gain 

His captive daughter from the Victor’s chain ; 

Suppliant the vencrable Father stands, 

Apollo’s awful ensigns graced his hands. 

By these he begs, and, lowly bending down 

The golden sceptre and the laurel crown, 

Presents the sceptre 

For these as ensigns of his God he bare, 

The God that sends hie golden shafts afar 3 

Then low on earth the venerable man, 

Suppliant before the brother kings began. 
He sued to all, but chief implored for grace, 
The brother kings of Atreus’ royal race ; 
Ye kings and warriors, may your vows be crown’d, 
And Troy's proud walls lie level with the ground ; 
May Jove restore you, when your toils are o'er, 
Safe to the pleasures of your native shore. 

To all he sued, but chief implored for grace 

The brother kings of Atreus’ royal race, 

Ye sons of Atreus, may your vows be crown’d, 

Kings and warriors 
Your labours, by the Gods be all your labours crown’d ; 
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So may the Gods your arms uith conqueat bless, 
ae Troy’s prou ee level with the ground; 
ill ai 


And crown your labours with deserved succese ; 
May Jove restore you, when your toils are o’cr, 
Safe to the pleasures of your native shore. 


But, oh! relieve a wretched parent’s pain, 
And give Chryscis to these arms again ; 

° If mercy fail, yet let my present move, 
And dread avenging Phabus, son of Jove. 


But, oh! relieve a hapless parent’s pain, 
And give my daughter to these arms again ; 
Receive my gifts; if mercy fails, yet let my present move, 
And fear the God that deals his darts around, 
avenging Phobus, son of Jove. 


The Greeks, in shouts, their joint assent declare 
The priest to reverence, and release the fair. 
Not so Atrides ; he with kingly pride, 

Repulsed the sacred Sire, and thus reply'd. 


TIe said, the Greeks their joint assent declare, 

Lhe Father said, the gen’rous Greeks relent, 

T’ accept the ransom, and release the fair : 

Revere the priest, and apenk their joint assent 3 

Not so the tyrant, he, with kingly pride, 

Atrides 

Repulsed the sacred Sire, and thus reply’d, 

[Not so the tyrant. Drypxn, 


Of these lines, and of the whole first book, I am told that there was yet a 
former copy, more varied, and more deformed with interlineations. 

The beginning of the second book varies very little from the printed page, 
and is therefore set down without a parallel ; the few differences do not re 
quire to be elaborately displayed. 


Now pleasing sleep had seal'd each mortal eye: 
Stretch'd in their tents the Grecian leaders lic ; 
Th' Immortals slumber'd on their thrones above, 
All but the ever-watchful eye of Jove. 

To honour Thetis’ son he bends his care, 
And plunge the Greeks in all the woes of war. 
Then bids an empty phantom rise to sight, 
And thus commands the vision of the night : 

directs 
Fly hence, delusive dream, and, light as air, 
To Agamemnon’s royal tent repair ; 
Bid him in arms draw forth th’ embattled train, 
March ell his legions to the dusty plain. 
Now tell the king 'tis given him to destroy 
Declare ev'n now 
The lofty wad/s of wide-extended Troy ; 

tow'rs 
For now no more the Gods with Fate contend ; 
At Juno's suit the heavenly factions end, 
Destruction overs o'er yon devoted wall, 
hangs 
And nodding Hium waits th’ impending fall. 
cc2 
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Invocation to the catalogue of ships. 


Say, Virgins, seated round the throne divine, 
All-knowing Goddesses !| immortal Nine ! 

Since Earth's wide regions, Heaven's unmeasured height, 
And Hell's abyss, hide nothing from your sight, 

(We, wretched mortals ! lost in doubts below, 

But guess by rumour, and but boast we know) 

Oh ! say what heroes, fired by thirst of fame, 

Or urged by wrongs, to Troy's destruction came ! 

To count them all, demands a thousand tongues, 

A throat of brass and adamantine lungs. 


Now, Virgin Goddesses, immortal Nine! 
That round Olympus’ heavenly summit shine, 
Who see through Heaven and Earth, and Hell profound, 
And all things know, and all things can resound ! 
Relate what armies sought the Trojan land, 
What nations followed, and what chiefs command; 
(For doubtful fame distracts mankind below, 
And nothing can we tell, and nothing know) 
Without your aid, to count th’ unnumber’d train, 
A thousand mouths, a thousand tongues, were vain. 


Book V. w. x. 


But Pallas now Tydides’ soul inspires, 
Fills with her force, and warms with all her fires : 
Above the Greeks his deathless fame to raise, 
And crown her hero with distinguish'd praise, 
High on his helm celestial lightnings play, 
His beamy shield emits a living ray ; 
Th’ unwearied blaze incessant streams supplies, 
Like the red star that fires the autumnal skies. 


But Pallas now Tydides’ soul inspires, 
Fills with her rage, and warms with all her fires; 
force 

O’er all the Greeks decrees his fame to raise, 

Above the Greeks her warrior’s fame to ruiso, 
his deathless ; 

And crown her hero with immortal praise : 

distinguish d 
Bright from his beamy ide the lightnings play, 
elm 


igh on 
From his broad buckle flash’d the living ray ; 
High on his helm cclestial lightnings play, 
His beamy shield emits a livin ray 3 
The Goddess with her breath the flame supplies, 
Bright as the star whose fires in Autumn rise; 
Her breath divine thick streaming flames supplies, 
Bright as the star that fires th’ autumnal skies; 
Th’ unwearied blaze incessant streams supplies, 
Like the red star that fires th’ autumnal skies. 


When first he rears his radiant orb to sight, 
And bath’d in ocean shoots a keener light, 
Such glories Pallas on the chief bestow’d, 
Such from his arms the fierce effulgence flow’d ; 
Onward she drives him, furious to engage, 
Where the fight burns, and where the thickest rage, 
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When fresh he rears his radiant orb to sight, 

And gilds old Ocean with a blaze of light, 

Bright as the star that fires the autumnal skies, 

Fresh from the deep, and gilds the seas and skics s 

Such glories Pallas on her chief bestow’d, 

Such sparkling rays from his ee te armour flow’d, 

Such from his arms the fierce effulgence flow’d; 

Onward she drives him headlong to engage, 

furious 

Where the war bleeds, and where the flercest rage, 

fight burns thickest 


The sons of Dares first the combat sought, 
A wealthy priest, but rich without a fault ; 
In Vulcan's fane the father’s days were led, 
The sons to toils of glorious battle bred ; 
There lived a Trojan—Dares was his name, 
The priest of Vulcan, rich, yct void of blame; 
The sons of Dares first the combat sought, 
A wealthy pricst, but rich without a fault. 


Conclusion of Book VIII. v. 687. 


As when the moon, refulgent lamp of night, 
O’er Heaven's clear azure spreads her sacred light 
When not a breath disturbs the deep serene, 
And not a cloud o’ercasts the solemn scene ; 
Around her throne the vivid planets roll, 
And stars unnumber'd gild the glowing pole ; 
O’er the dark trees a yellower verdurc shed, 
And tip with silver every mountain’s head : 
Then shine the vales—the rocks in prospect rise, 
A flood of glory bursts from all the skies ; 
The conscious swains, rejoicing in the sight, 
Eye the blue vault, and bless the useful light. 
So many flames before proud Ilion blaze, 
And lighten glimmering Xanthus with their rays ; 
The long reflections of the distant fires 
Gleam on the walls, and tremble on the spires. 
A thousand piles the dusky horrors gild, 
And shoot a shady lustre o’er the field ; 
Full fifty guards each flaming pile attend, 
Whose umber’d arms by fits thick flashes send ; 
Loud neigh the coursers o'er their heaps of corn, 
And ardent warriors wait the rising morn. 

As when in stillness of the silent night, 

As when the moon in all her lustre bright, 

As when the moon, refulgent lamp of night, 

O’er Heaven’s clear azure sheds her silver light 5 

pure spreads sacred 

As still in air the trembling lustre stood 

And o’er its golden border shoots a flood ; 

When xo loose gale disturbs the deep serene, 

not a breath 
And xo dim cloud o’ercasts the solemn scene; 
not a 

Around her silver throne the planets glow, 

And stars unnumber’d trembling beams bestow; 

Around her throne the vivid planets roll, ‘ 

Aud stars unnumber’d gild the glowing pole: 
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Clear gleams of light o’cr the dark trees are seen, 
o’er the dark trees a ycllow sheds 
O’cr the dark trees a yellower green they shed, 
gleam 
verdure 
And tip with silver all the mountain heads 
forest 
And tip with silver every mountain’s head. 
The valleys open, and the forests rise, 
The vales appear, the rocks in prospect rise, 
Then shine the vales, the rocks in prospect rise, 
All nature stands reveal’d before our eyes; 
A flood of glory bursts from all the skics. 
The conscious shepherd, joyful at the sight, 
Eyes the blue vault, and numbers every light. 
The conscious swains rejoicing at the sight, 
Shepherds gazing with delight 
Eye the blue vault, and bless the vivid light, 
glorious 
useful 
So many flames before the navy blaze, 
proud Ilion 
And lighten glimmering Xanthus with their rays, 
Wide o’er the fields to Troy extend the gleams, 
And tip the distant spires with fainter beams ; 
The long reflections of the distant fires 
Gild the high walls, and tremble on the spires; 
Gleam on the walls, and tremble on the spires; 
A thousand fires at distant stations bright, 
Gild the dark prospect, and dispel the night. 

Of these specimens every man who has cultivated poetry, or who delights 
to trace the mind from the rudeness of its first conceptions to the elegance of 
its last, will naturally desire a great number; but most other readers are 
already tired, and I am not writing only to poets and philosophers. 

The ‘‘Iliad” was published volume by volume, as the translation pro- 
ceeded : the four first books appeared in 1715. The expectation of this 
work was undoubtedly high, and every man who had connected his name 
with criticism, or poetry, was desirous of such intelligence as might enable 
him to talk upon the popular topic. Halifax, who, by having been first a 
poet, and then a patron of poctry, had acquired the right of being a judge, 
was willing to hear some books while they were yet unpublished. Of this 
rehearsal Pope afterwards gaye the following account :*— 

‘‘ The famous Lord Halifax was rather a pretender to taste than really 
possessed of it.—When I had finished the two or three first books of my 
translation of the ‘Iliad,’ that Lord desired to have the pleasure of hearing 
them read at his house. Addison, Congreve, and Garth, were there at the 
reading. In four or five places, Lord Halifax stopped me very civilly, and 
with a speech each time of much the same kind, ‘I beg your pardon, Mr. 
Pope ; but there is something in that passage that does not quite please me. 
Be so good as to mark *he place, and consider it a little at your leisure. I 
am sure you can give it a little turn.'—I returned from Lord Halifax's with 
Dr. Garth, in his chariot ; and, as we were going along, was saying to the 
Doctor, that my lord had laid me under a great deal of difficulty by such loose 
aud general observations; that I had been thinking over the passages 
almost ever since, and could not guess at what it was that offended his lord- 
ship in either of them. Garth laughed heartily at my embarrassment : said, 
I had not been long enough acquainted with Lord Halifax to know his way 
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yet; that I need not puzzle myself about looking those places over and 
over when I got home. ‘All you need do (says he) is to leave them just 
as they are; call on Lord Halifax two or three months hence, thank him for 
his kind observations on those passages, and then read them to him as 
altered. I have known him much longer than you have, and will be answer- 
able for the event.’ I followed his advice; waited on Lord Halifax some 
time gfter ; said, I hoped he would find his objections to those passages 
removed ; read them to him exactly as they were at first: and his lordship 
was extremely pleased with them, and cried out, ‘Ay, now thcy are perfectly 
right : nothing can be better.’”’ 

It is seldom that the great or the wise suspect that they are despised or 
cheated. Halifax, thinking this a lucky opportunity of securing immortality, 
made some advances of favour and some overtures of advantage to Pope, 
which he seems to have reccived with sullen coldness. All our knowledge of 
this transaction is derived from a single lettcr (Dec. 1, 1714), in which Pope 
says, ‘‘I am obliged to you, both for the favours you have done me, and . 
those you intend me. I distrust neither your will nor your memory, when it 
is to do good; and if I ever become troublesome or solicitous, it must not 
be out of expectation, but out of gratitude. Your lordship may cause me 
to live agreeably in the town, or contentedly in the country, which is really 
all the difference I set between an easy fortune anda small one. It is in- 
deed a high strain of generosity in you to think of making me easy all my 
life, only because I have been so happy as to divert you some few hours: 
but, if I may have leave to add it is because you think me no enemy to my 
native country, there will appear a better reason ; for I must of consequence 
be very much (as I sincerely am) yours, &c.” 

These voluntary offers, and this faint acceptance, ended without effect. 
The patron was not accustomed to such frigid gratitude ; and the poct fed 
his own pride with the dignity of independence. ‘They probably were sus- 
picious of each other. Pope would not dedicate till he saw at what rate his 
praise was valued ; he would be ‘‘ troublesome out of gratitude, not expec- 
tation.” Halifax thought himself entitled to confidence ; and would give 
nothing, unless he knew what he should reccive. ‘Their commerce had its 
beginning in hope of praise on one side, and of money on the other, and 
ended because Pope was less eager of money than HElalifax of praise. It is 
not likely that Halifax had any personal benevolence to Pope; it is evident 
that Pope looked on Halifax with scorn and hatred. 

The reputation of this great work failed of gaining him a patron ; but it 
deprived him of a friend. Addison and he were now at the head of poctry 
and criticism ; and both in such a state of elevation, that, like the two rivals 
in the Roman state, one could no longer bear an equal, nor the other a 
superior. Of the gradual abatement of kindness between friends, the 
beginning is often scarcely discernible to themsclves, and the process is con- 
tinued by petty provocations, and incivilitics sometimes peevishly returned, 
and sometimes contemptuously neglected, which would escape all attention 
but that of pride, and drop from any memory but that of resentment. That 
the quarrel of these two wits should be minutely deduced, is not to be ex- 
pected from a writer to whom, as Homer says, ‘‘nothing but rumour has 
reached, and who has no personal knowledge.” 

Pope’ doubtless approached Addison, when the reputation of their wit first 
brought them together, with the respect due to a man whose abilities were 
acknowledged, and who, having attained that eminence to which he was 
himself aspiring, had in his hands the distribution of literary fame. He paid 
court with sufficient diligence by his Prologue to ‘‘ Cato,” by his abuse of 
Dennis, and with praise yet more direct, by his poem on the ‘‘ Dialogues on 
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Medals,” of which the immediate publication was then intended. In all this 
there was no hypocrisy ; for he confessed that he found in Addison something 
more pleasing than in any other man. 

It may be supposed, that as Pope saw himself favoured by the world, 
and more frequently compared his own powers with those of others, his 
confidence increased, and his submission lessened ; and that Addison felt no 
delight from the advances of a young wit, who might soon contend with him 
for the highest place. Every great man, of whatever kind be his grea.ness, 
has among his friends those who officiously, or insidiously, quicken his atten- 
tion to offences, heighten his disgust, and stimulate his resentment. Of such 
adherents Addison doubtless had many; and Pope was now too high to be 
without them. From the emission and reception of the Proposals for the 
** Tliad,”” the kindness of Addison seems to have abated. Jervas the panter 
once pleased himself (Aug. 20, 1714) with imagining that he had re-esta- 
blished their friendship ; and wrote to Pope that Addison once suspected 
him of too close a confederacy with Swift, but was now satisfied with his con- 
duct. To this Pope answered, a week after, that his engagements to Swiit 
were such as his services in regard to the subscription demanded, and that 
the Tories never put him under the necessity of asking leave to be grateful. 
‘‘ But,” says he, ‘‘as Mr. Addison must be the judge in what regards him- 
self, and seems to have no very just one in regard to me, so I must own to 
ycu I expect nothing but civilityfrom him.’”’ Inthe same letter he mentions 
Philips, as having been busy to kindle animosity between them ; but ina 
letter to Addison, he expresses some consciousness of behaviour, inattentively 
deficient in respect. 

Of Swift's industry in promoting the subscription there remains the testi- 
mony of Kennet, no friend to either him or Pope. 

‘‘Nov. 2, 1713, Dr. Swift came into the coffee-house, and had a bow 
from everybody but me, who, I confess, could not but despise him. When 
I came to the antechamber to wait, before prayers, Dr. Swift was the 

rincipal man of talk and business, and acted as master of requests. Then 
be instructed a young nobleman that the dest Poet in England was Mr. Pope 
(a papist) who had begun a translation of Homer into English verse, for 
which he must have them all subscribe: for, says he, the author shall not 
begin to print till 7 ave a thousand guineas for him.” 

About this time it is likely that Steele, who was, with all his political fury, 
good-natured and officious, procured an interview between these angry 
rivals, which ended in aggravated malevolence. On this occasion, if the 
reports be true, Pope made his complaint with frankness and spirit, as a 
man undeservedly neglected or opposed; and Addison affected a con- 
temptuous unconcern, and, in a calm even voice, reproached Pope with his 
vanity, and, telling him of the improvements which his early works had 
received from his own remarks and those of Steele, said, that he, being now 
engaged in public business, had no longer any care for his poetical reputa- 
tion: nor had any other desire, with regard to Pope, than that he should 
not, by too much arrogance, alienate the public. 

To this Pope is said to have replied with great keenness and severity, 
upbraiding Addison with perpetual dependence, and with the abuse of those 
qualifications which he had obtained at the public cost, and charging him 
with mean endeavours to obstruct the progress of rising merit. The contest 
rose so high, that they parted at last without any interchange of civility. 

The first volume of ‘‘ Homer” was (1715) in time published ; and a rival 
version of the first '‘ Iliad,” for rivals the time of their appearance inevitably 
made them, was immediately printed, with the name of Tickell. It was 
soon perceived that, among the followers of Addison, Tickell had the 
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preference, and the critics and poets divided into factions. ‘‘I,” says Pope, 
‘‘ have the town, that is, the mob, on my side; but it is not uncommon for 
the smaller party to supply by industry what it wants in numbers, I appeal 
to the people as my rightful judges, and, while they are not inclined to 
condemn me, shall not fear the high-flyers at Button’s,” This opposition he 
immediately imputed to Addison, and complained of it in terms sufficiently 
resentful to Craggs, their common friend. 

When Addison's opinion was asked, he declared the versions to be both 
good, but Tickell’s the best that had ever been written ; and sometimes 
said, that they were both good, but that Tickell had more of ‘‘ Homer.” 

’ Pope was now sufficiently irritated ; his reputation and his interest were 
at hazard. He once intended to print together the four versions of Dryden, 
Maynwaring, Pope, and Tickell, that they might be readily compared, and 
fairly estimated. ‘This design seems to have been defeated by the refusal of 
Tonson, who was the proprietor of the other three versions. 

Pope intended, at another time, a rigorous criticism of Tickell’s transla- 
tion, and had marked a copy, which I have seen, in all places that appeared 
defective. But, while he was thus meditating defence or revenge, his adver- 
sary sunk before him without a blow; the voice of the public was not long 
divided, and the preference universally given to Pope’s performance. He 
was convinced, by adding one circumstance to another, that the other trans- 
lation was the work of Addison himself; but, if he knew it in Addison’s life- 
time, it does not appear that he told it. He left his illustrious antagonist to 
be punished by what has been considered as the most painful of all reflec- 
tions—the remembrance of a crime perpetrated in vain, The other circum- 
stances of their quarrel were thus related by Pope :* 

‘*Philips seemed to have been encouraged to abuse me in coffee-houses, 
and conversations : and Gildon wrote a thing about Wycherley, in which he 
had abused both me and my relations very grossly. Jord Warwick himself 
told me one day, that it was in vain for me to endeavour to be well with Mr. 
Addison ; that his jealous temper would never admit of a settled friendship 
between us: and, to convince me of what he had said, assured me, that 
Addison had encouraged Gildon to publish those scandals, and had given 
him ten guineas after they were published. The next day, while I was 
heated with what I had heard, I wrote a letter to Mr. Addison, to let him 
know that I was not unacquainted with this behaviour of his; that, if I was 
to speak severely of him in return for it, it should not be in such a dirty 
way; that I should rather tell him, himself, fairly of his faults, and allow 
his good qualities ; and that it should be something in the following manner: 
I then adjoined the first sketch of what has since been called my satire on 
Addison. Mr. Addison used me very civilly ever after.’’f 

The verses on Addison, when they were sent to Atterbury, were considered 
by him as the most excellent of Pope’s performances; and the writer was 
advised, since he knew where his strength lay, not to suffer it to remain un- 
employed. This year (1715) being, by the subscription, enabled to live 
more by choice, having persuaded his father to sell their estate at Binfield, 
he purchased, I think only for his life, that house at Twickenham to which 
his residence afterwards procured so much celebration, and removed thither 
with his father and mother. Here he planted the vines and the quincunx 
which his verses mention; and being under the necessity of making a subter- 
raneous passage to a garden on the other side of the road, he adorned it 
with fossil bodies, and dignified it with the title of a grotto; a place of 
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silence and retreat, from which he endeavoured to persuade his friends and 
himself thaf cares and passions could be excluded. 

A grotto is not often the wish or pleasure of an Englishman, who has 
more frequent need to solicit than exclude the sun ; but Pope's excavation 
was requisite as an entrance to his garden; and, as some men try to be 
proud of their defects, he extracted an ornament from an inconvenience, and 
vanity produced a grotto where neccssity enforced a passage. It may be 
frequently remarked of the studious and speculative, that they are proud of 
trifles, and that their amusements seem frivolous and childish : whether it 
be that men, conscious of great reputation, think themselves above the 
reach of censure, and safe in the admission of negligent indulgences, or 
that mankind expect from elevated genius an uniformity of greatness, and 
watch its degradation with malicious wonder ; like him who, having followed 
with his eye an eagle into the clouds, should lament that she ever descended 
to a perch. 

While the volumes of his ‘‘ Homcr’” were annually published, he col- 
lected his former works (1717) into one quarto volume, to which he prefixed 
a preface, written with great sprightliness and elegance, which was after- 
wards reprinted, with some passages subjoined that he at first omitted: 
other marginal additions of the same kind he made in the later editions of 
his poems, Waller remarks, that poets lose half their praise, because the 
reader knows not what they have blotted. Pope's voracity of fame taught 
him the art of obtaining the accumulated honour, both of what he had 
published, and of what he had suppressed. In this year his father died 
suddenly, in his seventy-fifth year, having passed twenty-nine years in 

rivacy. He is not known but by the character which his son has given 
im. If the money with which he retired was all gotten by himself, he had 
traded very successfully in times when sudden riches were rarcly attainable. 

The publication of the ‘‘Iliad’’ was at last completed in 1720. The 
splendour and success of this work raised Pope many enemies, that en- 
deavoured to depreciate his abilities. Burnet, who was afterwards a judge 
of no mean reputation, censured him in a piece called ‘‘ Homerides” before 
it was published, Ducket likewise endeavoured to make him ridiculous. 
Dennis was the perpetual persecutor of all his studies. But, whoever his 
critics were, their writings are lost ; and the names, which are preserved, are 
preserved in the ‘‘Dunciad.” 

In this disastrous year (1720) of national infatuation, when more riches 
than Peru can boast were expected from the South Sea, when the contagion 
of avarice tainted every mind, and even poets panted after wealth, Pope 
was seized with the universal passion, and ventured some of his money. 
The stock rose in its price ; and for a while he thought himself the lord of 
thousands. But this dream of happiness did not last long; and he seems 
to have waked soon enough to get clear with the loss of what he once 
thought himself to have won, and perhaps not wholly of that. 

Next year he published some select poems of his friend Dr. Parnell, with 
a very clegant Dedication to the Earl of Oxford ; who, after all his struggles 
and dangers, then lived in retirement, still under the frown of a victorious 
faction, who could take no pleasure in hearing his praise. He gave the 
Same year (1721) an edition of Shakspeare. His name was now of so 
much authority, that Tonson thought himself entitled, by annexing it, to 
demand a subscription of six guineas for Shakspeare's plays in six quarto 
volumes ; nor did his expectation much deccive him ; for, of seven hundred 
and fifty which he printed, he dispersed a great number at the price pro- 
posed. The reputation of that edition indeed sunk afterwards so low, that 
one hundred and forty copies were sold at sixteen shillings each. On this 
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undertaking, to which Pope was induced by a reward of two hundred and 
seventeen pounds twelve shillings, he seems never to have reflected after- 
wards without vexation ; for Theobald, a man of heavy diligence, with very 
slender powers, first, in a book called ‘‘Shakspeare Restored,” and then in 
a formal edition, detected his deficiencies, with all the insolence of victory; 
and as he was now high enough to be feared and hated, Theobald had 
fromeothers all the help that could be supplied, by the desire of humbling a 
haughty character. From this time Pope became an enemy to editors, cole 
lators, commentators, and verbal critics ; and hoped to persuade the world, 
that he miscarried in this undertaking only by having a mind too great for 
such minute employment. 

Pope in his edition undoubtedly did many things wrong, and left many 
things undone ; but let him not be defrauded of his due praise. He was 
the first that knew, at least the first that told, by what helps the text might 
be improved. If he inspected the early editions negligently, he taught 
others to be more accurate. In his Preface he expanded with great skill 
and elegance the character which had been given of Shakspeare by Dryden ; 
and he drew the public attention upon his works, which, though often men- 
ticned, had been little read. Soon after the appearance of the ‘‘Iliad,” 
reséving not to let the general kindness cool, he published proposals for a 
translation of the ‘‘Odyssey,” in five volumes, for five guineas. He was 
willing, however, now to have associates in his labour, being either weary 
with toiling upon another's thoughts, or having heard, as Ruffhead relates, 
that Fenton and Broome had ziready begun the work, and liking better to 
have them confederates than rivals, In the patent, instead of saying that 
he had ‘‘ translated” the ‘‘ Odyssey,” as he had said of the ‘‘ Iliad,” he says 
that he had ‘‘undertaken” a translation: and in the proposals, the subscrip- 
tion is said to be not solcly for his own use, but for that of ‘‘two of his 
friends who have assisted him in this work.” 

In 1723, while he was engaged in this new version, he appeared before 
the Lords at the memorable trial of Bishop Atterbury, with whom he had 
lived in great familiarity, and frequent correspondence. Atterbury had 
honestly recommended to him the study of the Popish controversy, in hope of 
his conversion ; to which Pope answered in a manner that cannot much 
recommend his principles, or his judgment. In questions and projects of 
learning, they agreed better. He was called at the trial to give an account 
of Atterbury’s domestic life, and private employment, that it might appear 
how little time he had left for plots. Pope had but few words to utter, and 
in those few he made several blunders. 

His Letters to Atterbury express the utmost estcem, tenderness, and grati- 
tude: ‘‘perhaps,”’ says he, ‘‘it is not only in this world that I may have 
cause to remember the Bishop of Rochester.” At thcir last interview in the 
Tower, Atterbury presented him with a Bible. 

Of the ‘‘Odyssey”’ Pope translated only twelve books ; the rest were the 
work of Broome and Fenton: the notes were written wholly by Broome, who 
was not over-liberally rewarded. The public was carefully kept ignorant of 
the several shares ; and an account was subjoined at the conclusion, which 
is now known not to be true. The first copy of Pope’s books, with those of 
Fenton, are to be seen inthe Museum. ‘The parts of Pope are less inter- 
lined than the ‘‘ Iliad; and the latter books of the ‘‘ Iliad’ less than the 
former. He grew dexterous by practice, and every sheet enabled him to 
write the next with more facility. ‘The books of Fenton have very few altera- 
tions by the hand of Pope. Those of Broome have not been found; but 
Pope complained, as it is reported, that he had much trouble in correcting 
them. His contract with Lintot was the same as for the “‘ Iliad,” except 
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that only one hundred pounds were to be paid him for each volume. 
The number of subscribers were five hundred and seventy-four, and of copies 
eight hundred and nineteen ; so that his profit, when he had paid his assistants, 
was still very considerable. The work was finished in 1725; and from that 
time he resolved to make no more translations. The sale did not answer 
Lintot’s expectation ; and he then pretended to discover something of a fraud 
in Pope, and commenced or threatened a suit in Chancery. F 

On the English ‘‘ Odysscy” a criticism was published by Spence, at that 
time Prelector of Poetry at Oxford; a man whose learning was not very 
‘great, and whose mind was not very powerful. His criticism, however, was 
commonly just; what he thought, he thought rightly; and his remarks were 
recommended by his coolness and candour. In him Pope had the first ex- 
perience of a critic without malevolence, who thought it as much his duty 
to display beautics as expose faults ; who censured with respect, and praised 
with alacrity. With this criticism Pope was so little offended, that he sought 
the acquaintance of the writer, who lived with him from that time in great 
familiarity, attended him in his last hours, and compiled memorials of his 
conversation. The regard of Pope recommended him to the great and 

owerful ; and he obtained very valuable preferments in the Church. Not 

ong after, Pope was returning home from a visit in a friend’s coach, which, 

in passing a bridge, was overturned into the water; the windows were 
closed, and, being unable to force them open, he was in danger of imme- 
diate death, when the postilion snatched him out by breaking the glass, of 
fart the fragments cut two of his fingers in such a manner, that he lost 
their use. 

Voltaire, who was then in England, sent him a letter of consolation. He 
had been entertained by Pope at his table, where he talked with so much 
grossness, that Mrs. Pope was driven from the room. Pope discovered, by a 
trick, that he was a spy for the Court, and never considered him as a man 
worthy of confidence. He soon afterwards (1727) joined with Swift, who 
was then in England, to publish three volumcs of Miscellanies, in which, 
amongst other things, he inserted the ‘‘ Memoirs of a Parish Clerk,” in 
ridicule of Burnet's importance in his own History, and a ‘‘ Debate upon 
Black and White Horses,” written in all the formalities of a legal process by 
the assistance, as is said, of Mr. Fortescue, afterwards Master of the Rolls. 
Before these Miscellanies is a preface signed by Swift and Pope, but ap- 
parently written by Pope ; in which he makes a ridiculous and romantic 
complaint of the robberies committed upon authors by the clandestine 
seizure and sale of their papers. He tells, in tragic strains, how ‘‘the 
cabinets of the sick and the closets of the dead have been broken open and 
ransacked ;” as if those violences were often committed for papers of un- 
certain and accidental value, which are rarely provoked by real treasures ; 
as if epigrams and essays were in danger where gold and diamonds are safe. 
A cat hunted for his musk is, according to Pope’s account, but the emblem 
of a wit winded by booksellers. His complaint, however, received some 
attestation ; for the same year the letters written by him to Mr. Cromwell 
in his youth, were sold by Mrs. Thomas to Curll, who printed them. 

In these Miscellanies was first published the ‘‘ Art ot Sinking in Poetry,” 
which, by such a train of consequences as usually passes in literary quarrels, 
ey in a short time, according to Pope's account, occasion to the ‘' Dun- 
ciad.” : 

In the following year (1728) he began to put Atterbury’s advice in 
practice ; and showed his satrical powers by publishing the ‘‘ Dunciad,” 
one of his greatest and most elaborate performances, in which he endea- 
voured to sink into contempt all the writers by whom he had been attacked, 
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and some others whom he thought unable to defend themselves. At the 
head of the Dunces he placed poor Theobald, whom he accused of ingra~- 
titude ; but whose real crime was supposed to be that of having revised 
Shakspeare more happily than himself. This satire had the effect which 
he intended, by blasting the characters which it touched. Ralph, who, un- 
necessarily interposing in the quarrel, got a place in a subsequent edition, 
complained that for a time he was in danger of starving, as the booksellers 
had no longer any confidence in his capacity. The prevalence of this poem 
was gradual and slow: the plan, if not wholly new, was little understood 
by common readers. Many of the allusions required illustration ; the names 
were often expressed only by the initial and final letters, and if they had 
been printed at length, were such as few had known or recollected. The 
subject itself had nothing gencrally interesting, for whom did it concern to 
know that one or another scribbler was a dunce? If, therefore, it had been 
possible for those who were attacked to conccal their pain and their resent- 
ment, the ‘‘Dunciad’’ might have made its way very slowly in the world, 
This, however, was not to be expected : every man is of importance to him- 
self, and therefore, in his own opinion, to others ; and, supposing the world 
already acquainted with all his pleasures and his pains, is perhaps the first 
to publish injuries or misfortunes, which had never been known unless re- 
lated by himself, and at which those that hear them will only laugh ; for no 
man sympathises with the sorrows of vanity. 

The history of the ‘‘Dunciad” is very minutely related by Pope himself, 
in a Dedication which he wrote to Lord Middlesex in the name of Savage. 

‘‘T will relate the war of the ‘Dunces’ (for so it has been commonly 
called), which began in the year 1727, and ended in 1730. 

‘‘When Dr. Swift and Mr. Pope thought it proper, for reasons specified 
in the Preface to their Miscellanies, to publish such little pieces of theirs as 
had occasionally got abroad, there was added to them the ‘ Treatise of the 
Bathos, or the Art of Sinking in Poctry.’ It happened that, in one 
chapter of this picce, the several species of bad poets were ranged in cfusses, 
to which were prefixed almost all the letters of the alphabet (the greatest 
part of them at random) ; but such was the number of poets eminent in 
that art, that some one or other took every letter to himself: all fell into so 
violent a fury, that, for half a year or more, the common newspapers (in most 
of which they had some property, as being hired writers) were filled with 
the most abusive falsehoods and scurrilities they could possibly devise ; a 
liberty no way to be wondered at in those people, and in those papers, that, 
for many years during the uncontrolled licence of the press, had aspersed 
almost all the great characters of the age; and this with impunity, their 
own persons and names being utterly secret and obscure. This gave Mr. 
Pope the thought that he had now some opportunity of doing good, by 
detecting and dragging into light these common enemies of mankind ; since, 
to invalidate this universal slander, it sufficed to show what contemptible 
men were the authors of it. He was not without hopes, that, by manifesting 
the dulness of those who had only malice to recommend them, either the 
booksellers would not find their account in employing them, or the men 
themselves, when discovered, want courage to proceed in so unlawful an 
occupation. This it was that gave birth to the ‘ Dunciad ;’ and he thought 
it an happiness, that, by the late flood of slander on himself, he had ac- 
quired such a peculiar right over their names as was necessary to this design. 

‘On the 12th of March, 1729, at St. James’s, that poem was presented to 
the king and queen (who had before been pleased to read it) by the right 
honourableSir Robert Walpole ; and, some daysafter, the wholeimpression was 
taken and dispersed by several noblemen and persons of the first distinction, 
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‘‘It is certainly’a true observation, that no people are so impatient of 
censure as thosé who are the greatest slanderers, which was wonderfully 
exemplified on this occasion. On the day the book was first vended, a 
crowd of authors besieged the shop; entreaties, advices, threats of law and 
battery,—nay, cries of treason, were all employed to hinder the coming out 
of the ‘Dunciad.’ On the other side, the booksellers and hawkers made as 
great efforts to procure it. What could a few poor authors do against so 
great a majority as the public? There was no stopping a torrent with a 
finger ; so out it came. 

‘‘Many ludicrous circumstances attended it. The ‘Dunces’ (for by this 
name they were called) held weekly clubs, to consult of hostilities against 
the author: one wrote a lette: to a great minister, assuring him Mr. Pope 
was the greatest enemy the government had ; and another bought his image 
in clay, to execute him in effigy; with which sad sort of satisfaction the 
gentlemen were a little comforted. Some false editions of the book having 
an owl in their frontispicce, the true one, to distinguish it, fixed in his stead 
an ass laden with authors, Then another surreptitious one being printed 
with the same ass, the new edition in octavo returned for distinction to the 
owl again. Hence arose a great contest of booksellers against booksellers, 
and advertisements against advertisements ; some recommending the edition 
of the owl, and others the edition of the ass; by which names they came 
to be distinguished, to the great honour also of the gentlemen of the 
‘ Dunciad.’”’ 

Pope appears by this narrative to have contemplated his victory over the 
‘*Dunces” with great exultation ; and such was his delight in the tumult 
which he had raised, that for a while his natural sensibility was suspended, 
and he read repruaches and invectives without emotion, considering them 
only as the necessary effects of that pain which he rejoiced in having given. 
It cannot however be concealed that, by his own confession, he was the 
ageressor: for nobody believes that the letters in the ‘‘ Bathos”’ were placed 
at rai.-vm; and it may be discovered that, when he thinks himself con- 
cealec, he indulges the common vanity of common men, and triumphs in 
those distinctions which he affected to despise. He is proud that his book 
was presented to the king and queen by the right honourable Sir Robert. 
Walpole ; he is proud that they had read it before; he is proud that the 
edition was taken off by the nobility and persons of the first distinction. 
The edition of which he speaks was, I believe, that which, by telling in the 
text the names, and in the notes the characters of those whom he had sati- 
rised, was made intelligible and diverting. ‘The critics had now declared 
their approbation of the plan, and the common reade: began to like it with- 
out fear; those who were strangers to petty literature, and therefore unable 
to decipher initials and blanks, had now names and persons brought within 
their view ; and delighted in the visible effects of those shafts of malice, 
which they had hitherto contemplated as shot into the air, 

Dennis, upon the fresh provocation now given him, renewed the enmity 
which had for a time been appeased by mutual civilities; and published 
remarks, which he had till then suppressed, upon the ‘‘ Rape of the Lock.” 
Many more grumbled in secret, or vented their resentment in the newspapers 
by epigrams or invectives. Ducket, indeed, being mentioned as loving 
Burnet with ‘‘pious passion,” pretended that his moral character was 
injured, and for some time declared his resolution to take vengeance with a 
cudgel. But Pope appeased him, by changing ‘‘ pious passion” to ‘‘ cordial 
friendship ;"" and by a note, in which he vehemently disclaims the malignity 
of the meaning imputed to the first expression. Aaron Hill, who was repre- 
sented as diving for the prize, expostulatcd with Pope in a manner so much 


superior to all mean solicitation, that Pope was reduced to snéak and shuffle, 
sometimes to deny, and sometimes to apologize; he first endeavours to 
wound, and ie then afraid to own that he meant a blow. 

The ‘‘ Dunciad,” in the complete edition, is addressed to Dr. Swift: of 
the notes, part were written by Dr. Arbuthnot ; and an apologetical letter 
was prefixed, signed by Cleland, but supposed to have been written by Pope. 

After this general war upon Dulness, he seems to have indulged himself 
awhile in tranquillity; but his subsequent productions prove that he was 
not file. He published (1731) a poem on ‘‘ Taste,” in which he very par- 
ticularly and severely criticises the house, the furniture, the gardens, and the 
entertainments of Timon, a man of great wealth and little taste. By Timon 
he was universally supposed, and by the Earl of Burlington, to whom the 
poem is addressed, was privately said, to mean the Duke of Chandos; a 
man perhaps too much delighted with pomp and show, but of a temper kind 
and beneficent, and who had consequently the voice of the public in his 
favour. A violent outcry was therefore raised against the ingratitude and 
treachery of Pope, who was said to have been indebted to the patronage of 
Chandos for a present of a thousand pounds, and who gaincd the oppor- 
tunity of insulting him by the kindness of his invitation, ‘The receipt of the 
thousand pounds Pope publicly denied ; but, from the reproach which the 
attack on a character so amiable brought upon him, he tried all means of 
escaping. The name of Cleland was again employed in an apology, by 
which no man was satisfied; and he was at last reduced to shelter his 
temerity behind dissimulation, and endeavour to make that disbelievcd 
which he never had confidence openly to deny. He wrote an exculpatory 
letter to the duke, which was answered with great magnanimity, as by a man 
who accepted his excuse without believing his professions. He said, that to 
have ridiculed his taste, or his buildings, had been an indifferent action in 
another man; but that in Pope, after the reciprocal kindness that had been 
exchanged between them, it had been less easily excused. 

Pope, in one of his Letters, complaining of the treatment which his poem 
had found, ‘‘ owns that such critics can intimidate him, nay almost persuade 
him to write no more, which is a compliment this age deserves.” ‘The man 
who threatens the world is always ridiculous ; for the world can easily go on 
without him, and in a short time will cease to miss him. I have heard of 
an idiot, who used to revenge his vexations by lying all night upon the 
bridge. ‘‘lhere is nothing,” says Juvenal, ‘that a man will not believe in 
his dwn favour.”’ Pope had been flattered till he thought himself one of the 
moving powers in the system of life. When he talked of laying down his 
pen, those who sat round him entreated and implored ; and self-love did not 
suffer him to suspect that they went away and laughed. 

The following year deprived him of Gay, a man whom he had known 
early, and whom he seemed to love with more tenderness than any other of 
his literary friends. Pope was now forty-four years old; an age at which 
the mind begins less easily to admit new confidence; and the will to grow 
less flexible ; and when, therefore, the departure of an old friend is very 
acutely felt. In the next year [1733] he lost his mother, not by an unexpected 
death, for she had lasted to the age of ninety-thrce: but she did not die un- 
lamented. The filial piety of Pope was in the highest degree amiable and 
exemplary: his parents had the happiness of living till he was at the summ# 
of poetical reputation, till he was at ease in his fortune, and without a rivas 
in his fame, and found no diminution of his respect or tenderness. "Whate 
ever was his pride, to them he was obcdient ; and whatever was his irrita-~ 
bility, to them he was gentle. Life has, among its soothing and quiet 
comforts, few things better to give than such a son. 
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One of the passages of Pope’s life, which seems to deserve some inquiry, 
was a publication of Letters between him and many of his friends, which 
falling into the hands of Curll, a rapacious bookseller, of no good fame, 
were by him printed and sold. This volume containing some letters from 
noblemen, Pope incited a prosecution against him in the House of Lords 
for breach of privilege, and attended himself to stimulate the resentment of 
his friends. Curll appeared at the bar, and, knowing himself in no great 
danger, spoke of Pope with very little reverence: ‘‘he has,” said Curll, ‘‘a 
knack at versifying, but in prose I think myself a match for him.” When 
the orders of the House were examined, none of them appeared to have been 
infringed : Curll went away triumphant; and Pope was left to seek some 
other remedy. 

Curll's account was, that one evening a man in a clergyman’s gown, but 
with a lawyer's band, brought and offered for sale a number of printed 
volumes, which he found to be Pope's cpistolary correspondence; that he 
asked no name, and was told none, but gave the price demanded, and 
thought himself authorized to use his purchase to his own advantage. ‘That 
Curll gave a true account of the transaction, it is reasonable to believe, be- 
cause no falsehood was ever detected ; and when, some years afterwards, I 
mentioned it to Lintot, the son of Bernard, he declared his opinion to be, 
that Pope knew better than anybody else how Curll obtained the copies, be- 
cause another parcel was at the same time sent to himself, for which no 
price had ever been demanded, as he made known his resolution not to pay 
a porter, and consequently not to deal with a nameless agent. Such care 
had been taken to make them public, that they were sent at once to two 
booksellers ; to Curll, who was likely to seize them as a prey ; and to Lintot, 
who might be expected to give Pope information of the seeming injury. 
Lintot, I believe, did nothing ; and Curll did what was expected. That to 
make them public was the only purpose, may be reasonably supposed, be-~ 
cause the numbers, offered to sale by the private messengers, showed that 
the hope of gain could not have been the motive of the impression, _Té- 
seems that Pope, being desirous of printing his Letters, and not knoyWing 
how to do, without imputation of vanity, what has in this country been , done 
very rarely, contrived an appearance of compulsion; that, when he ,Could 
complain that his Letters were surreptitiously published, he might decently 
and defensively publish them himself. 7 

Pope’s private correspondence, thus promulgated, filled the nation: with 
the praises of his candour, tenderness, and benevolence, the purity of his 
purposes, and the fidelity of his friendship. There were some letters which 
@ very good or a wise man would wish suppressed; but, as they had een 
already exposed, it was impracticable now to retract them. From thé 
perusal of those letters, Mr. Allen first conceived the desire of knowing him; 
and with so much zeal did he cultivate the friendship which he had newly 
formed, that, when Pope told his purpose of vindicating his own property 
by a genuine edition, he offered to pay the cost. This, however, Pope did 
not accept; but in time solicited a subscription for a quarto volume, which 
appeared (1737), I believe, with sufficient profit. In the preface he tells that 
his letters were reposited in a friend’s library, said to be the Earl of Ox- 
ford’s, and that the copy thence stolen was sent to the press. The story 
was doubtless received with different degrees of credit. It may be sus- 
pected that the preface to the Miscellanies was written to prepare the 
public for such an incident ; and, to strengthen this opinion, James Wors- 
dale, a painter, who was employed in clandestine negotiations, but whose 
veracity was very doubtful, declared that he was the messenger who carried, 
by Pope's direction, the books to Curll. When they were thus published 
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and avowed, as they had relation to recent facts, and persons either then 
living or not yet forgotten, they may be supposed to have found readers ; 
but, as the facts were minute, and the characters being either private or 
literary, were little known, or little regarded, they awaked no popular kind- 
ness or resentment ; the book never became much the subject of conversa- 
tion ; some read it as a contemporary history, and some perhaps as a model 
of epistolary language; but those who read it did not talk of it. Not much 
therefore was added by it to fame or envy; nor do I remember that it pro- 
duced either public praise or public censure. It had, however, in some 
degree, the recommendation of novelty. Our language had few letters, ex- 
cept those of statesmen. Howel, indeed, about a century ago, published his 
Letters, which are commmended by Morhoff, and which alone, of his hun- 
dred volumes, continue his memory. Loveday’s Letters were printed only 
once; those of Herbert and Suckling are hardly known. Mrs. Phillips's 
(Orinda’s) are equally neglected. And those of Walsh seem written as 
exercises, ancdrwere never sent to any living mistress or friend. Pope's epis- 
tolary excellence had an open field; he had no English rival, living or dead. 

Pope is seen in ‘this collection as connected with the other contemporary 
wits, and certainly suffers no disgrace in the comparison ; but it must be 
remembercd, that he had the power of favouring himself; he might have 
originally had publication in his mind, and have written with care, or have 
afterwards selected those which he had most happily conceived, or most 
diligently laboured ; and I know not whether there does not appear some- 
thing more studied and artificial in his productions than the rest, except one 
long letter by Bolingbroke, composed with all the skill and industry of a 
professed author. Itisindeed not easy to distinguish affectation from habit ; 
he that has once studiously formed a style, rarely writes afterwards with 
complete ease. Pope may be said to write always with his reputation in his 
head ; Swift, perhaps, like a man that remembered he was writing to Pope ; 
but Arbuthnot, like one who lets thoughts drop from his pen as they rise 
into his mind. Before these Letters appeared, he published the first part 
of what he persuaded himself to think a system of Ethics, under the title of 
an ‘‘Essay on Man ;” which, if his letter to Swift (of September 14, 1725) be 
rightly explained by the commentator, had been eight years under his con- 
sideration, and of which he seems to have desired the success with great 
solicitude. He had now many open, and doubtless many secret, enemies. 
The ‘‘Dunces” were yet smarting from the war ; and the superiority which he 
publicly arrogated, disposed the world to wish his humiliation. All this he 
knew, and against all this he provided. His own name, and that of his 
friend to whom the work is inscribed, were in the first editions carefully sup- 
pressed ; and the poem being of a new kind, was ascribed to one or another, 
as favour determined, or conjecture wandered ; it was given, says Warburton, 
to every man, except him only who could write it. Those who like only 
when they like the author, and who are under the dominion of a name, con- 
aemned it; and those admired it who are willing to scatter praise at ran- 
dom, which, while » is unappropriated, excites no envy. Those friends of 
Pope that were trusted) with the secret, went about lavishing honours on the 
new-born poet, and hinting that Pope was never so much in danger from 
any former rival. To those authors whom he had personally offended, and 
to those whose opinion the world considered as decisive, and whom he sus- 
pected of envy or malevolence, he sent his Essay as a present before publi- 
cation, that they might defeat their own enmity by praises which they could 
not afterwards decently retract. With these precautions, in 1733, was pub- 
lished the first part of the ‘‘'Essay on Man.” ‘There had been for some 
time a report that Pope was busy upon a System of Morality ; but this design 
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was not discovered in the new poem, which had a form and a title with 
which its readers were unacquainted. Its reception was not uniform ; some 
thought it a very imperfect piece, though not without good lines. While 
the author was unknown, some, as will always happen, favoured him as an 
adventurer, and some censured him as an intruder; but all thought him 
above neglect ; the sale increased, and editions were multiplied. ‘The subse- 
quent editions of the first epistle exhibited two memorable corrections, At 
first, the poet and his friend 
Expatiate frecly o’er this scene of man, 
A mighty maze of walks without a plan ; 
for which he wrote afterwards, 
A mighty maze, but not without a plan; 
for if there was no plan, it was in vain to describe or to trace the maze, 
The other alteration was of these lines : 
And spite of pride, and in thy reason’s spite, 
One truth is clear, whatever is, is right: 
but having afterwards discovered, or been shown, that the truth” which 
subsisted ‘‘in spite of reason ” could not be very ‘‘ clear,” he substituted 
And spite of pride, in erring reason’s spite. - 

To such oversights will the most vigorous mind be liable, when it is em- 
ployed at once upon argument and poetry. 

The second and third epistles were published, and Pope was, I believe, 
more and more suspected of writing them : at last, in 1734, he avowed the 
fourth, and claimed the honour of a moral poet. In the conclusion it is suf- 
ficiently acknowledged, that the doctrine of the ‘‘ Essay on Man”’ was re- 
ceived from Bolingbroke, who is said to have ridiculed Pope, among those 
who enjoyed his confidence, as having adopted and advanced principles of 
which he did not perceive the consequence, and as blindly propagating 
opinions contrary to his own. That those communications had been con- 
solidated into a scheme regularly drawn, and delivered to Pope, from whom 
it returned only transformed from prose to verse, has been reported: 
but hardly can be true. ‘The essay plainly appears the fabric of a poet : 
what Bolingbroke supplied could be only the first principles ; the order, 
illustration, and embellishments, must all be Pope’s. These principles it is 
not my business to clear from obscurity, dogmatism, or falsehood ; but they 
were not immediately examined ; philosophy and poctry have not often the 
same readers; and the essay abounded in splendid amplifications and 
sparkling sentences, which were read and admired with no great attention 
to their ultimate purpose; its flowers caught the eye, which did not see what 
the gay foliage concealed, and for a time flourished in the sunshine of uni- 
versal approbation. So little was any evil tendency discovered, that, as in- 
nocence is unsuspicious, many read it for a manual of piety. Its reputation 
soon invited a translator. It was first turned into French prose, and after- 
wards by Resnel into verse. Both translations fell into the hands of Crousaz, 
who first, when he had the version in prose, wrote a general censure, and 
afterwards reprinted Resnel's version, with particular remarks upon every 
paragraph. 

Crousaz was a professor of Switzerland, eminent for his treatise of logic, 
and his ‘‘ Examen de Pyrrhonisme ;” and, however little known or regarded 
here, was no mean antagonist. His mind was one of those in which philo- 
sophy and piety are happily united. He was accustomed to argument and 
disquisition, and perhaps was grown too desirous of detecting faults ; but his 
intentions were always right, his opinions were solid, and his religion pure. 
His incessant vigilance for the promotion of piety disposed him to look with 
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distrust upon all metaphysical systems of theology, and all schemes of virtue 
and happiness purely rational ; and therefore it was not long before he was 

rsuaded that the positions of Pope, as they terminated for the most part 
ie fiataral religion, were intended to draw mankind away from revelation, 
and to represent the whole course of things as a necessary concatenation of 
indissoluble fatality ; and it is undeniable, that in many passages a religious 
eye may easily discover expressions not very favourable to morals, or to liberty. 

About this time Warburton began to make his appearance in the first 
ranks of learning. He was a man of vigorous faculties, a mind fervid and 
vehement, supplied by incessant and unlimited inquiry, with wonderful 
extent and variety of knowledge, which yet had not oppressed his imagina~ 
tion, nor clouded his perspicacity. To every work he brought a memory full 
fraught, together with a fancy fertile of original combinations, and at once 
exerted the powers of the scholar, the reasoner, and the wit. But his 
knowledge was too multifarious to be always exact, and his pursuits 
were too eager to be always cautious. His abilities gave him a haughty 
confidence, which he disdained to conccal or mollify; and his im- 
patience of opposition disposed him to treat his adversaries with such con- 
temptuous superiority as made his readers commonly his enemies, and ex- 
cited against the advocate the wishes of some who favoured the cause. He 
seems to have adopted the Roman Emperor's determination, oderint dum 
metuant ,; he used no allurements of gentle language, but wished to compel 
rather than persuade. His style is copious without selection, and forcible 
without neatness ; he took the words that presented themselves; his diction 
is coarse and impure, and his sentences are unmeasured. He had, in the 
early part of his life, pleased himself with the notice of inferior wits, and 
corresponded with the enemies of Pope. A letter was produced, when he 
had perhaps himself forgotten it, in which he tells Concanen, ‘‘ Dryden, I 
observe, borrows for want of leisure, and Pope for want of genius; Milton 
out of pride, and Addison out of modesty.” And when Theobald published 
Shakspeare, in opposition to Pope, the best notes were supplied by War- 
burton. But the time was now come when Warburton was to change his 
opinion ; and Pope was to find a defender in him who had contributed so 
much to the exaltation of his rival. 

The arrogance of Warburton excited against him every artifice of offence, 
and therefore it may be supposed that his union with Pope was censured as 
hypocritical inconstancy; but surely to think differently at different times of 
poetical merit may be easily allowed. Such opinions are often admitted, 
and dismissed, without nice examination. Who is there that has not found 
reason for changing his mind about questions of greater importance ? 

Warburton, whatever was his motive, undertook, without solicitation, to 
rescue Pope from the talons of Crousaz, by freeing him from the imputation 
of favouring fatality, or rejecting revelation ; and from month to month con- 
tinued a vindication of the ‘‘Kssay on Man,” in the literary journal of that 
time called the ‘‘ Republic of Letters.”’ 

Pope, who probably began to doubt the tendency of his own work, was 
glad that the positions, of which he perceived himself not to know the full 
meaning, could by any mode of interpretation be made to mean well. How 
much he was pleased with his gratuitous defender, the following letter evi- 
dently shows : 

* April 11, 1739. 

‘¢Srr,—I have just received from Mr. R. two more of your Letters. It is 
in the greatest hurry imaginable that I write this; but I cannot help thank- 
ing you in particular for your third Letter, which is so extremely clear, short, 
and full, that I think Mr. Crousaz ought never to have another answer, and 
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deserved not so good anone. Ican only say, you do him too much honour, 
and me too much right, so odd as the expression seems ; for you have made 
my system as clear as I ought to have done, and could not. It is indeed 
the same system as mine, but illustrated with a ray of your own, as they say 
our natural body is the same still when it is glorified. I am sure I like it 
better than I did before, and so will every man else. I know I meant just 
what you explain; but I did not explain my own meaning so well as you. 
You understand me as well as I do myself; but you express me better than 
I could express myself. Pray accept the sincerest acknowledgments, 1! 
cannot but wish these Letters were put together in one book, and intend 
(with your leave) to procure a translation of part at least, or of all of them, into 
French ; but I shall not proceed a step without your consent and opinion,’ &c. 

By this fond and eager acceptance of an exculpatory comment, Pope 
testified that, whatever might be the seeming or real import of the principles 
which he had received from Bolingbroke, he had not intentionally attacked 
religion ; and Bolingbroke, if he meant to make him, without his own cons 
sent, an instrument of mischief, found him now engaged, with his eyes open, 
on the side of truth. It is known that Bolingbroke concealed from Pope 
his real opinions. He once discovered them to Mr. Hooke, who related 
them again to Pope, and was told by him that he must have mistaken the 
meaning of what he heard; and Bolingbroke, when Pope's uneasiness incited 
him to desire an explanation, declared that Hooke had misunderstood him. 

Bolingbroke hated Warburton, who had drawn his pupil from him ; and 
a little before Pope’s death they had a dispute, from which they parted with 
mutual aversion. From this time Pope lived in the closest intimacy with his 
commentator, and amply rewarded his kindness and his zeal; for he intro- 
duced him to Mr. Murray, by whose interest he became preacher at Lincoln's 
Inn ; and to Mr. Allen, who gave him his niece and his estate, and by con- 
sequence a bishopric. When he died, he left him the property of his works; 
a legacy which may be reasonably estimated at four thousand pounds, 

Pope's fondness for the ‘‘Essay on Man’ appeared by his desire of its 
propagation. Dobson, who had gained reputation by his version of Prior's 
‘¢Solomon,” was employed by him to translate it into Latin verse, and was 
for that purpose some time at Twickenham ; but he left his work, whatever 
was the reason, unfinished; and, by Benson’s invitation, undertook the 
longer task of ‘‘ Paradise Lost.’’ Pope then desired his friend to find a 
scholar who should turn his Essay into Latin prose; but no such performance 
has ever appeared. 

Pope lived at this time among the Great, with that reception and respect 
to which his works entitled him, and which he had not impaired by any 
private misconduct or factious partiality. Though Bolingbroke was his 
frienc, Walpole was not his enemy; but treated him with so much con- 
sideration as, at his request, to solicit and obtain from the French Minister 
an abbey for Mr. Southcot, whom he considered himself as obliged to re- 
ward, by his exertion of his interest, for the benefit which he had received 
from his attendance in a long illness. It was said, that when the Court was 
at Richmond, Queen Caroline had declared her intention to visit him. This 
may have been only a careless effusion, thought on no more: the report of 
such notice, however, was soon in many mouths; and, if I do not forget or 
misapprehend Savage's account, Pope, pretending to decline what was not 
yet offered, left his house for a time, not, I suppose, for any other reason 
than lest he should be thought to stay at home in expectation of an honour 
which would not be conferred. He was therefore angry at Swift, who re- 
hepa him as ‘‘refusing the visits of a Queen,” because he knew that what 

never been offered had never been refused, , 


POPE. 405 


Beside the general system of morality, supposed to be contained in the 
‘*Essay on Man,” it was his intention to write distinct poems upon the 
different duties or conditions of life ; one of which is the Epistle to Lord 
Bathurst (7733) on the ‘‘ Use of Riches,” a piece on which he declared great 
labour to have been bestowed.* Into this poem some hints are historically 
thrown, and some known characters are introduced, with others of which it 
is difficult to say how far they are real or fictitious ; but the praise of Kyrle, 
the Man of Ross, deserves particular examination, who, after a long and 
pompous enumeration of his public works and private charities, is said to 
have diffused all those blessings from five hundred a year. Wonders are 
willingly told, and willingly heard. The truth is, that Kyrle was a man of 
known integrity and active benevolence, by whose solicitation the wealthy 
were persuaded to pay contributions to his charitable schemes; this influence 
he obtained by an example of liberality exerted to the utmost extent of his 
power, and was thus enabled to give more than he had. This account Mr. 
Victor received from the minister of the place; and I have preserved it, 
that the praise of a good man, being made more credible, may be more 
solid. Narrations of romantic and impracticable virtue will be read with 
wonder, but that which is unattainable is recommended in vain; that good 
may be endeavoured, it must be shown to be possible. This is the only 
piece in which the author has given a hint of his religion, by ridiculing the 
ceremony of burning the pope, and by mentioning with some indignation the 
inscription on the Monument. 

When this poem was first published, the dialogue, having no letters of 
direction, was perplexed and obscure. Pope seems to have written with no 
very distinct idea; for he calls that an ‘‘ Epistle to Bathurst,” in which 
Bathurst is introduced as speaking. He afterwards (1734) inscribed to 
Lord Cobham his '‘ Characters of Men,” written with close attention to the 
operations of the mind and modifications of life. In this poem he has en- 
deavoured to establish and exemplify his favourite theory of the ruling 
passion, by which he means an original direction of desire to some particular 
object, an innate affection which gives all action a determinate and inva- 
riable tendency, and operates upon the whole system of life, either openly, 
or more secretly by the intervention of some accidental or subordinate pro- 
pension. Of any passion, thus innate and irresistible, the existence may 
reasonably be doubted. Human characters are by no means constant; men 
change by change of place, of fortune, of acquaintance ; he who is at one 
time a lover of plea:ure, is at another a lover of money. Those indeed who 
attain any excellence, commonly spend life in one pursuit ; for excellence is 
not often gained upon easier terms. But to the particular species of ex- 
cellence men are directed, not by an ascendant planet or predominating 
humour, Lut by the arst book which they read, some early conversation 
which they heard, or some accident which excited ardour and emulation, 
It must at least be allowed, that this ruling passion, antecedent to reason 
and observation, must have an object independent on human contrivance ; 
for there can be no natural desire of artificial good. No man therefore can 
be born, in the strict acceptation, a lover of money; for he may be born 
where money does not exist : nor can he be born, in a moral sense, a lover 
of his country; for society, politically regulated, is a state contradistin- 
guished from a state of nature; and any attention to that coalition of 
interests which makes the happiness of a country, is possible only to those 
whom inquiry and reflection have enabled to comprehend it. This doctrine 
is in itself pernicious as well as false : its tendency is to produce the belief of 
a kind of moral predestination, or over-ruling principle which cannot be 
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resisted; he that admits it is prepared to comply with every desire that 
caprice or opportunity shall excite, and to flatter himself that he submits 
only to the lawful dominion of nature, in obeying the resistless authority of 
his ruling passion. 

Pope has formed his theory with so little skill, that, in the examples by 
which he illustrates and confirms it, he has confounded passions, appetites, 
and habits. To the ‘'Characters of Men,”’ he added soon after, in an 
epistle supposed to have been addressed to Martha Blount, but whjch the 
last edition has taken from her, the ‘‘Characters of Women.” ‘This poem, 
which was laboured with great diligence, and in the author's opinion with 
great success, was neglected at its first publication, as the commentator sup- 
poses, because the public was informed, by an advertisement, that it contamed 
no character drawn from the life; an assertion which Pope probably did 
not expect nor wish to have been believed, and which he soon gave his 
readers sufficient reason to distrust, by telling them in a note that the work 
was imperfect, because part of his subject was Vice too high to be yet ex- 
posed. The time, however, soon came in which it was safe to display the 
Duchess of Marlborough under the name of Atossa; and her character was 
inserted, with no great honour to the writer's gratitude. 

He published from time to time (between 1730 and 1740) Imitations of 
different poems of Horace, generally with his name, and once, as was sus- 
pected, without it. What he was upon moral principles ashamed to own, 
he ought to have suppressed. Of these pieces it is useless to settle the dates, 
as they had seldom much relation to the times, and perhaps had been 
long in his hands. This mode of imitation, in which the ancients are fami- 
liarised, by adapting their sentiments to modern topics, by making Horace 
say of Shakspeare what he originally said of Ennius, and accommodating 
his satires on Pantolabus and Nomentanus to the flatterers and prodigals 
of our own time, was first practised in the reign of Charles the Second, 
by Oldham and Rochester, at least I remember no instances more ancient. 
It is a kind of middle composition between translation and original design, 
which pleases when the thoughts are unexpectedly applicable, and the parallels 
lucky. It seems to have been Pope’s favourite amusement ; for he has carried 
it farther than any former poet. He published likewise a revival, in smoother 
numbers, of Dr. Donne's Satires, which was recommended to him by the 
Duke of Shrewsbury and the Earl of Oxford. They made no great impression 
on the public. Pope seems to have known their imbecility, and therefore 
suppressed them while he was yet contending to rise in reputation, but ven- 
tured them when he thought their deficiencies more likely to be imputed to 
Donne than to himself. 

The Epistle to Dr. Arbuthnot, which seems to be derived in its first design 
from Boileau's Address 4 son Esprit, was published in January, 1735, about 
a month before the death of him to whom it is inscribed. It is to be regretted, 
that either honour or pleasure should have been missed by Arbuthnot; a 
man estimable for his learning, amiable for his life, and venerable for his 
piety. Arbuthnot was a man of great comprehension, skilful in his pro- 
fession, versed in the sciences, acquainted with ancient literature, and able 
to animate his mass of knowledge by a bright and active imagination; a 
scholar with great brilliance of wit ; a wit, who in the crowd of life, retained 
and discovered a noble ardour of religious zeal. In this poem Pope seems 
to reckon with the public. He vindicates himself from censures; and with 
dignity, rather than arrogance, enforces his own claims to kindness and 
respect. Into this poem are interwoven several paragraphs which had been 
before printed as a fragment, and among them the satirical lines upon 
Addison, of which the last couplet has been twice corrected. It was at first, 


Who would not smile if such a man there be P 
Who would not laugh if Addison were he! 
Then, 
. Who would not gricve if such a man there be ? 
: Who would not laugh if Addison were he? 
At last it is, 
Who but must laugh if snch a man there be? 
Who would not weep if Atticus were he ? 


Hé was at this time at open war with Lord Hervey, who had distinguished 
liimself as a steady adherent to the ministry; and, being offended with a 
contemptuous answer to one of his pamphlets,* had summoned Pulteney to 
aducl. Whether he or Pope made the first attack, perhaps cannot now 
be easily known: he had written an invective against Pope, whom he calls, 
‘‘ Hard as thy heart, and as thy birth obscure ;” and hints that his father 
was a hatter. To this Pope wrote a reply in verse and prose; the verses are 
in this poem ; and the prose, though it was never sent, is printed among his 
letters ; but to a cool reader of the present time exhibits nothing but tedious 
malignity. 

His last Satires, of the gencral kind, were two Dialogues, named, from the 
hig? in which they were published, ‘‘Seventeen hundred and thirty-eight.” 

n these poems many are praised and many reproached. Pope was then 
entangled in the opposition ; a follower of the Prince of Wales, who dined at 
his house, and the friend of many who obstructed and censured the conduct 
of the ministers. His political partiality was too plainly shown : he forgot the 
prudence with which he passed, in his earlier years, uninjured and unoffending, 
through much more violent conflicts of faction. In the first Dialogue, having 
an opportunity of praising Allen of Bath, he asked his leave to mention him 
as a man not illustrious by any merit of his ancestors, and called him in his 
verses ‘‘low-born Allen.” Men are seldom satisfied with praise introduced 
or followed by any mention of defect. Allen seems not to have taken any 
Sapir in his epithet, which was afterwards softened into ‘‘humble Allen.” 

n the second Dialogue he took some liberty with one of the Foxes, among 
others; which Fox, in a reply to Lyttelton, took an opportunity of repaying, 
by reproaching him with the friendship of a lampooner, who scattered his 
ink without fear or decency, and against whom he hoped the resentment of 
the Legislature would quickly be discharged. 

About this time Pau] Whitehead, a small poet, was summoned before the 
Lords for a poem called ‘‘ Manners,” together with Dodsley his publisher. 
Whitehead, who hung loose upon society, skulked and escaped; but 
Dodsley's shop and family made his appearance necessary. He was, how- 
ever, soon dismissed ; and the whole process was probably intended rather 
to intimidate Pope, than to punish Whitchead. 

Pope never afterwards attempted to join the patriot with the poet, nor 
drew his pen upon statesmen. That he desisted from his attempts of 
reformation is imputed, by his commentator, to his despair of prevailing over 
the corruption of the time. He was not likely to have been ever of opinion, 
that the dread of his satire would countervail the love of power or of money; 
he pleased himself with being important and formidable, and gratified some- 
times his pride, and sometimes his resentment ; till at last he began to think 
he should be more safe, if he were less busy. 

The ‘‘ Memoirs of Scriblerus,’”’ published about this time, extend only to 
the first book of a work projected in concert by Pope, Swift, and Arbuthnot, 
who used to meet in the time of Queen Anne, and denominated themselves 
the ‘'Scriblerus Club.” Their purpose was to censure the abuses of learn~ 


* Tntituled, “Sedition and Defamation displayed,” 8vo, 1733. 
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ing by a fictitious life of an infatuated Scholar. They were dispersed; the 
design was never completed ; and Warburton laments its miscarriage, as an 
event very disastrous to polite letters. If the whole may be estimated by 
this specimen, which seems to be the production of Arbuthnot, with a few 
touches perhaps by Pope, the want of more will not be much lamented ; for 
the follies which the writer ridicules are so little practised, that they are 
not known ; nor can the satire be understood but by the learned : he raises 
phantoms of absurdity, and then drives them away. He cures diseases that 
were never felt. For this reason this joint production of three great writers 
has never obtained any notice from mankind; it has been little read, or 
when read has been forgotten, as no man could be wiser, better, or merrier, 
by remembering it. The design cannot boast of much originality; for, 
besides its general resemblance to Don Quixote, there will be found in it 
particular imitations of the History of Mr. Ouffle. 

Swift carried so much of it into Ireland as supplied him with hints for his 
Travels ; and with those the world might have been contented, though the 
rest had been suppressed. 

Pope had sought for images and sentiments in a region not known to 
have been explored by many other of the English writers ; he had consulted 
the modern writers of Latin poetry, a class of authors whom Boileau endea- 
voured to bring into contempt, and who are too generally neglected. Pope, 
however, was not ashamed of their acquaintance, nor ungrateful for the ad- 
vantages which he might have derived from it. A small selection from the 
Italians, who wrote in Latin, had been published at London, about the lat- 
ter end of the last century, by a man* who concealed his name, but whom 
his Preface shows to have been qualified for his undertaking. This collec- 
tion Pope amplified by more than half, and (1740) published it in two 
volumes, but injuriously omitted his predccessor’s preface. ‘To these books, 
which had nothing but the mere text, no regard was paid, the authors were 
still neglected, and the editor was neither praised nor censured. He did not 
sink into idleness; he had planned a work, which he considered as subse- 
quent to his ‘‘ Essay on Man,” of which he has given this account to Dr, 


Swift. 
** March 25, 1736. 


‘‘If ever I write any more Epistles in verse, one of them shall be ad- 
dressed to you. I have long concerted it, and begun it; but I would make 
what bears your name as finished as my last work ought to be, that is to say, 
more finished than any of the rest. The subject is large, and will divide 
into four Epistles, which naturally follow the ‘Essay on Man;’ viz. x. Of 
the Extent and Limits of Human Reason and Science, 2. A view of the 
useful and therefore attainable, and of the unuscful and therefore unattain- 
able Arts. 3. Of the Nature, Ends, Application, and Use, of different 
Capacities. 4. Of the Use of Learning, of the Science, of the World, and 
of Wit. It will conclude with a satire against the misapplication of all 
these, exemplified by Pictures, Characters, and Examples.” 

This work in its full extent, being now afflicted with an asthma, and find- 
ing the powers of life gradually declining, he had no longer courage to un- 
dertake ; but, from the materials which he had provided, he added, at War- 
burton’s request, another book to the ‘‘ Dunciad,’’ of which the design is 
to ridicule such studies as are either hopeless or useless, as either pursue 
what is unattainable, or what, if it be attained, is of no use. When this 
book was printed (1742) the laurel had been for some time upon the head of 
Cibber ; a man whom it cannot be supposed that Pope could regard with 


* Since discovercd to have been Atterbury, afterwards Bishop of Rochester, 
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much kindness or esteem, though in one of the imitations of Horace he has 
liberally enough praised the ‘‘Careless Husband."’ In the ‘‘ Dunciad,”’ 
among other worthless scribblers, he had mentioned Cibber: who, in his 
** Apology,” complains of the great Poet's unkindness as more injurious, 
** because,” says he, ‘‘I never have offended him.” 

It might have been expected that Pope should have been, in some degree, 
mollified by this submissive gentleness, but no such consequence appeared. 
Thaigh he condescended to commend Cibber once, he mentioned him after-= 
wards contemptuously in one of his satires, and again in his Epistle ta 
Arbuthnot ; and in the fourth book of the ‘' Dunciad” attacked him with 
acrimony, to which the provocation is not easily discoverable. Perhaps he 
imagined that, in ridiculing the Laureat, he satirized those by whom the 
laurel had been given, and gratified that ambitious petulance with which he 
affected to insult the great. The severity of this satire left Cibber no longer 
any patience. He had confidence enough in his own powers to believe 
that he could disturb the quiet of his adversary, and doubtless did not want 
instigators, who, without any care about the victory, desired to amuse them- 
selves by looking on the contest. He therefore gave the town a pamphlet, 
in which he declares his resolution from that time never to bear another 
blow without returning it, and to tire out his adversary by perseverance, if 
he cannot conquer him by strength. 

The incessant and unappeasable malignity of Pope he imputes to a very 
distant cause. After the ‘‘’lhree Hours after Marriage” had been driven 
off the stage, by the offence which the mummy and crocodile gave the 
audience, while the exploded scene was yet fresh in memory, it happened 
that Cibber played Bayes in the Rehearsal; and, as it had been usual to 
enliven the part by the mention of any recent theatrical transactions, he said, 
that he once thought to have introduced his lovers disguised ina mumm 
and acrocodile. ‘‘This,’’ says he, ‘‘ was received with loud claps, whic 
indicated contempt for the play.” Pope, who was behind the scenes, meet- 
ing him as he left the stage, attacked him, as he says, with all the virulence 
of a ‘‘ Wit out of his senses;”’ to which he replied, ‘‘ that he would take no 
other notice of what was said by so particular a man, than to declare, that, 
as often as he played that part, he would repeat the same provocation.” He 
shows his opinion to be, that Pope was one of the authors of the play 
which he so zealously defended ; and adds an idle story of Pope’s behaviour 
at a tavern. 

The pamphlet was written with little power of thought or language, and, 
if suftered to remain without notice, would have been very soon forgotten. 
Pope had now been enough acquainted with human life to know, if his pas- 
sion had not been too powerful for his understanding, that, from a conten- 
tion like his with Cibber, the world seeks nothing but diversion, which is 

iven at the expense of the higher character. When Cibber lampooned 
Pope, curiosity was excited; what Pope would say of Cibber nobody in- 
quired, but in hope that Pope's asperity might betray his pain and lessen 
his dignity. He should therefore have suffered the pamphlet to flutter and 
die, without confessing that it stung him. Thedishonour of being shown as 
Cibber’s antagonist could never be compensated by the victory. Cibber 
had nothing to lose; when Pope had exhausted all his malignity upon him, 
he would rise in the esteem both of his friends and his enemies. Silence onl 

ould have made him despicable ; the blow which did not appear to be felt 
woulc have been struck in vain. But Pope's irascibility prevailed, and he 
resolved to tell the whole English world that he was at war with Cibber 3 
and, to show that he thought him no common adversary, he prepared no 
common vengeance; he published a new edition of the ‘ Dunciad,’ in 
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which he degraded Theobald from his painful pre-eminence, and enthroned 
Cibber in his stead. Unhappily the two heroes were of opposite charac- 
ters, and Pope was unwilling to lose what he had already written ; he has 
therefore depraved his poem by giving to Cibber the old books, the old pe- 
dantry, and the sluggish pertinacity of Theobald. 

Pope was ignorant enough of his own interest, to make another change, 
and introduced Osborne contending for a prize among the booksellers. 
Osborne was a man entirely destitute of shame, without sense of any, dis- 
grace but that of poverty. He told me, when he was doing that whic 
raised Pope’s resentment, that he should be put into the ‘‘ Dunciad ;” but 
he had the fate of Cassandra. I gave no credit to his prediction, till in 
time I saw it accomplished. The shafts of satire were directed equally in 
vain against Cibber and Osborne ; being repelled by the impenetrable im- 
pudence of one, and deadened by the impassive dulness of the other. Pope 
confessed his own pain by his anger; but he gave no pain to those who 
had provoked him. He was able to hurt none but himself ; by transferring 
the same ridicule from one to another, he reduced himsclf to the insignifi- 
cance of his own magpie, who from his cage calls cuckold at a venture. 

Cibber, according to his engagement, repaid the ‘‘ Dunciad ” with another 
pamphlet, which, Pope said, ‘‘ would be as good as a dose of hartshorn to 
him ;” but his tongue and his heart were at variance. I have heard Mr. 
Richardson relate that he attended his father the painter on a visit, when 
one of Cibber’s pamphlets came into the hands of Pope, who said, ‘‘ These 
things are my diversion.” ‘They sat by him while he perused it, and saw 
his features writhing with anguish: and young Richardson said to his 
father, when they returned, that he hoped to be preserved from such diversion 
as had been that day the lot of Pope. [From this time, finding his diseases 
more oppressive, and his vital powers gradually declining, he no longer 
strained his faculties with any original composition, nor proposed any other 
employment for his remaining life than the revisal and correction of his 
former works; in which he received advice and assistance from Warburton, 
whom he appears to have trusted and honoured in the highest degree. He 
laid aside his Epic Poem, perhaps without much loss to mankind ; for his 
hero was Brutus the ‘Trojan, who, according to a ridiculous fiction, esta- 
blished a colony in Britain. ‘The subject therefore was of the fabulous age; 
the actors were a race upon whom imagination has been exhausted, and 
attention wearied, and to whom the mind will not easily be recalled, 
when it is invited in blank verse, which Pope had adopted with great impru- 
dence, and, I think, without due consideration of the nature of our language. 
The sketch is, at least in part, preserved by Ruffhead ; by which it appears 
that Pope was thoughtless enough to model the names of his heroes with 
terminations not consistent with the time or country in which he places 
them. He lingered through the next year; but perccived himself, as he ex- 
presses it, ‘‘ going down the hill.” He had for at least five years been 
afflicted with an asthma, and other disorders, which his physicians were 
unable to relieve. ‘Towards the end of his life he consulted Dr. Thomson, 
a man who had, by large promises, and free censures of the common practice 
of physic, forced himself up into sudden reputation. Thomson declared 
his distemper to be a dropsy, and evacuated part of the water by tincture of 
jalap ; but confessed that his belly did not subside. Thomson had many 
enemies, and Pope was persuaded to dismiss him. 

While he was yet capable of amusement and conversation, as he was one 
day sitting in the air with Lord Bolingbroke and Lord Marchmont, he saw 
his favourite Martha Blount at the bottom of the terrace, and asked Lord 
Bolingbroke to go and hand her up. Bolingbroke, not liking his errand, 
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crossed his legs and sat still; but Lord Marchmont, who was younger and 
less captious, waited on the lady, who, when he came to her, asked, ‘‘ What, 
is he not dead yet?’’ She is said to have neglected him with shameful un- 
kindness, in the latter time of his decay ; yet, of the little which he had to 
leave she had a very great part. Thcir acquaintance began early; the life 
of each was pictured on the other's mind ; their conversation therefore was 
endearing, for when they met, there was an immediate coalition of con- 
geyial notions. Perhaps he considered her unwillingness to approach the 
chamber of sickness as female weakness, or human frailty ; perhaps he was 
conscious to himself of peevishness and impatience, or, though he was 
offended by her inattention, might yet consider her merit as overbalancing 
her fault ; and, if he had suffered his heart to be alienated from her, he 
could have found nothing that might fill her place ; he could have only 
shrunk within himself ; it was too late to transfer his confidence or fondness. 

In May, 1744, his death was approaching ;* on the 6th he was all day 
delirious, which he mentioned four days afterwards as a sufficient humiliation 
of the vanity of man; he afterwards complained of seeing things as through 
a curtain, and in false colours, and one day, in the presence of Dodsley, 
asked what arm it was that came out from the wall. He said that his 
greatest inconvenience was inability to think. Bolingbroke sometimes wept 
over him in this state of helpless decay ; and being told by Spence, that 
Pope, at the intermission of his deliriousness, was always saying something 
kind either of his present or absent friends, and that his humanity seemed 
to have survived his understanding, answered, ‘‘It has so.”’ And added, 
‘‘T never in my life knew a man that had so tender a heart for his particular 
friends, or more general friendship for mankind.” At another time he said, 
‘“‘T have known Pope these thirty years, and value myself more in his 
friendship than" His grief then suppressed his voice. 

Pope expressed undoubting confidence of a future state. Being asked by 
his friend Mr. Hooke, a papist, whether he would not die like his father 
and mother, and whether a priest should not be called, he answered, ‘‘ I do 
not think it essential, but it will be very right ; and I thank you for putting 
me in mind of it.” In the morning, after the priest had given him the last 
sacraments, he said, ‘‘ There is nothing that is meritorious but virtue and 
friendship ; and indeed friendship itself is only a part of virtue.’’ He died 
in the evening of the thirtieth day of May, 1744, so placidly, that the 
attendants did not discern the exact time of his expiration. He was buried 
at Twickenham, near his father and mother, where a monument has been 
erected to him by his commentator, the Bishop of Gloucester. 

He left the care of his papers to his executors; first to Lord Bolingbroke; 
and, if he should not be living, to the Earl of Marchmont ; undoubtedly 
expecting them to be proud of the trust, and eager to extend his fame. But 
let no man dream of influence beyond his life. After a decent time, Dodsley 
the bookseller went to solicit preference as the publisher, and was told that 
the parcel had not been yet inspected ; and, whatever was the reason, the 
world has been disappointed of what was ‘' reserved for the next age.” He 
lost, indeed, the favour of Bolingbroke by a kind of posthumous offence. 
The political pamphlet called ‘‘The Patrict King’’ had been put into his 
hands that he might procure the impression of a very few copies, to be dis- 
tributed, according to the author's direction, among his friends, and Pope 
assured him that no more had been printed than were allowed; but, soon 
after his death, the printer brought and resigned a complete edition of fifteen 
hundred copies, which Pope had ordered him to print, and retain in secret. 
He kept, as was observed, his engagement to Pope better than Pope had 
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kept it to his friend ; and nothing was known of the transaction, till, upon 
the death of his employer, he thought himself obliged to deliver the books 
to the right owner, who, with great indignation, made a fire in his yard, and 
delivered the whole impression to the flames. 

Hitherto nothing had been done which was not naturally dictated by 
resentment of violated faith ; resentment more acrimonious, as the violator 
had been more loved or more trusted. But here the anger might have 
stopped; the injury was private, and there was little danger from jhe 
example. Bolingbroke, however, was not yet satisfied ; his thirst of ven- 
geance excited him to blast the memory of the man over whom he had wept 
in his last struggles; and he employed Mallet, another friend of Pope, to 
tell the tale to the public, with all its aggravations. Warburton, whose 
heart was warm with his legacy, and tender by the recent separation, thought 
it proper for him to interpose ; and undertook, not indecd to vindicate the 
action, for breach of trust has always something criminal, but to extenuate 
it by an apology. Having advanced what cannot be denied, that moral 
obliquity is made more or less excusable by the motives that produce it, he 
inquires what evil purpose could have induced Pope to break his promise. 
He could not delight his vanity by usurping the work, which, though not 
sold in shops, had been shown to a number more than sufficient to preserve 
the author's claim ; he could not gratify his avarice, for he could not sell his 
plunder till Bolingbroke was dead; and even then, if the copy was left to 
another, his fraud would be defeated, and if left to himself would be useless, 
Warburton therefore supposes, with great appearance of reason, that the 
irregularity of his conduct proceeded wholly from his zeal for Bolingbroke, 
who might perhaps have destroyed the pamphlet, which Pope thought it his 
duty to preserve, even without its author’s approbation. ‘To this apology 
an answer was written in ‘‘A letter to the most impudent man living.” He 
brought some reproach upon his own memory by the petulant and con- 
temptuous mention made in his will of Mr. Allen, and an affected repayment 
of his benefactions. Mrs. Blount, as the known friend and favourite of 
Pope, had been invited to the house of Allen, where she comported herself 
with such indecent arrogance, that she parted from Mrs. Allen in a state of 
irreconcilable dislike, and the door was for ever barred against her, This 
exclusion she resented with so much bitterness as to refuse any legacy from 
Pope, unless he left the world with a disavowal of obligation to Allen. 
Having been long under her dominion, now tottering in the decline of life, 
and unable to resist the violence of her temper, or perhaps, with the preju- 
dice of a lover, persuaded that she had suffered improper treatment, he 
complied with ker demand, and polluted his will with female resentment. 
Allen accepted the legacy, which he gave to the Hospital at Bath, observing 
that Pope was always a kad accountant, and that, if to 1507, he had puta 
cipher more, he had come nearer to the truth.* 


* This account of the difference between Pope and Mr. Allenis not so circumstantial 
as it was in Johnson’s power to have made it. The particulars communicated to him 
concerning it he was too indolent to commit to writing: the business of this note is to 
supply his omissions. 

Upon an invitation in which Mrs. Blount was included, Mr. Pope made a visit to 
Mr. Allen at Prior Park, and having occasion to go to Bristol for a few days, left 
Mrs. Blount behind him. In his absence Mrs. Blount, who was of the Romish per- 
suasion, signified an inclination to go to the Popish chapel at Bath, and desired of Mr. 
Allen the use of his chariot for the purpose; but he, being at that time mayor of the 
city, suggested the impropriety of having his carriage seen at the door of a place of 
worship, to which as a magistrate he was at least restrained from giving a sanction, 
and might be required to suppress, and therefore desired to be excused. Mrs. Blount 
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The person of Pope is well known not to have been formed by the nicest 
model. He has, in his account of the ‘‘ Little Club,” compared himself to 
a Spider, and by another is described as protuberant behind and before. He 
is said to have been beautiful in his infancy; but he was of a constitution 
originally feeble and weak ; and, as bodies of a tender frame are easily dis- 
torted, his deformity was probably in part the effect of his application. His 
stature was so low, that, to bring him to a level with common tables, it was 
necessary to raise his seat. But his face was not displeasing, and his eyes 
were animated and vivid. By natural deformity, or accidental distortion, 
his vital functions were so much disordered, that his life was ‘‘a long 
disease.”” His most frequent assailant was the headache, which he used to 
relieve by inhaling the steam of coffee, which he very frequently required. 

Most of what can be told concerning his petty peculiarities was commu- 
nicated by a female domestic of the Earl of Oxford, who knew him perhaps 
after the middle of life. He was then so weak as to stand in perpetual need 
of female attendance ; extremely sensible of cold, so that he wore a kind of 
fur doublet, under a shirt of a very coarse warm linen with fine sleeves, When 
he rose, he was invested in boddice made of stiff canvas, being scarcely 
able to hold himself erect till they were laced, and he then put on a flannel 
waistcoat. One side was contracted. His legs were so slender, that he en- 
larged their bulk with three pair of stockings, which were drawn on and off 
by the maid ; for he was not able to dress or undress himself, and ncither 
went to bed nor rose without help. His weakness made it very difficult for 
him to be clean. His hair had fallen almost all away; and he used to dine 
sometimes with Lord Oxford, privately, in a velvet cap. His dress of cere- 
mony was black, with a tie-wig, and a little sword. The indulgence and 
accommodation which his sickness required, had taught him all the un- 
pleasing and unsocial qualities of a valetudinary man. He expected that 
everything should give way to his ease or hurnour, as a child, whose parents 
will not hear her cry, has an unresisted dominion in the nursery. 

C’est que l’enfant toujours cst homme, 

C’est que "homme est toujours enfant. 
When he wanted to sleep he ‘'nodded in company ;” and once slumbered 
at his own table while the Prince of Wales was talking of poetry. 

The reputation which his friendship gave procured him many invitations ; 
but he was a very troublesome inmate. He brought no servant, and had so 
many wants, that a numerous attendance was scarcely able to supply them. 
‘Wherever he was, he left no room for another, because he exacted the atten- 
tion, and employed the activity of the whole family. His errands were so 
frequent and frivolous, that the footmen in time avoided and neglected him ; 
and the Earl of Oxford discharged some of his servants for their resolute re- 
fusal of his messages. ‘The maids, when they had neglected their business, 
alleged that they had been employed by Mr. Pope. One of his constant de- 
mands was of coffee in the night, and to the woman that waited on him in 
his chamber he was very burthensome: but he was careful to recompense 
her want of sleep ; and Lord Oxford’s servant declared, that in the house | 
where her business was to answer his call, she would not ask for wages. He 
had another fault, easily incident to those who, suffering much pain, think 


resented this refusal, and told Pope of it at his return, and so infected him with her 
rage that they both left the house abruptly. . 

An instance of the like negligence may be noted in his relation of Pope’s love of 
painting, which differs much from the information I gave him on that head. A pic- 
ture of ‘etterton, certainly copied from Kneller by Pope, Lord Mansfield once showed 
me at Calnwood House, adding, that it was the only one he ever finished, for that the 
weakness of his eyes was an obstruction to his use of the pencil, 
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themselves entitled to what pleasures they can snatch. He was too indul- 
gent to his appetite: he loved meat highly seasoned and of strong taste ; 
and, at the intervals of the table, amused himself with biscuits and dry con- 
serves. If he sat down to a variety of dishes, he would oppress his stomach 
with repletion ; and though he seemed angry when a dram was offered him, 
did not forbear to drink it. His friends, who knew the avenues to his heart, 
pampered him with presents of luxury, which he did not suffer to stand 
neglected. The death of great men is not always proportioned to the lustre 
of their lives. Hannibal, says Juvenal, did not perish by the javelin or the 
sword ; the slaughters of Cannze were revenged by a ring. ‘The death of 
Pope was imputed, by some of his friends, to a silver saucepan, in which it 
was his delight to cat potted lampreys. ‘That he loved too well to eat, is 
certain ; but that his sensuality shortened his life will not be hastily con- 
cluded, when it is remembered that a conformation so irregular lasted six 
and fifty years, notwithstanding such pertinacious diligence of study and 
meditation. In all his intercourse with mankind, he had great delight in 
artifice, and endeavoured to attain all his purposes by indirect and unsus- 

ected methods. ‘‘ He hardly drank tea without a stratagem.” If, at the 

ouse of friends, he wanted any accommodation, he was not willing to ask 
for it in plain terms, but would mention it remotely as something con- 
venient ; though, when it was procured, he soon made it appear for whose 
sake it had been recommended. ‘Thus he teased Lord Orrery till he ob- 
tained a screen. He practised his arts on such small occasions, that Lady 
Bolingbroke used to say, in a French phrase, that ‘‘he played the politician 
about cabbages and turnips.” His unjustifiable impression of the ‘‘ Patriot 
King,’’ as it can be attributed to no particular motive, must have proceeded 
from his general habit of secrecy and cunning ; he caught an opportunity 
of a sly trick, and pleased himself with the thought of outwitting Boling- 
broke. In familiar or convivial conversation, it does not appear that he 
excelled. He may be said to have resembled Dryden, as being not one that 
was distinguished by vivacity in company. It is remarkable that, so near 
his time, so much should be known of what he has written, and so little of 
what he has said : traditional memory retains no sallies of raillery, nor sen- 
tences of observation ; nothing either pointed or solid, either wise or merry. 
One apophthegm only stands upon record. When an objection, raised 
against his inscription for Shakspeare, was defended by the authority of 
Patrick, he replied, horresco referens, that he ‘‘ would allow the publisher 
of a Dictionary to know the meaning of a single word, but not of two words 
put together.” 

He was fretful and easily displeased, and allowed himself to be capri- 
ciously resentful. He would sometimes leave Lord Oxford silently, no one 
could tell why, and was to be courted back by more Ictters and messages 
than the footmen were willing to carry. The table was indeed infested by 
Lady Mary Wortley, who was the friend of Lady Oxford, and who, know- 
ing his peevishness, could by no entreaties be restrained from contradicting 
him, till their disputes were sharpened to such asperity, that one or the 
other quitted the house. He sometimes condescended to be jocular with 
servants or inferiors ; but by no merriment, either of others or his own, was 
he ever seen excited to laughter. 

Of his domestic character, frugality was a part eminently remarkable. 
Having determined not to be dependent, he determined not to be in want, 
and therefore wisely and magnanimously rejected all temptations to ex- 
pense unsuitable to his fortune. This general care must be universally 
approved ; but it sometimes appeared in petty artifices of parsimony, 
such as the practice of writing his compositions on the back of letters, 
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as may be seen in the remaining copy of the ‘ Iliad,” by which perhaps 
in five years five shillings were saved; or in a niggardly reception of his 
friends, and scantiness of entertainment, as, when he had two guests in 
his house, he would set at supper a single pint upon the table; and 
having himself taken two small glasses, would retire, and say, ‘‘ Gentle- 
men, I leave you to your wine."" Yet he tells his friends, that ‘‘he has 
a heart for all, a house for all, and, whatever they may think, a fortune 
for &ll.” He sometimes, however, made a splendid dinner, and is said 
to have wanted no part of the skill or elegance which such performances 
require. That this magnificence should be often displayed, that obsti- 
nate prudence with which he conducted his affairs would not permit ; 
for his revenue, certain and casual, amounted only to about eight hundred 
pounds a year, of which, however, he declares himself able to assign one 
hundred to charity.* Of this fortune, which, as it arose from public appro- 
bation, was very honourably obtained, his imagination scems to have been 
too full: it would be hard to find a man, so well entitled to notice by his 
wit, that ever delighted sso much in talking of his money. In his Letters, 
and in his poems, his garden and his grotto, his quincunx and his vines, or 
some hints of his opulence, are always to be found. ‘The great topic of his 
ridicule is poverty; the crimes with which he reproaches his antagonists are 
their debts, their habitation in the Mint, and their want of a dinner. He 
seems to be of an opinion not very uncommon in the world, that to want 
money is to want everything. Next to the pleasure of contemplating his 
possessions, secms to be that of enumerating the men of high rank with 
whom he was acquainted, and whose notice he loudly proclaims not to have 
been obtained by any practices of meanness or servility; a boast which was 
never denied to be true, and to which very few poets have ever aspired. 
Pope never set genius to sale; he never flattered those whom he did not 
love, nor praised those whom he did not estcem. Savage, however, remarked, 
that he began a little to relax his dignity when he wrote a distich for ‘'his 
Highness's dog.” 

His admiration of the Great seems to have increased in the advance of life. 
He passed over peers and statesmen to inscribe his ‘‘ Iliad’ to Congreve, with 
a magnanimity of which the praise had been complete, had his friend’s virtue 
heen equal to his wit. Why he was chosen for so great an honour, it is not 
now possible to know ; there is no trace in literary history of any particular 
intimacy between them. The name of Congreve appears in the Letters 
among those of his other friends, but without any observable distinction or 
consequence. To his latter works, however, he took care to annex names 
dignified with titles, but was not very happy in his choice ; for, except Lord 
Bathurst, none of his noble friends were such as that a good man would wish 
to have his intimacy with them known to posterity; he can derive little 
honour from the notice of Cobham, Burlington, or Bolingbroke. 

Of his social qualities, if an estimate be made from his Letters, an opinion 
too favourable cannot easily be formed ; they exhibit a perpetual and un- 
clouded effulgence of general benevolence, and particular fondness. There 
is nothing but liberality, gratitude, constancy, and tenderness. It has been 
so long said as to be commonly believed, that the true characters of men 
may be found in their letters, and that he who writes to his friend lays his 
heart open before him. But the truth is, that such were the simple friend- 
ships of the Golden Age, and are now the friendships only of children, 


* Part of it arose from an annuity of two hundred pounds 4 year, which he had pur- 
chased either of the last Duke of Buckinghamshire, or the Duchess his mother, and 
which was charged on some estate of that family. The decd by which it was granted 
was some years in my custody, 
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Very few can boast of hearts which they dare lay open to themselves, and of 
which, by whatever accident exposed, they do not shun a distinct and con- 
tinued view; and, certainly, what we hide from ourselves we do not show 
to our friends, There is, indeed, no transaction which offers stronger temp- 
tations to fallacy and sophistication than epistolary intercourse. In the 
eagerness of conversation the first emotions of the mind often burst out 
before they are considered 3; in the tumult of business, interest and passion 
have their genuine effect ; but a friendly letter is a calm and deliberate ere 
formance in the cool of leisure, in the stillness of solitude, and surely no man 
sits down to depreciate by design his own character. 

Friendship has no tendency to secure veracity ; for by whom can a man 
so much wish to be thought better than he is, as by him whose kindness he 
desires to gain or keep? Even in writing to the world there is less constraint ; 
the author is not confronted with his reader, and takes his chance of appro- 
bation among the different dispositions of mankind ; buta letteris addrussed 
to a single mind, of which the prejudices and partialities are known ; and 
must therefore please, if not by favouring them, by forbearing to oppose 
them. ‘To charge those favourable representations, which men give of their 
own minds, with the guilt of hypocritical falsehood, would show more seve- 
rity than knowledge. ‘The writer commonly believes himself. Almost every 
man's thoughts, while they are general, are right ; and most hearts are pure, 
while temptation is away. It is easy to awaken generous sentiments in 
privacy ; to despise death when there is no danger ; to glow with benevo- 
lence when there is nothing to be given. While such ideas are formed they 
aie felt ; and self-love does not suspect the gleam of virtue to be the meteor 
of fancy. 

If the letters of Pope are considered merely as compositions, they seem to 
be premeditated and artificial. It is one thing to write, because there is 
something which the mind wishes to discharge ; and another to solicit the 
imagination, because ceremony or vanity requires something to be written, 
Pope confesses his early letters to be vitiated with affectation and ambition: 
to know whether he disentangled himself from these perverters of epistolary 
integrity, his book and his life must be set in comparison. One of his 
favourite topics is contempt of his own poetry. For this, if it had been real, 
he would deserve no commendation ; and in this he was certainly not sin- 
cere, for his high value of himself was sufficiently observed ; and of what 
could he be proud but of his poetry? He writes, he says, when ‘‘he has 
just nothing else to do ;”’ yet Swift complains that he was never at leisure 
for conversation, because he ‘‘ had always some poetical scheme in his 
head.” It was punctually required that his writing box should be set upon 
his bed before he rose ; and Lord Oxford's domestic related, that, in the 
dreadful winter of Forty she was called from her bed by him four times in 
one night, to supply him with paper, lest he should lose a thought. He 
pretends insensibility to censure and criticism, though it was observed by all 
who knew him that every pamphlet disturbed his quiet, andthat his extreme 
irritability laid him open to perpetual vexation ; but he wished to despise 
his critics, and therefore hoped that he did despise them. As he happened 
to live in two reigns when the court paid little attention to poetry, he nursed 
in his mind a foolish disesteein of kings, and proclaims that ‘‘ he never sees 
courts.” Yet a little regard shown him by the Prince of Wales melted his 
obduracy ; and he had not much to say when he was asked by his Royal 
Highness, ‘‘ How he could love a Prince while he disliked Kings ?” 

He very frequently professes contempt of the world, and represents himself 
as looking on mankind, sometimes with gay indifference, as on emmets of a 
hillock, below his serious attention ; arid sometimes with gloomy indigna- 
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tion, as on monsters more worthy of hatred than of pity. These were dis- 
positions apparently counterfeited. How could he despise those whom he 
lived by pleasing, and on whose approbation his esteem of himself was super- 
structed? Why should he hate those to whose favour he owed his honour 
and his ease? Of things that terminate in human life, the world is the proper 
judge : to despise its sentence, if it were possible, is not just; and if it were 
just, is not possible. Pope was far enough from this unreasonable temper ; 
he was sufficiently @ fool to fame, and his fault was, that he pretended to 
neglect it. His levity and his sullenness were only in his letters ; he passed 
through common life, sometimes vexed, and sometimes pleased, with the 
natural emotions of common men. His scorn of the Great is repeated too 
often to be real; no man thinks much of that which he despises ; and as 
falsehood is always in danger of inconsistency, he makes it his boast at 
another time that he lives among them. Itis evident that hisown importance 
swells often in his mind. He is afraid of writing lest the clerks of the post- 
office should know his secrets ; he has many enemies ; he considers himself 
as surrounded by universal jealousy: ‘‘ after many deaths, and many dis- 
persions, two or three of us,’’ says he, ‘‘ may still be brought together, not to 
plot, but to divert ourselves, and the world too, if it pleases ;’ and they can 
live together, and ‘‘ show what friends wits may be, in spite of all the fools 
in the world.” All this while it was likely that the clerks did not know his 
hand ; he certainly had no more enemies than a public character like his 
‘inevitably excites ; and with what degree of friendship the wits might live, 
very few were so much fools as ever to inquire. Some part of this pretended 
discontent he learned from Swift, and expresses it, I think, most frequently 
in his correspondence with him. Swift's resentment was unreasonable, but 
it was sincere ; Pope’s was the mere mimicry of his friend, a fictitious part 
which he began to play before it became him. When he was only twenty- 
five years old, he related that ‘‘a glut of study and retirement had thrown him 
on the world,”’ and that there was danger lest ‘‘a glut of the world should 
throw him back upon study and retirement.” ‘To this Swift answered with 
great propriety, that Pope had not yet acted or suffered enough in the world 
to have become weary of it. And, indeed, it must have been some very 
powerful reason that can drive back to solitude him who has once enjoyed 
the pleasures of society. 

In the Letters both of Swift and Pope there appears such narrowness of 
mind, as makes them insensible of any excellence that has not some affinity 
with their own, and confines their esteem and approbation to so small a 
number, that whoever should form his opinion of their age from their repre 
sentation, would suppose them to have lived amidst ignorance and bar- 
barity, unable to find among their contemporaries either virtue or intelligence, 
and persecuted by those that could not understand them. 

When Pope murmurs at the world, when he professes contempt of fame, 
when he speaks of riches and poverty, of success and disappointment, with 
negligent indifference, he certainly does not express his habitual and settled 
resentments, but either wilfully disguises his own character, or, what is more 
likely, invests himself with temporary qualities, and sallies out in the colours 
of the present moment. His hopes and fears, his joys and sorrows, acted 
strongly upon his mind ; and, if he differed from others, it was not by care- 
lessness ; he was irritable and resentful; his malignity to Philips, whom he 
. had first made ridiculous, and then hated for being angry, continued too 
long. Of his vain desire to make Bentley contemptible, I never heard any 
adequate reason. He was sometimes wanton in his attacks; and, before 
Chandos, Lady Wortley, and Hill, was mean in his retreat. The virtues 
which seem to have had most of his affection were liberality and fidelity of 
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friendship, in which it does not appear that he was other than he describes 
himself. His fortune did not suffer his character to be splendid and con- 
spicuous; but he assisted Dodsley with a hundred pounds, that he might 
open a shop; and, of the subscription of forty pounds a year that he raised 
for Savage, twenty were paid by himself. He was accused of loving money ; 
but his love was eagerness to gain, not solicitude to keep it. In the duties 
of friendship he was zealous and constant ; his early maturity of mind com- 
monly united him with men older than himself; and therefore, without 
attaining any considerable length of life, he saw many companions of his youth 
sink into the grave; but it does not appear that he lost a single friend by 
coldness or by injury; those who loved him once, continued their kindness. 
His ungrateful mention of Allen in his will, was the effect of his adherence 
to one whom he had known much longer, and whom he naturally loved with 
greater fondness. His violation of the trust reposed in him by Bolingbroke 
could have no motive inconsistent with the warmest affection ; he either 
thought the action so near to indifferent that he forgot it, or so laudable, 
that he expected his friend to approve it. It was reported, with such confi- 
dence as almost to enforce belief, that in the papers entrusted to his execu- 
tors, was found a defamatory Life of Swift, which he had prepared as an in- 
strument of vengeance, to be used if any provocation should be ever given. 
About this I inquired of the Earl of Marchmont, who assured me that no 
such piece was among his remains. 

The religion in which he lived and died was that of the Church of Rome, 
to which, in his correspondence with Racine he professes himself a sincere 
adherent. That he was not scrupulously pious in some part of his life, is 
known by many idle and indecent applications of sentences taken from the 
Scriptures ; a mode of merriment which a good man dreads for its profane- 
ness, and a witty man disdains for its easiness and vulgarity. But to what- 
ever levities he has been betrayed, it does not appear that his principles were 
ever corrupted, or that he ever lost his belicf of revelation, ‘The positions 
which he transmitted from Bolingbroke he seems not to have understood, 
and was pleased with an interpretation that made them orthodox. 

A man of such exalted superiority, and so little moderation, would natu- 
rally have all his delinquencies observed and aggravated : those who could 
not deny that he was excellent, would rejoice to find that he was not perfect. 
Perhaps it may be imputed to the unwillingness with which the same man is 
allowed to possess many advantages, that his learning has been depreciated. 
He certainly was, in his early life, a man of great literary curiosity; and, 
when he wrote his ‘‘ /ssay on Criticism,” had, for his age, a very wide 
acquaintance with books. When he entered into the living world, it seems 
to have happened to him, as to many others, that he was less attentive to 
dead masters; he studied in the academy of Paracelsus, and made the 
universe his favourite volume. He gathered his notions fresh from reality, 
not from the copies of authors, but the originals of nature. Yet there is no 
reason to believe that literature ever lost his esteem ; he always professed to 
love reading ; and Dobson, who spent some time at his house translating 
his ‘‘ Essay on Man," when I asked him what learning he found him to 
possess, answered, ‘‘ More than I expected.” His frequent references to 
history, his allusions to various kinds of knowledge, and his images selected 
from art and nature, with his observations on the operations of the mind 
and the modes of life, show an intelligence perpetually on the wing, ex- 
cursive, vigorous, and diligent, eager to pursue knowledge, and attentive to 
retain it. Irom this curiosity arose the desire of travelling, to which he 
alludes in his verses to Jervas, and which, though he never found an oppor 
tunity to gratify it, did not leave him till his life declined. 
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Of his intellectual character, the constituent and fundamental principle 
was good sense, a prompt and intuitive perception of consonance and pro- 
priety. He saw immediately, of his own conceptions, what was to be 
chosen, and what to be rejected ; and, in the works of others, what was to 
be shunned, and what was to be copied. But good sense alone is a sedate 
and quiescent quality, which manages its possessions well, but does not in- 
crease them ; it collects few materials for its own opcrations, and preserves 
safety, but never gains supremacy. Pope had likewise genius; a mind 
active, ambitious, and adventurous, always investigating, always aspiring ; 
in its widest scarches still longing to go forward, in its highest flights still 
wishing to be higher ; always imagining something greater than it knows, 
always endeavouring more than it can do. To assist these powers, he is 
said to have had great strength and exactness of memory. ‘That which he 
had heard or read was not easily lost ; and he had before him not only what 
his own meditations suggested, but what he had found in other writers that 
might be accommodated to his present purpose. ‘These benefits of nature 
he improved by incessant and unwearied diligence; he had recourse to 
every source of intelligence, and lost no opportunity of information ; he 
consulted the living as well as the dead ; he read his compositions to his 
friends, and was never content with mediocrity when excellence could be 
attained. He considered poetry as the business of his life ; and, however 
he might seem to lament his occupation, he followed it with constancy ; to 
make verses was his first labour, and to mend them was his last. From his 
attention to poetry he was never diverted. If conversation offcred anything 
that could be improved, he committed it to paper; if a thought, or perhaps 
an expression more happy than was common, rose to his mind, he was care 
ful to write it; an independent distich was preserved for an opportunity of 
insertion ; and some little fragments have been found containing lines, or 
parts of lines, to be wrought upon at some other time. Ile was one of those 
few whose labour is their pleasure : he was never elevated to negligence, nor 
wearied to impatience ; he never passed a fault unameuded by indifference, 
nor quitted it by despair. He laboured his works first to gain reputation, 
and afterwards to keep it. 

Of composition there are different methods. Some employ at once 
memory and invention, and, with little intermediate use of the pen, form 
and polish large masses by continued meditation, and write their produc- 
tions only when, in their own opinion, they have completed them. It is 
related of Virgil, that his custom was to pour out a great number of verses 
in the morning, and pass the day in retrenching exubecrances and correcting 
inaccuracies. ‘The method of Pope, as may be collected from his transla- 
tion, was to write his first thoughts in his first words, and gradually to 
amplify, decorate, rectify, and retine them. With such faculties and such 
dispositions, he excelled every other writer in poctical prudence: he wrote 
in such a manner as might expose him to few hazards. He used almost 
always the same fabric of verse ; and, indeed, by those few essays which he 
made of any other, he did not enlarge his reputation, Of this uniformity 
the certain consequence was readiness and dexterity. By perpetual practice, 
language had, in his mind, a systematical arrangement ; having always the 
game use for words, he had words so selected and combined as to be ready 
at his call. This increase of facility he confessed himself to have perceived 
in the progress of his translation. But what was yet of more importance, 
his effusions were always voluntary, and his subjects chosen by himself, 
His independence secured him from drudging at a task, and labouring upon 
a barren topic : he never exchanged praise for money, nor opened a shop of 
condolence or congratuiation. His poems, therefore, were scarcely ever 
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temporary. He suffered coronations and royal marriages to pass without a 
song; and derived no opportunities from recent events, nor any popularity 
from the accidental disposition of his readers. He was never reduced to the 
necessity of soliciting the sun to shine upon a birthday, of calling the graces 
and virtues to a wedding, or of saying what multitudes have said before him. 
When he could produce nothing new, he was at liberty to be silent. 

His publications were for the same reason never hasty. He is said to have 
sent nothing to the press till it had lain two years under his inspectiong it is 
at least certain, that he ventured nothing without nice examination. He 
suffered the tumult of imagination to subside, and the novelties of invention - 
to grow familiar. He knew that the mind is always enamoured of its own 
productions, and did not trust his first fondness. He consulted his friends, 
and listened with great willingness to criticism ; and, what was of more im- 
portance, he consulted himself, and let nothing pass against his own judgment. 
He professed to have learned his poetry from Dryden, whom, whenever an 
opportunity was presented, he praised through his whole life with unvaried 
liberality ; and perhaps his character may receive some illustration, if he be 
gompared with his master. 

Integrity of understanding and nicety of discernment were not allotted in 
a less proportion to Dryden than to Pope. ‘The rectitude of Dryden's mind 
was sufficiently shown by the dismission of his poetical prejudices, and the 
rejection of unnatural thoughts and rugged numbers. But Dryden never 
desired to apply all the judgment that he had. He wrote, and professed to 
write, merely for the people ; and when he pleased others, he contented him- 
self. He spent no time in struggles to rouse latent powers ; he never at- 
tempted to make that better which was already good, nor often to mend 
what he must have known to be faulty. He wrote, as he tells us, with very 
little consideration ; when occasion or necessity called upon him, he poured 
out what the present moment happened to supply, and, when once it had 
passed the press, ejected it from his mind; for, when he had no pecuniary 
interest, he had no further solicitude. 

Pope was not content to satisfy ; he desired to excel, and therefore always 
endeavoured to do his best; he did not court the candour, but dared the 
judgment of his reader, and, expecting no indulgence from others, he showed 
none to himself. He examined lines and words with minute and punctilious 
observation, and retouched every part with indefatigable diligence, till he 
had left nothing to be forgiven. For this reason he kept his pieces very long 
in his hands, while he considered and reconsidered them. The only poems 
which can be supposed to have been written with such regard to the times as 
might hasten their publication, were the two satires of ‘‘ Thirty-eight ;” of 
which Dodsley told me, that they were brought to him by the author, that 
they might be fairly copied. ‘‘ Almost every line,” he said, ‘‘ was then written 
twice over; I gave him aclean transcript, which he sent some time afterwards 
to me for the press, with almost every iine written twice over a second time.” 
His declaration, that his care for his works ceased at their publication, was 
not strictly true. His parental attention never abandoned them; what he 
found amiss in the first edition, he silently corrected in those that followed. 
He appears to have revised the ‘‘ Iliad,” and freed it from some of its imperfec- 
tions ; and the ‘‘ Essay on Criticism” received many improvements after its 
first appearance. It will seldom be found that he altered without adding 
clearness, elegance, or vigour. Pope had perhaps the judgment of Dryden; 
but Dryden certainly wanted the diligence of Pope. 

In acquired knowledge, the superiority must be allowed to Dryden, whose 
education was more scholastic, and who before he became an author had 
been allowed more time for study, with better means of information. His 
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mind has a larger range, and he collects his images and illustrations from a 
more extensive circumference of science. Dryden knew more of man in his 
general nature, and Popein his local manners. The notions of Dryden were 
formed by comprehensive speculation ; and those of Pope by minute attention. 
There is more dignity in the knowledge of Dryden, and more certainty in 
that of Pope. Poetry was not the sole praise of cither; for both excelled 
likewise in prose ; but Pope did not borrow his prose from his predecessor. 
The style of Dryden is capricious and varied ; that of Pope is cautious and 
uniform. Dryden observes the motions of his own mind; Pope constrains 
his mind to his own rules of composition. Dryden is sometimes vehement 
and rapid ; Pope is always smooth, unitorm, and gentle. Dryden's page is 
a natural field, rising into inequalities, and diversified by the varicd exuberance 
of abundant vegetation ; Pope's is a velvet lawn, shaven by the scythe, and 
levelled by the roller. 

Of genius, that power which constitutes a poct ; that quality without which 
judgment is cold, and knowledge is inert ; that energy which collects, com- 

ines, amplifies, and animates ; the superiority must, with some hesitation, 
be allowed to Dryden. It is not to be inferred, that of this poetical vigour 
Pope had only a little, because Dryden had morc; for every other writer since 
Milton must give place to Pope; and even of Dryden it must be said, that, 
if he has brighter paragraphs, he has not better poems. Dryden's performances 
were always hasty, either excited by some external occasion, or extorted by 
domestic necessity ; he composed without consideration, and published with- 
out correction. What his mind could supply at call, or gather in one excur- 
sion, was all that he sought, and all that he gave. The dilatory caution of Pope 
enabled him to condense his sentiments, to multiply his images, and to accu- 
mulate all that study might produce, or chance might supply. If the flights 
of Dryden therefore are higher, Pope continues longer on the wing. If of 
Dryden's fire the blaze is brighter, of Pope's the heat is more regular and 
constant. Dryden often surpasses expectation,and Pope never falls below it. 
Dryden is read with frequent astonishment, and Pope with perpetual delight. 
This parallel will, I hope, when it is well considered, be found just; and if 
the reader should suspect me, as I suspect myself, of some partial fondness 
for the memory of Dryden, let him not too hastily condemn me; for medi- 
tation and inquiry may, perhaps, show him the reasonableness of my 
determination. 

The Works of Pope are now to be distinctly examined, not so much with 
attention to slight faults or petty beauties, as to the general character and 
effect of each performance. 

It seems natural for a young poet to initiate himself by Pastorals, which, 
not professing to imitate real life, require no experience; and, exhibiting only 
the simple operation of unmingled passions, admit no subtle reasoning or 
deep inquiry. Pope’s pastorals are not, however, composed but with close 
thought ; they have reference to the times of the day, the seasons of the year, 
and the periods of human life. The last, that which turns the attention upon 
age and death, was the author's favourite. To tell of disappointment and 
misery, to thicken the darkness of futurity, and perplex the labyrinth of un- 
certainty, has been always a delicious employment of the poets. His pre- 
ference was probably just. I wish, however, that his fondness had not over 
looked a line in which the Zephyrs are made to lament in silence. To charge 
these pastorals with want of invention, is to require what was never intended. 
The imitations are so ambitiously frequent, that the writer evidently means 
rather to show his literature than his wit. It is surely sufficient for an author 
of sixteen, not only to be able to copy the poems of antiquity with judicious 
selection, but to have obtained sufficient power of language, and skill in 
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metre, to exhibit a series of versification, which had in English poetry no 
precedent, nor has since had an imitation. 

The design of ‘‘ Windsor Forest” is evidently derived from ‘‘ Cooper's 
Hill,”’ with some attention to Waller's poem on ‘‘The Park;” but Pope 
cannot be denicd to excel his masters in variety and elegance, and the art of 
interchanging description, narrative, and morality. The objection made by 
Dennis is the want of plan, of a regular subordination of parts terminating 
in the principal and original design. There is this want in most descriptive 
poems, because as the scenes, which they must exhibit successively, are all 
subsisting at the same time, the order in which they are shown must by ne- 
cessity be arbitrary, and more is not to be expected from the last part than 
from the first. The attention, therefore, which cannot be detained by sus- 
rere must be excited by diversity, such as this poem offers to its reader. 

ut the desire of diversity may be too much indulged; the parts of ‘‘ Windsor 
Forest” which deserve least praise, are those which were added to enliven 
the stillness of the scene, the appearance of Father Thames, and the trans- 
formation of Lodona, Addison had in his ‘‘'Campaign” derided the rivers 
that ‘‘rise from their oozy beds” to tell stories of heroes; and it is therefore 
Strange that Pope should adopt a fiction not only unnatural but lately 
censured. ‘The story of Lodona is told with sweetness; but a new meta- 
morphosis is a ready and puerile expedient; nothing is easier than to tell 
how a flower was once a blooming virgin, or a rock an obdurate tyrant. 

The ‘‘Temple of Fame”’ has, as Steele warmly declared, a ‘‘ thousand 
beauties.” very part is splendid ; there is great luxuriance of ornaments ; 
the original vision of Chaucer was never denied to be much improved ; the 
allegory is very skilfully continued, the imagery is properly selected, and 
learnedly displayed: yet, with all this comprehension of excellence, as its 
scene is laid in remote ages, and its sentiments, if the concluding paragraph 
be excepted, have little relation to general manners or common life, it never 
obtained much notice, but is turned silently over, and seldom quoted or 
mentioned with either praise or blame. 

That the '‘ Messiah” excels the ‘‘ Pollio” is no great praise, if it be con- 
sidered from what original the improvements are derived. 

The ‘‘ Verses on the unfortunate Lady’ have drawn much attention by 
the illaudable singularity of treating suicide with respect ; and they must be 
allowed to be written in some parts with vigorous animation, and in others 
with gentle tenderness; nor has Pope produced any pocm in which the 
sense predominates more over the diction. But the tale is not skilfully told ; 
it is not easy to discover the character of either the lady or her guardian. 
History relates that she was about to disparage herself by a marriage with 
an inferior ; Pope praises her for the dignity of ambition, and yet condemns 
the uncle to detestation for his pride; the ambitious love of a niece may be 
opposed by the interest, malice, or envy of an uncle, but never by his pride. 
On such an occasion a poet may be allowed to be obscure, but inconsistency 
never can be right.* ; 


* The account hereinbefore given of this lady and her catastrophe, cited by Johnson 
from Ruffhead with a kind of acquiescence in the truth thereof, scems no other than 
might have been extracted from the verses themselves. I have in my possession a 
letter to Dr. Johnson, containing the name of the lady; anda reference to a gentle- 
man wel] known in the literary world for her history. ifim I have seen; and, from a 
memorandum of some particulars to the purpose communicated to him by a lady of 
quality, he informs me, that the unfortunate lady’s name was Withinbury, corruptly 
ronounced Winbury; that she was in love with Pope, and would have married him; 
hat her guardian, though she was deformed in her person, looking upon sucha match 

= fener her, sent her to a convent; and that a noose, and not a sword, put an end 
o her life, 
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The ‘' Ode for St. Cecilia’s Day” was undertaken at the desire of Steele : 
in this the author is generally confessed to have miscarried, yet he has 
miscarried only as compared with Dryden; for he has far outgone other 
competitors. Dryden's plan is better chosen; history will always take 
Stronger hold of the attention than fable: the passions excited by Dryden 
gre the pleasures and pains of real life, the scene of Pope is laid in imaginary 
existence; Pope is read with calm acquiescence, Dryden with turbulent 
delight ; Pope hangs upon the ear, and Dryden finds the passes of the mind. 
Both the odes want the essential constituent of metrical compositions, the 
stated recurrence of settled numbers. It may be alleged, that Pindar is said 
by Horace to have written zzumeris /ege solutis: but as no such lax per- 
formances have been transmitted to us, the meaning of that expression 
cannot be fixed ; and perhaps the like return might properly be made to a 
modern Pindarist, as Mr. Cobb received from Bentley, who, when he found 
his criticisms upon a Greek Exercise, which Cobb had presented, refuted 
one after another by Pindar's authority, cried out at last, ‘‘ Pindar was a 
bold fellow, but thou art an impudent one.” 

If Pope’s ode be particularly inspected, it will be found that the first 
stanza consists of sounds well chosen indeed, but only sounds. ‘The second 
consists of hyperbolical common-places, easily to be found, and perhaps 
without much difficulty to be as well expressed. In the third, however, 
there are numbers, images, harmony, and vigour, not unworthy the an- 
tagonist of Dryden. _ Had all been like this—but every part cannot be the 
best. The next stanzas place and detain us in the dark and dismal regions 
of mythology, where neither hope nor fear, ncither joy nor sorrow, can be 
found : the poet, however, faithfully attends us; we have all that can be 
performed by clegance of diction, or sweetness of versification ; but what 
can form avail without better matter? The last stanza recurs again to 
common-places. The conclusion is too evidently modelled by that of 
Dryden ; and it may be remarked that both end with the same fault; the 
comparison of each is litcral on one side, and metaphorical on the other, Poets 
do not always express their own thoughts: Pope, with all this labour in the 
praise of Music, was ignorant of its principles, and insensible of its effects. 

One of his greatest, though of his earliest works, is the ‘Essay on 
Criticism,” which, if he had written nothing else, would have placed 
him among the first critics and the first poets, as it exhibits every 
mode of excellence that can embellish or dignify didactic composition, 
sclection of matter, novelty of arrangement, justness of precept, splendour 
of illustration, and propriety of digression. I know not whcther it be 
pleasing to consider that he produced this piece at twenty, and never after- 
wards excelled it: he that delights himself with observing that such powers 
may be soon attained, cannot but grieve to think that life was ever after 
at a stand. 

To mention the particular beauties of the Essay would be unprofitably 
tedious : but I cannot forbcar to observe, that the comparison of a student's 
progress in the sciences with the journey of a traveller in the Alps, is perhaps 
the best that English poetry can show. A simile, to be perfect, must both 
illustrate and ennoble the subject ; must show it to the understanding in a 
clearer view, and display it to the fancy with greater dignity; but either of 
these qualities may be sufficient to recommend it. In didactic poetry, of 
which the great purpose is instruction, a simile may be praised which illus- 
trates, though it does not ennoble ; in heroics, that may be admitted which 
ennobles, though it does not illustrate. That it may be complete, it is 
required to exhibit, independently of its references, a pleasing image ; for a 
simile is said to be a short episode, To this antiquity was so attentive, that 
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circumstances were sometimes added, which, having no parallels, served 
only to fill the imagination, and produced what Perrault ludicrously called 
**comparisons with a long tail.’ In their similes the greatest writers have 
sometimes failed ; the ship-race, compared with the chariot-race, is neither 
illustrated or aggrandised ; land and water make all the difference ; when 
Apollo, running after Daphne, is likened to a greyhound chasing a hare, 
there is nothing gained ; the ideas of pursuit and flight are too plain to be 
made plainer ; and a god and the daughter of a god, are not represented 
much to their advantage by a hare and dog. ‘The simile of the Alps has no 
useless parts, yet affords a striking picture by itself ; it makes the foregoing 
position better understood, and enables it to take faster hold on the atten- 
tion ; it assists the apprehension, and clevates the fancy. Let me likewise 
dwell a little on the celebrated paragraph, in which it is directed that ‘‘ the 
sound should seem an echo to the sense ;” a precept which Pope is allowed 
to have observed beyond any other English poet. 

This notion of representative metre, and the desire of discovering frequent 
adaptations of the sound to the sense, have produced, in my opinion, 
many wild conceits and imaginary beauties. All that can furnish this repre- 
sentation are the sounds of the words considered singly, and the time in 
which they are pronounced. Every language has some words framed to 
exhibit the noiscs which they express, as ‘hump, rattle, growl, hiss. These, 
however, are but few, and the poct cannot make them more, nor can they 
be of any use but when sound is to be mentioned. ‘The time of pronuncia- 
tion was in the dactylic measures of the learned languages capable of con- 
siderable variety; but that variety could be accommodated only to motion 
or duration, and different degrees of motion were perhaps expressed by 
verses rapid or slow, without much attention of the writer, when the image 
had full possession of his fancy: but our language having little flexibility, our 
verses can differ very little in their cadence. ‘The fancied resemblances, I 
fear, arise sometimes merely from the ambiguity of words ; there is supposed 
to be some relation between a soft line and soft couch, or between hard 
syllables and dard fortune. Motion, however, may be in some sort exem- 
plified ; and yet it may be suspected that in such resemblances the mind 
often governs the ear, and the sounds are estimated by their meaning. One 
of their most successful attempts has been to describe the labour of Sisyphus : 


With many a weary step, and many a groan, 

Up a high hill he heaves a huge round stone; 

The huge round stone, resulting with a bound, 

Thunders impetuous down, and smokes along the ground. 


Who does not perceive the stone to move slowly upward, and roll violently 
back? But set the same numbers to another sense : 


While many a merry tale, and many a song, 

Cheer’d the rough road, we wish’d the rough road long, 
The rough road then, returning in a round, 

Mock’d our impatient steps, for all was fairy ground. 


We have now surely lost much of the delay, and much of the rapidity. But, 
to show how little the greatest master of numbers can fix the principles of 
ch aa harmony, it will be sufficient to remark that the poet whe tells 
us that 


When Ajax strives some rock’s vast weight to throw, 
The line too labours, and the words move slow: 

Not so, when swift Camilla scours the plain, 

Flies o’er th’ unhending corn, and skims along the main; 


when he had enjoyed for about thirty years the praise of Camilla’s lightness 
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of foot, he tried another experiment upon sound and ¢ime, and produced 
this memorable triplet : 

Waller was smooth; but Dryden taught to join 

The varying verse, the full resounding line, 

The long majestic march, and energy divine. 

Here are the swiftness of the rapid race, and the march of slow-paced 
majesty, exhibited by the same poet in the same scquence of syllables, except 
thatthe exact prosodist will find the line of sz/txess by one time longer 
than that of ¢ferdiness. Beauties of this kind are commonly fancied ; and, 
when real, are technical and nugatory, not to be rejected, and not to be 
solicited. 

To the praises which have been accumulated on the ‘‘ Rape of the Lock ” 
by readers of every class, from the critic to the waiting maid, it is difficult to 
make any addition. Of that which is universally allowed to be the most at- 
tractive of all ludicrous compositions, let it rather be now inquired from 
what sources the power of pleasing is derived. 

Dr. Warburton, who excelled in critical perspicacity, has remarked, that 
the preternatural agents are very happily adapted to the purposes of the 
poem. The heathen deities can no longer gain attention : we should have 
turned away from a contest between Venus and Diana. The employment of 
allegorical persons always excites conviction of its own absurdity ; they may 
produce effects, but cannot conduct actions; when the phantom is put in 
motion, it dissolves: thus Mscord may raise a mutiny ; but Déscord cannot 
conduct a march, nor besiege a town. Pope brought in view a new race of 
beings, with powers and passions proportionate to their operation. ‘The 
Sylphs and Gnomes act, at the toilet and the tea-table, what more terrific 
and more powerful phantoms perform on the stormy ocean, or the field of 
battle; they give their proper help, and do their proper mischief. Pope is 
said, by an objector, not to have been the inventor of this petty nation; a 
charge which might with more justice have been brought against the author 
of the ‘* Iliad,’’ who doubtless adopted the religious system of his country; 
for what is there, but the names of his agents, which Pope has not invented? 
Has he not assigned them characters and operations never heard of before? 
Has he not, at least, given them their first poetical existence? If this is not 
sufficient to denominate his work original, nothing original ever can be 
written. 

In this work are exhibited, in a very high degree, the two most engaging 
powers of an author. New things are made familiar, and familiar things 
are madenew. A race of aérial people, never heard of before, is presented 
to us in a manncr so clear and easy, that the reader seeks for no further in- 
formation, but immediately mingles with his new acquaintance, adopts their 
interests, and attends their pursuits, loves a Sylph, and detests a Gnome. 
That familiar things are made new, every paragraph will prove. The sub- 
ject of the poem is an event below the common incidents of common life ; 
nothing real is introduced that is not seen so often as to be no longer re- 
garded: yet the whole detail of a female day is here brought before us, in- 
vested with so much art of decoration, that, though nothing is disguised, 
everything is striking, and we feel all the appetite of curiosity for that from 
which we have a thousand times turned fastidiously away. 

The purpose of the poet is, as he tells us, to laugh at ‘‘the little un- 
guarded follics of the female sex.” It is therefore without justice that 
Dennis charges the ‘‘ Rape of the Lock” with the want of a moral, and 
for that reason sets it below the ‘‘ Lutrin,” which exposes the pride and discord 
of the clergy. Perhaps neither Pope nor Boileau has made the world much 
better than he found it; but, if they had both succeeded, it were easy to 
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teil who would have deserved most from public gratitude. The freaks, and 
humours, and spleen, and vanity of women, as they embroil families in 
discord, and fill houses with disquiet, do more to obstruct the happiness of 
life in a year than the ambition of the clergy in many centuries. It has been 
well observed, that the misery of man proceeds not from any single crush of 
overwhelming evil, but from small vexations continually repeated. It is 
remarked by Dennis, likewise, that the machinery is superfluous ; that, by 
all the bustle of preternatural operation, the main event is neither hastened 
nor retarded. ‘To this charge an efficacious answer is not easily made. The 
Sylphs cannot be said to help or oppose ; and it must be allowed to imply 
some want of art, that their power has not been sufficiently intermingled 
with the action. Other parts may likewise be charged with want of con- 
nexion ; the game at cmbre might be spared ; but, if the lady had lost her 
hair while she was intent upon her cards, it might have been inferred that 
those who are too fond of play will be in danger of neglecting more im- 
portant interests. ‘Those perhaps are faults ; but what are such faults to so 
much excellence ! 

The Epistle of ‘‘ Eloise to Abclard” is one of the most happy productions 
of human wit: the subject is so judiciously chosen, that it would be difficult, — 
in turning over the annals of the world, to find another which so many cir- 
cumstances concur torecommend. We regularly interest ourselves most in 
the fortune of those who most deserve our notice. Abelard and Eloise were 
conspicuous in their days for eminence of merit. The heart naturally loves 
truth. ‘The adventures and misfortunes of this illustrious pair are known 
from undisputed history. Their fate does not leave the mind in hopeless 
dejection ; for they both found quict and consolation in retirement and 
piety. So new and so affecting is their story, that it supersedes invention ; 
and imagination ranges at full liberty without straggling into scenes of fable. 
The story, thus skilfully adopted, has been diligently improved. Pope has 
left nothing behind him, which seems more the effect of studious perseverance 
and Jaborious revisal, Here is particularly observable the curiosa felicitas, a 
fruitful soil and careful cultivation. Here is no crudeness of sense, nor 
asperity of language. The sources from which sentiments, which have so 
much vigour and efficacy, have been drawn, are shown to be the mystic 
writers by the learned author of the ‘‘Essay on the Life and Writings of 
Pope :” a book which teaches how the brow of Criticism may be smoothed, 
and how she may be enabled, with all her severity, to attract and to delight. 

The train of my disquisition has now conducted me to that poctical wondcr, 
the translation of the ‘‘Iliad ;’ a perfurmance which no age or nation can 
pretend to equal. To the Grecks translation was almost unknown; it was 
totally unknown to the inhabitants of Greece. They had no recourse to the 
barbarians for poetical beautics, but sought for everything in Homer, where, 
indeed, there is but little which they might not find. The Italians have been 
very diligent translators; but I can hear of no version, unless perhaps 
Anguillara’'s Ovid may be excepted, which is read with eagerness. The 
‘‘ liad” of Salvini every reader may discover to be punctiliously exact; but it 
seems to be the work of a linguist skilfully pedantic; and his countrymen, 
the proper judges of its power to please, reject it with disgust. ‘Their prede- 
cessors, the Romans, have left some specimens of translation behind them, 
and that employment must have had some credit in which Tully and Ger- 
manicus engaged ; but unless we suppose, what is perhaps true, that the 
plays of Terence were versions of Menander, nothing translated seems ever 
to have risen to high reputation. The French, in the meridian hour of their 
learning, were very laudably industrious to enrich their own language with 
the wisdom of the ancients; but found themselves reduced, by whatever 
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necessity, to turn the Greek and Roman postry into prose. Whoever could 
read an author could translate him. From such rivals little can be feared. 

The chief help of Pope in this audacious undertaking was drawn from the 
- versions of Dryden. Virgil had borrowed much of his imagery from Homer; 
and part of the debt was now paid by his translator. Pope searched the 
pages of Dryden for happy combinations of heroic diction ; but it will not 
be denied that he added much to what he found. He cultivated our lan- 
gufige with so much diligence and art, that he has !eft in his't Homer” a trea- 
sure of poctical eleganccs to posterity. His version may be said to have 
tuned the English tongue ; for since its appearance no writer, however defi- 
cient in other powers, has wanted melody. Such a series of lines, so elabo- 
rately corrected, and so sweetly modulated, took possession of the public 
ear ; the vulgar was enamoured of the poem, and the learned wondered at 
the translation. But in the most general applause discordant voices will 
always be heard. It has been objected by some, who wish to be numbered 
among the sons of learning, that Pope's version of Homer is not Homerical ; 
that it exhibits no resemblance of the original and characteristic manner of 
the Father of Poetry, as it wants his artless grandeur, his unaffected majesty.* 
This cannot be totally denied ; but it must be remembcred that necessztas 
guod cogit defendit,; that may be lawfully done which cannot be forborne. 
Time and place will always enforce regard. In estimating this translation, 
considcration must be had of the nature of our language, the form of our 
metre, and, above all, of the change which two thousand years have made 
in the modes of life and the habits of thought. Virgil wrote in a language 
of the same gencral fabric with that of Homer, in verses of the same mea- 
sure, and in an age nearer to Homer's time by eighteen hundred years ; yet 
he found, even then, the state of the world so much altered, and the de- 
mand for elegance so much increased, that mere nature would be endured 
no longer; and perhaps, in the multitude of borrowed passages, very few 
can be shown which he has not embellished. 

There is a time when nations, emerging from barbarity, and falling into 
regular subordination, gain leisure to grow wise, and fecl the shame of 
ignorance, and the craving pain of unsatisfied curiosity. ‘lo this hunger of 
the mind plain sense is grateful; that which fills the void removes uneasi- 
ness, and to be free from pain for a while is pleasure; but repletion gene- 
rates fastidiousness ; a saturated intellect soon becomes luxurious, and 
knowledge finds no willing reception till it is recommended by artificial 
diction. Thus it will be found, in the progress of learning, that in all na- 
tions the first writers are simple, and that every age improves in elegance. 
One refinement always makes way for another ; and what was expedient to 
Virgil was necessary to Pope. I suppose many readers of the English 
‘‘Tliad,”” when they have been touched with some unexpected beauty of the 
lighter kind, have tried to enjoy it in the original, where, alas! it was not 
to be found. Homer doubtless owes to his translator many Ovidian graces 
not exactly suitable to his character ; but to have added can be no great 
crime, if nothing be taken away. Elegance is surely to be desired, if it be 
not gained at the expense of dignity. A hero would wish to be loved, as 


* Bentley was one of these. He and Pope, soon aftcr the publication of Homer, 
met at Dr. Mead’s at dinner; when Pope, desirous of his opinion of the translation, 
addressed him thus: “ Dr. Benticy, I ordered my bookseller to send you your books: 
I hope you received them.” Bentley, who had purposely avoided saying anythin 
about Homer, pretended not to understand him, and asked, ‘ Books! books! wha 
books?’ ‘My Homer,’ replied Pope, ‘ which you did me the honour to subscribe for.’ 
—-‘ Oh,’ said Bentley, “ay, now I recollect—y ur translation :—it is a pretty poem, Mr, 
Pope : but you must not call it Homer,’ 


428 POPE. 


well as to be reverenced. Toa thousand cavils one answer is sufficient 3 
the purpose of a writer is to be read, and the criticism which would destroy 
the power of pleasing must be blown aside. Pope wrote for his own age 
and his own nation: he knew that it was necessary to colour the images: 
and point the sentiments of his author; he therefore made him graceful, 
but lost him some of his sublimity. The copious notes with which the ver~ 
sion is accompanied, and by which it is recommended to many readers, 
though they were undoubtedly written to swell the volumes, ought not ¢o 
pass without praise : commentaries which attract the reader by the pleasure 
of perusal have not offen appeared ; the notes of others are read to clear 
difficulties, those of Pope to vary entertainment. It has however been ob- 
jected, with sufficient reason, that there is in the commentary too much of 
unseasonable levity and affected gaiety ; that too many appeals are made to 
the ladies, and the ease which is so carefully preserved is somctimes the ease 
of atrifler. Every art has its terms, and every kind of instruction its proper 
style ; the gravity of common critics may be tedious, but is Iess despicable 
than childish merriment. 

Of the ‘‘ Odyssey ” nothing remains to be observed : the same general 
praise may be given to both translations, and a particular examination of 
either would require a large volume. The notes were written by Broome, 
wha endeavoured, not unsuccessfully, to imitate his master, 

Of the ‘‘ Dunciad” the hint is confessedly taken from Dryden's '‘ Mac 
Fliecknoe ;” but the plan is so enlarged and diversificd as justly to claim the 
praise of an original, and affords the best specimen that has yet appeared 
of personal satire ludicrously pompous. ‘That the design was moral, what- 
ever the author might tell either his readers or himself, I am not convinced. 
The first motive was the desire of revenging the contempt with which 
Theobald had treated his Shakspeare, and regaining the honour which 
he had lost, by crushing his opponent. Theobald was not of bulk enough 
to fill a poem, and therefore it was necessary to find other enemies with other 
names, at whose expense he might divert the public. 

In this design there was petulance and malignity enough ; but I cannot 
think it very criminal. An author places himself uncalled before the tribunal 
of criticism, and solicits fame at the hazard of disgrace. Dulness or de- 
formity are not culpable in themselves, but may be very justly reproached 
when they pretend to the honour of wit or the influence of beauty. If bad 
writers were to pass without reprehension, what should restrain them? 
empune diem consumpserit engens Telephus; and upon bad writers only wili 
censure have much effect. The satire, which brought Theobald and Moore 
into contempt, dropped impotent from Bentley, like the javelin of Priam. 
All truth is valuable, and satirical criticism may be considered as useful 
when it rectifies error and improves judgment; he that refines the public 
taste is a public benefactor. ‘The beauties.of this poem are well known ; its 
chief fault is the grossness of its images. Pope and Swift had an unnatural 
delight in ideas physically impure, such as every other tongue utters with 
unwillingness, and of which every ear shrinks from the mention. But even 
this fault, offensive as it is, may be forgiven for the excellence of other 
passages ; such as the formation and dissolution of Moore, the account of 
the Traveller, the misfortune of the Florist, and the crowded thoughts and 
stately numbers which dignify the concluding paragraph. The alterations 
which have been made in the ‘‘ Dunciad,” not always for the better, require 
that it should be published, as in the present collection, with all its variations, 

The ‘‘ Essay on Man” was a work of great labour and long consideration, 
but certainly not the happiest of Pope’s performances. ‘The subject is 
perhaps not very proper for poetry ; and the poet was not sufficiently master 
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of his subject ; metaphysical morality was to him a new study; he was 
proud of his acquisitions, and, supposing himself master of great secrets, 
was in haste to teach what he had not learned. Thus he tells us, in the first 
Epistle, that from the nature of the Supreme Being may be deduced an 
order of beings such as mankind, because infinite Excellence can do only 
what is best. He finds out that these beings must be '‘ somewhere ;" and 
that ‘‘all the question is, whether man be in a wrong place.” Surely if, 
acgording tothe poet’s Leibnitzian reasoning, we may infer that man ought 
to be, only because he is, we may allow that his place is the right place, 
because he has it. Supreme Wisdom is not less infallible in disposing than 
in creating. But what is meant by somewhere, and place, and wrong place, 
it had been vain to ask Pope, who probably had never asked himself. 

Having exalted himself into the chair of wisdom, he tells us much that 
every man knows, and much that he does not know himself; that we see 
but little, and that the order of the universe is beyond our comprehension ; 
an opinion not very uncommon ; and that there is a chain of subordinate 
beings ‘‘from infinite to nothing,” of which himself and his readers are 
equally ignorant. But he gives us one comfort, which without his help he sup- 
poses unattainable, in the position ‘‘that though we are fools, yet God is wise.” 

This Essay affords an egregious instance of the predominance of genius, 
the dazzling splendour of imagery, and the seductive powers of elo- 
quence. Never was penury of knowledge and vulgarity of sentiment so 
happily disguised. The reader feels his mind full, though he learns 
nothing ; and, when he meets it in its new array, no longer knows the 
talk of his mother and his nurse. When these wonder-working sounds 
sink into sense, and the doctrine of the Iessay, disrobed of its ornaments, 
is left to the powers of its naked excellence, what shall we discover? That 
we are, in comparison with our Creator, very weak and ignorant; that 
we do not uphold the chain of existence; and that we could not make 
one another with more skill than we are made. We may learn yet more : 
that the arts of human life were copied from the instinctive operatior.s 
of other animals; that, if the world be made for man, it may be said 
that man was made for geese. To these profound principles of natural 
knowledge are added some moral instructions equally new; that self- 
interest, well understood, will produce social concord ; that men are mutual 
gainers by mutual benefits ; that evil is sometimes balanced by good ; that 
human advantages are unstable and fallacious, of uncertain duration and 
doubtful effect ; that our true honour is, not to have a great part, but to act 
it well ; that virtue only is our own; and that happiness is always in our 
power. Surcly a man of no very comprehensive scarch may venture to say 
that he has heard ail this before ; but it was never till now recommended 
by such a blaze of embellishments, or such sweetness of melody. The vigo- 
rous contraction of some thoughts, the luxuriant amplification of others, the 
incidental illustrations, and sometimes the dignity, sometimes the softness 
of the verses, enchain philosophy, suspend criticism, and oppress judgment 
by overpowering pleasure. ‘This is true of many paragraphs; yet, if I had 
undertaken to exemplify Pope's felicity of composition before a rigid critic, 
I should not select the ‘‘ Essay cn Man ;” for it contains more lines unsuc~ 
cessfully laboured, more harshness of diction, and more thoughts imper- 
fectly expressed, more levity without elegance, and more heaviness without 
strength, than will easily be found in all his other works. 

The ‘‘ Characters of Men and Women” are the product of diligent specu. 
lation upon human life; much labour has been bestowed upon them, and 
Pope very seldom laboured in vain. That his excellence may be properly 
estimated, I recommend a comparison of his ‘‘ Characters of Women” with 
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Boileau's Satire; it will then be seen with how much more perspicacity 
female nature is investigated, and female excellence selected ; and he surcly 
is no mean writer to whom Boileau should be found inferior. The ‘‘Charac- 
ters of Men,” however, are written with more, if not with deeper, thought, 
and exhibit many passages exquisitely beautiful. The ‘‘Gem and the 
Flower” will not easily be cqualled. In the women’s part are some defects ; 
the character of Atossa is not so neatly finished as that of Clodio; and some 
of the female characters may be found perhaps more frequently among men ; 
what is said of Philomede was true of Prior. 

In the Epistles to Lord Bathurst and Lord Burlington, Dr. Warburton has 
endeavoured to find a train of thought which was never in the writer’s head, 
and to support his hypothesis, has printed that first which was published last. 
In one, the most valuable passage is perhaps the Elegy on Good Sense; 
and the other, the end of the Duke of Buckingham. 

The Epistle to Arbuthnot, now arbitrarily called the ‘‘Prologue to the 
Satires,” is a performance consisting, as it seems, of many fragments wrought 
into one design, which by this union of scattered beauties contains more 
striking paragraphs than could probably have been brought together into an 
occasional work. As there is no stronger motive to exertion than self-defence, 
no part has more elegance, spirit, or dignity, than the poct’s vindication of 
his own character. ‘The meanest passage is the satire upon Sporus. 

Of the two poems which derived their names from the year, and which are 
called the ‘‘ Epilogue to the Satires,”’ it was very justly remarked by Savage, 
that the second was in the whole more strongly conceived, and more equally 
supported, but that it had no single passages equal to the contention in the 
first for the dignity of Vice, and the celebration of the triumph of Corruption. 

The Imitations of Horace seem to have been written as relaxations of his 
genius. This employment became his favourite by its facility ; the plan was 
ready to his hand, and nothing was required but to accommodate as he could 
the sentiments of an old author to recent facts or familiar images ; but what 
is easy is seldom excellent ; such imitations cannot give pleasure to common 
readers ; the man of learning may be sometimes surprised and delighted by 
an unexpected parallel; but the comparison requires knowledge of the 
original, which will likewise often detect strained applications. Between 
Roman images and [English manners, there will be an irreconcilable. dis- 
similitude, and the works will be generally uncouth and _ parti-cclourcd ; 
neither original nor translated, neither ancient nor modern.* 

Pope had, in proportions very nicely adjusted to each other, all the 
qualities that constitute genius. He had fxzvention, by which new 
trains of cvents are formed, and new scenes of imagery displayed, as in 
the ‘‘Rape of the Lock;” and by which extrinsic and adventitious 
embellishments and illustrations are connected with a known subject, 
as in the ‘‘ Essay on Criticism.” He had #magination, which strongly im- 
presses on the writer’s mind, and enables him to convey to the reader, the 

* In one of theso poems is a couplet, to which belongs a story that I once heard the 
Reverend Dr. Ridicy relate. 

* Slander or poison dread from Delia’s rage; 
Hard words, or hanging, if your judge be ****,.” 

Sir Francis Page, 1 judge well known in his time, conceiving that his name was 
meant to fill up the blank, sent his clerk to Mr. Pope, to complain of the insult. Pope 
told the young man that the blank might be supplied by many monosyllables, other 
than the judge’s name :—“ Bat, sir,” said the clerk, “ the judge says that no word will 
make sense of the passage.” —* So, then, it seems,” says Pope, “vour master is not only 
a judge, but a poet: as that is the case, the odds are against me. Give my respects to 
the judge, and tell him, I will not contend with one that has the advantage of me, 
aud he may fill up tho blank as he pleases.” ‘ 
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various forms of nature, incidents of life, and energies of passion, as in his 
¢ loisa,”’ ‘‘ Windsor Forest,” and ‘‘ Ethic Epistles.” He had judgment, 
which selects from life or nature what the present purpose requires, and by 
separating the essence of things from its concomitants, often makes the repre- 
sentation more powerful than the reality: and he had colours of language 
always before him, ready to decorate his matter with every grace of elegant 
expression, as when he accommodates his diction to the wonderful multiplicity 
vo. idomer’s sentiments and descriptions. 

Poetical expression includes sound as well as meaning: ‘‘ Music,” says 
Dryden, ‘‘is inarticulate poetry ;” among the cxccllences of Pope, therefore, 
must be mentioned the melody of his metre. By perusing the works of 
Dryden, he discovered the most perfect fabric of English verse, and habituated 
himself to that only which he found the best; in consequence of which 
restraint, his poetry has been censured as too uniformly musical, and as 
elutting the ear with unvaried sweetness. I suspect this objection to be the 
cant of those who judge by principles rather than perception ; and who would 
even themselves have less pleasure in his works, if he had tried to relieve 
attention by studied discords, or affected to break his lines and vary his 
pauses. But though he was thus careful of his versification, he did not oppress 
his powers with superfluous rigour. Ile seems to have thought with Boileau, 
that the practice of writing might be refined till the difficulty should over- 
balance the advantage. ‘The construction of the language is not always 
strictly grammatical; with those rhymes which prescription had conjoined, 
he contented himself, without regard to Swift’s remonstrances, though there 
was no striking consonance; nor was he very careful to vary his terminations, 
or to refuse admission, at a small distance, to the same rhymes. ‘To Swift's 
edict for the exclusion of alexandrines and triplets he paid little regard ; he 
admitted them, but, inthe opinion of Fenton, toorarcly ; he uses them more 
liberally in his translation than his poems. He has a few double rhymes; 
and always, I think, unsuccessfully, except once in the ‘‘ Rape of the Lock.” 
Expletives he very early ejectcd from his verses ; but he now and then admits 
an epithet rather commodious than important. [ach of the six first lines of 
the ‘‘Tliad”’ might lose two syllables, with very little diminution of the 
meaning ; and sometimes, after all his art and labour, one verse seems to be 
made for the sake of another. In his latter productions the diction is sometimes 
vitiated by French idioms, with which Bolingbroke had perhaps infected him. 

I have been told that the couplet by which he declared his own ear to be 
most gratified was this : 

Lo, where Meotis sleeps, and hardly flows 
The freczing Tanais through a waste of snows. 
But the reason of this preference I cannot discover. 

It is remarked by Watts, that there is scarcely a happy combination of 
words, or a phrase poetically elegant in the English language, which Pope 
has not inserted into his version of Homer. How he obtained possession of 
so many beauties of speech, it were desirable to know. That he gleaned 
from authors, obscure as well as eminent, what he thought brilliant or use- 
ful, and preserved it all in a regular collection, is not unlikely. When, in 
his last years, Hall's Satires were shown him, he wished that he had seen 
them sooner. New sentiments and new images others may produce ; but to 
attempt any further improvement of versification will be dangerous. Art 
and diligence have now done their best, and what shall be added will be 
the effort of tedious toil and needless curiosity. After all this, it is surely 
st:perfluous to answer the question that has once been asked, Whether Pope 
wes a poet, otherwise than by asking in return, If Pope be not a poet, 
where is poetry to be found? To circumscribe poetry by a definition will 
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only show the narrowness of the definer, though a definition which shall 
exclude Pope will not easily be made. Let us look round upon the present 
time, and back upon the past; let us inquire to whom the voice of man- 
kind has decreed the wreath of poetry ; let their productions be examined, 
and their claims stated, and the pretensions of Pope will be no more disputed. 
Had he given the world only his version, the name of poet must have been 
allowed him: if the writer of the ‘‘Iliad’’ were to class his successors, he 
would assign a very high place to his translator, without requiring any otner 
evidence of genius. 

The following letter, of which the original is in the hands of Lord Hard- 
wicke, was communicated to me by the kindness of Mr. Jodrell :— 


‘* To MR. BRIDGES, at the Bishop of London's at Fulham. 


*Srtr,—The favour of your letter, with your remarks, can never be enough 
acknowledged ; and the speed with which you discharged so troublesome a 
task doubles the obligation. 

‘* I must own, you have pleased me very much by the commendations so 
ill bestowed upon me; but, I assure you, much more by the frankness of 
your censure, which I ought to take the more kindly of the two, as it is 
more advantage to a scribbler to be improved in his judgment than to be 
smoothed in his vanity. The greater part of those deviations, from the 
Greek, which you have observed, I was led into by Chapman and Hobbes ; 
who are, it seems, as much celebrated for their knowledge of the original, 
as they are decried for the badness of their translations. Chapman pretends 
to have restored the genuine sense of the author, from the mistakes of all 
former explainers, in several hundred places: and the Cambridge editors of 
the large Homer, in Greek and Latin, attributed so much to Hobbes, that 
they confess they have corrected the old Latin interpretation very often by 
his version. For my part, I generally took the author’s meaning to be as you 
have explained it ; yet their authority, joined to the knowledge of my own 
imperfectness in the language, overruled me. However, sir, you may be 
confident, I think you in the right, because you happen to be of my opinion : 
for, men (let them say what they will) never approve any other's sense, but 
as it squares with their own. But you have made me much more proud of, 
and positive in my judgment, since it is strengthened by yours. I think your 
criticisms, which regard the expression, very just, and shall make my profit 
of them ; to give you some proof that I am in earnest, I will alter three verses 
on your bare objection, though I have Mr. Dryden’s example for each of 
them. And this, I hope, you will account no small piece of obedience, from 
one who values the authority of one true poet above that of twenty critics or 
commentators. But, though I speak thus of commentators, I will continue 
to read carefully all I can procure, to make up, that way, for my own want 
of critical understanding in the original beauties of Homer. ‘Though the 
greatest of them are certainly those of invention and design, which are not 
at all confined to the language: for the distinguishing excellences of Homer 
are (by the consent of the best critics of all nations) first in the manners, 
(which include all the speeches, as being no other than the representations of 
each person's manners by his words :) and then in that rapture and fire, which 
carries you away with him, with that wonderful force, that no man who has 
a true poetical spirit is master of himself, while he reads him. Homer makes 
you interested and concerned before you are aware, all at once, where Virgil 
does it by soft degrees. This, I believe, is what a translator of Homer ough? 
principally to imitate ; and it is very hard for any translator to come up tot, 
because the chief reason why all translations fall short of their originals is, thag 
the very constraint they are obliged to, renders them heavy and dispirited, 
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**The great beauty of Homer’s language, as I take it, consists in that noble 
simplicity which runs through all his works; (and yet his diction, contrary to 
what one would imagine consistent with simplicity, is at the same time very 
copious). I don't know how I have run into this pedantry in a letter, but I 
find I have said too much, as well as spoken too inconsiderately : what farther 
thoughts I have upon this subject, I shall be glad to communicate to 
you (for my own improvement) when we meet; which is a happiness I very 
earnestly desire, as 1 do likewise some opportunity of proving how much I 
think myself obliged to your friendship, and how truly I am, sir, 

‘Your most faithful humble servant, 
‘*A, POPE.” 


The criticism upon Pope's Epitaphs, which was printed in ''The Uni- 
versal Visitor,” is placed here, being too minute and particular to be inserted 
in the Life. 

Every art is best taught by cxample. Nothing contributes more to the 
cultivation of propriety than remarks on the works of those who have most 
excelled. I shall therefore endeavour, at this v7s//, to entertain the young 
students in poetry with an examination of Pope's Epitaphs. 

To define an epitaph is useless ; every onc knows that it is an inscription 
onatomb, An epitaph, therefore, implies no particular character of writing, 
but may be composed in verse or prose. It is indeed commonly panegyrical, 
because we are seldom distinguished with a stone but by our friends ; but it has 
no rule to restrain or mollify it, except this, that it ought not to be longer than 
common beholders may be expected to have Icisure and patience to peruse. 


I, 
Ox CHARLES Earl of DORSET, t2 the Church of Wythyham, in Sussex. 
Dorset, the grace of courts, the Musc’s pride, 
Patron of arts, and judge of nature, dy’d, 
The scourge of pride, though sanctify'd or great, 
Of fops in learning, and of knaves in state; 
Yet soft in nature, though severe his lay, 
His anger moral, and his wisdom gay. 
Blest satyrist ! who touch’d the means so true, 
As show’d Vice had his hate and pity too. 
Blest courtier ! who could king and country please, 
Yet sacred kept his friendship, and his ease. 
Best peer! his great forefathers’ every grace 
Reficcting, and reflected on his race; 
Where other Buckhursts, other Dorsets shine, 
And patriots still, or poets, deck the line. 

The first distich of this epitaph contains a kind of information which few 
would want, that the man for whom the tomb was erected died. There are 
indeed some qualities worthy of praise ascribed to the dead, but none that 
were likely to exempt him from the lot of man, or incline us much to wonder 
that he should die. What is meant by ‘‘judge of nature,"’ is not easy to say. 
Nature is not the object of human judgment ; for it is in vain to judge where 
we cannot alter. If by nature is meant, what is commonly called nature by 
the critics, a just representation of things really existing, and actions really 
performed, nature cannot be properly opposed to a7¢; nature being, in this 
sense, only the best effect of art. 

The scourge of pride— 

Of this couplet, the second line is not, what is intended, an illustration of 
the former. ride, in the Great, is indeed well enough connected with 
knaves in state, though £#@ves is a word rather too ludicrous and light; but 
the mention of sanctified pride will not lead the thoughts to /ops in learning, 
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but rather te .wme species of tyranny or oppression, something more gloomy 

and more formidable than foppery. 

Yet soft his nature— 

This is a high compliment, but was not first bestowed on Dorset by Pope. 
The next verse is extremely beautiful. 

Blest satyrist !— 

In this distich is another line of which Pope was not the author. I donot 
mean to blame these imitations with much harshness; in long performfinces 
they are scarcely to be avoided, and in shorter they may be indulged, be- 
cause the train of the composition may naturally involve them, or the scanti- 
ness of the subject allow little choice. However, what is borrowed is not to 
be enjoyed as our own; and it is the business of critical justice to give every 
bird of the Muses his proper feather. 

Blest courtier !— 

Whether a courtier can properly be commended for keeping his ease sacred, 
may perhaps be disputable. To please king and country, without sacrific- 
ing friendship to any change of times, was a very uncommon instance of 
prudence or felicity, and deserved to be kept separate from so poor a com- 
mendation as care of his ease. I wish our poets would attend a little more 
accurately to the use of the word sacred, which surely should never be ap- 
pe in a scrious composition, but where some reference may be made toa 

1igher Being, or where some duty is exacted or implied. A man may kecp 

his friendship sacred, because promiscs of friendship are very awful ties; but 
methinks he cannot, but in a burlesque sense, be said to keep his ease sacred. 
Blest peer !— 

The blessing ascribed to the gecr has no connexion with his peerage : they 
might happen to any other man whose posterity were likely to be regarded. 

I know not whether this epitaph be worthy cither of the writer or the man 
entombed. 

Il, 

On Sir WILLIAM TRUMBULL, one of the Principal Secretaries of State to 
King WILLIAM III., who, having resigned his place, died in his retire- 
ment at Easthamstead, in Berkshire, 1716. 

A pleasing form, a firm, yet cautious mind, 
Sincere, though prudent; constant, yet resign’d 3 
Honour unchanged, a principle profest, 

Fix’d to one side, but moderate to the rest; 

An honest courtier, yet a patriot too, 

Just to his prince, and to his country trues 

Fill’d with the sense of age, the fire of youth, 

A scorn of wrangling, yet a zeal for truth; 

A generous faith, from superstition free ; 

A love to peace, and hate of tyranny; 

Such this man was; who now, from earth removed, 
At length enjoys that liberty he loved. 

In this epitaph, as in many others, there appears, at the first view, a fault 
which I think scarcely any beauty can compensate. ‘The name is omitted. 
The end of an epitaph is to convey some account of the dead ; and to what 
purpose is anything told of him whose name is concealed? An epitaph, 
and a history of a nameless hero, are equally absurd, since the virtues and 
qualities so recounted in either are scattered at the mercy of fortune to be 
appropriated by guess. The name, it is true, may be read upon the stone; 
but what obligation has it to the poet, whose verses wander over the earth, 
and leave their subject behind them, and who is forced, like an unskilful 
painter, to make his purpose known by adventitious help? This epitaph is 


POPE. 435 


whully without elevation, and contains nothing striking or particular; but 
the poet is not to be blamed for the defect of his subject. He said perhaps 
the best that could be said. There are, however, some defects which were 
not made necessary by the character in which he was employed. There is 
no opposition between an honest courtier and a patriot; for an honest courticr 
cannot but be a patriot. It was unsuitable to the niecty required in short 
col ipositions, to close his verse with the word ¢oo: every rhyme should be a 
wore of emphasis; nor can this rule be safely neglected, except where the 
lenzth of the poem makes slight inaccuracies excusable, or allows room for 
becuties sufficient to overpower the effects of petty faults, 

At the beginning of the seventh line the word ///ed is weak and prosaic, 
having no particular adaptation to any of the words that follow it. The 
thought in the last line is impertinent, having no connexion with the fore- 
going character, nor with the condition of the man described. Had the 
epitaph been written on the poor conspirator,* who dicd lately in prison, 
after a confinement of more than forty years, without any crime proved 
against him, the sentiment had been just and pathetical; but why should 
‘Trumbull be congratulated upon his liberty who had never known restraint ? 


HI, 


On the Hon. SIMON HARCOURT, only son of the Lord Chancellor IIARCOURT, 
atthe Church of Stanton-Harcourt in Oxfordshire, 1720. 
To this sad shrine, whoc’er thou art, draw near, 
Here lies the friend most loved, the son most dear; 
Who ne’er knew joy, but fricndship might divide, 
Or save his father grief but when he dicd. 
Jlow vain is reason, eloquence how weak ! 
Tf Pope must tell what Harcourt cannot speak, 
Oh let thy once loved friend inscribe thy stone, 
And with a father’s sorrows mix his own ! 

This epitaph is principally remarkable for the artful introduction of the 
name, which is inserted with a peculiar felicity, to which chance must 
concur with genius, which no man can hope to attain twice, and which 
cannot be copied but with servile imitation. I cannot but wish that, of this 
inscription, the twe last lines had been omitted, as they take away from the 
energy what they do not add to the sense. 


IV. 
On JAMES CRAGGS, Esg., <2 Westminster Abbey. 


JACOBVS CRAGGS, 
REGI MAGNAE BRITANNIAE A SECRETIS 
ET CONSILIIS SANOTIORIBVS, 
PRINCIPIS PARITER AC POPVLI AMOR ET DELICIAE: 
VIXIT TITVLIS KT INVIDIA MAJOR 
ANNOS HEV PAVCOS, XXXV. 
OB. FEB. XVI, MDCCXX. 
Statesman, yet friend to truth! of soul sincere, 
Tn action faithful, and in honour clear! 
Who broke no promise, served no private end, 
Who gain’d no title, and who lost no friend; 
Ennobled by himself, by all approved, 
Praised, wept, and honour’d by the Mase he loved. 

The lines on Craggs were not originally intended for an epitaph; and 
therefore some faults are to be imputed to the violence with which they are 
torn from the poems that first contained them. We may, however, observe 
some defects. There is a redundancy of words in the first couplet; it is 


* Major Bernardi, who died in Newgate, Sept, 20, 1736, 
FFa 
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superfluous to tell of him, who was sincere, true, and fatthful that he was 
tn honour clear. There seems to be an opposition intended in the fourth 
line, which is not very obvious: where is the relation between the two 
' positions, that he gazzed no title and Jost no friend ? 

It may be proper here to remark the absurdity of joining, in the same 
inscription, Latin and Icnglish, or verse and prose. If either language be 
preferable to the other, let that only be used; for no reason can be given 
why part of the information should be given in one tongue, and part in 
another, on a tomb, more than in any other place, or any other occasion ; 
and to tell all that can be conveniently told in verse, and then to call in the 
help of prose, has always the appearance of a very artless expedient, or of 
an attempt unaccomplished. Such an epitaph resembles the conversation of 
a foreigner, who tells part of his meaning by words, and conveys part by signs, 


Vv. 
Intended for Mr. ROWE, in Westminster Abbey. 


Thy reliques, Rowe, to this fair urn we trust, 
And sacred, place by Dryden’s awful dust; 
Beneath a rude and nameless stone he lies, 

To which thy tomb shall guide inquiring eyes, 
Peace to thy gentle shade, and cudless rest | 
Blest in thy genius, in thy love too blest; 

One grateful woman to thy fame supplies 
What a whole thankless land to his denies. 

Of this inscription the chief fault is, that it belongs less to Rowe, for whom 
it was written, than to Dryden, who was buried near him ; and indeed gives 
very little information concerning either. 

To wish peace to thy shade is too mythological to be admitted into a 
Christian temple: the ancient worship has infected almost all our other 
compositions, and might therefore be contented to spare our epitaphs. Let 
fiction, at least, cease with life, and Ict us be serious over the grave. 


VI, 
On Mrs. CORBET, who died of a Cancer in her Breast.* 
Here rests a woman, good without pretence, 
Blest with plain reason, and with sober sense; 
No conquest she, but o’cr herself, desired ; 
No arts essay’d, but not to be admired. 
Passion and pride were to her soul unknown, 
Convinced that Virtue only is our own, 
So unaffected, so composed a mind, 
So firm, yet soft, so strong, yet so refined, 
Heaven, as its purest gold, by tortures tried; 
The saint sustain’d it, but the woman dicd. 

1 have always considered this as the most valuable of all Pope’s epitaphs ¢ 
the subject of it is a character not discriminated by any shining or eminent 
peculiarities ; yet that which really makes, though not the splendour, the 
felicity of life, and that which every wise man will choose for his final and 
lasting companion in the languor of age, in the quiet of privacy, when he 
departs weary and disgusted from the ostentatious, the volatile, and the 
vain. Ofsuch a character, which the dull overlook, and the gay despise, it 
was fit that the value should be made known, and the dignity established. 
Domestic virtue, as it is exerted without great occasions, or conspicuous 
consequences, in an even unnoted tenor, required the genius of Pope to dis- 
play it in such a manner as might attract regard, and enforce reverence, 


* In the north aisle of the parish church of St. Margaret, Westminster, 


POPE. 4x7 


Who can forbear to lament that this amiable woman has no name in the 
verses? Ifthe particular lines of this inscription be examined, it will appear 
less faulty than the rest. ‘here is scarce one linc taken from common- 
places, unless it be that in which owly Virtue is said to be eur own. I once 
heard a lady of great beauty and exccllence object to the fourth line, that 
it cond an unnatural and incredible panegyric. Of this let the ladies 
judge. 


VIL. 


On the Monument of the Hon. RoweErt Dicsy, and of his Sister MARY' 
erected by their Father the Lord DiGny, tn the Church of Sherborne in 
Dorsetshire, 1727. 


Go! fair example of untainted youth, 
Of modest wisdom, and pacific truth : 
Composed in sufferings, and in joy sedate, 
Good without noise, without pretension great. 
Just of thy word, in every thought sincere, 
Who knew no wish but what the world might hears 
Of softest manners, unaffected mind, 
Lover of peace, and friend of human kind : 
Go, live! for heaven’s eternal year is thine, 
Go, and exalt thy mortal to divine. 
And thou, blest maid! attendant on his doom, 
Pensive hast follow’d to the silent tomb, 
Stcer’d the same course to the same quiet shore, 
Not parted Jong, and now to part no more ! 
Go, then, where only bli3s sincere is known ! 
Go, where to love and to enjoy are one! 
Yet take these tears, Mortality’s relief, 
And, till we share your joys, forgive our grief s 
These little rites, a stone, a verse receive, 
*Tis all a father, all a friend can give! 


This epitaph contains of the brother only a general indiscriminate charac- 
ter, and of the sister tells nothing but that she died. ‘The difficulty in writ- 
ing epitaphs is to give a particular and appropriate praise. This, however, 
is not always to be performed, whatever be the diligence or ability of the 
writer ; for, the greater part of mankind 4ave mo character at all, have little 
that distinguishes them from others equally good or bad, and therefore 
nothing can be said of them which may not be applied with equal propriety 
toa thousand more. It is indeed no great panegyric, that there is inclosed 
in this tomb one who was born in one year, and died in another; yet many 
useful and amiable lives have been spent, which yet leave little materials for 
any other memorial. These are however not the proper subjects of poetry ; 
and whenever friendship, or any other motive, obliges a poet to write on 
such subjects, he must be forgiven if he sometimes wanders in generalities, 
and utters the same praises over different tombs. 

The scantiness of human praises can scarcely be made more apparent, 
than by remarking how often Pope has, in tke few epitaphs which he com- 
posed, found it necessary to borrow from himself. The fourteen epitaphs, 
which he has written, comprise about an hundred and forty lines, in which 
there are more repetitions than will easily be found in all the rest of his 
works. In the eight lines which make the character of Digby, there is 
scarce any thought, or word, which may not be found in the other epitaphs. 
The ninth line, which is far the strongest and most elegant, is borrowed 
from Dryden. ‘The conclusion is the same with that on Harcourt, but is 
here more elegant and better connected, 
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VIII, 
On Sir GODFREY KNELLER, 72 Westminster Abbey, 1723. 


Kneller, by Heaven, and not a master, taught, 
Whose art was nature, and whose pictures thought; 
Now for two ages, having snatch’d from fate 
Whate’er was beautcous, or whate’er was great, 
Lies crown’d with Princes, honours, Pocts, lays, : 
Due to his merit, and brave thirst of praise. 
Living, great Nature fear’d he might outvie 
Her works; and dying, fears herself may dic. 


Of this epitaph the first couplet is good, the second not bad, the third is 
deformed with a broken metaphor, the word crowned not being applicable 
to the honours or the lays, and the fourth is not only borrowed from the 
epitaph on Raphael, but of a very harsh construction. 


IX. 
Qu General HENRY WITHERS, 22 Westminster Abbey, 1729. 


Here, Withers, rest! thou bravest, gentlest mind, 
Thy country’s friend, but more of human kind. 
O born to arms! O worth in youth approved ! 
O soft humanity in age beloved! 

For thee the hardy veteran drops a tear, 
And the gay courtier feels the sigh sinccre. 

Withers, adicu! yet not with thee remove 
Thy martial spirit, or thy social love | 
Amidst corruption, luxury, and rage, 

Still leave some ancient virtucs to our age: 
Nor let us say (those English glories gone) 
The last true Briton lies beneath this stone, 


The epitaph on Withers affords another instance of commonplaces, though 
somewhat diversified by mingled qualities, and the peculiarity of a profession. 
The second couplet is abrupt, gencral, and unpleasing ; exclamation seldom 
succeeds in our language ; and, I think, it may be observed that the particle 
O! used at the beginning of a sentence, always offends, ‘The third couplet 
is more happy; the value expressed for him, by different sorts of men, raises 
him to esteem ; there is yet something of the common cant of superficial 
satirists, who suppose that the insincerity of a courtier destroys all his sensa- 
tions, and that he is equally a dissembler to the living and the dead. At 
the third couplet I should wish the epitaph to close, but that I should be 
unwilling to lose the two next lines, which yet are dearly bought if they can- 
not be retained without the four that follow them. 


x. 
On Mr, ELIJAH FENTON, at Easthamstead in Berkshire, 1730. 


This modest stone, what few vain marbles can, 
May truly say, Here lies an honest man: 
A poet, blest beyond the poet’s fate, 
Whom Heaven kept sacred from the Proud and Great: 
Foe to loud praise, and friend to learned ease, 
Content with science in the vale of peace. 
Calmly he look’d on either life, and here 
Saw nothing to regret or there to fear; 
From nature’s temperate feast rose satisfied, 
Thank’d Heaven that he lived, and that he died. 


The first couplet of this epitaph is borrowed from Crashaw. ‘The four 
next lines contain a species of praise peculiar, original, and just. Here, 
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therefore, the inscription should have ended, the latter part containing 
nothing but what is common to every man who is wise and good. The 
character of Fenton was so amiable, that I cannot forbear to wish for 
some poet or biographer to display it more fully for the advantage of pos- 
terity. If he did not-stand in the first rank of genius, he may claim a place 
in the second ; and, whatever criticism may object to his writings, censure 
could find very little to blame in his life. 
« 


XI. 
On Mr. GAY, tn Westminster Abbey, 1732. 


Of manners gentle, of affections mild; 
In wit, a man; simplicity, a child: 
With native humour tempering virtuous rage, 
Form’d to delight at once and lash the age: 
Above temptation, in a low estate, 
And uncorrupted, ev’n among the Great: 
A safe companion and an easy friend, 
Unblamed through life, lamented in thy end, 
These are thy honours! not that hore thy bust 
Is mix’d with heroes, or with kings thy dust ; 
But that the Worthy and the Good shall say, 
Striking their pensive bosoms—Here lies Gay. 

As Gay was the favourite of our author, this epitaph was probably written 
with an uncommon degrce of attention; yet it is not more successfully 
executed than the rest, for it will not always happen that the success of a 
poet is proportionate to his labour, ‘The same observation may be extended 
to all works of imagination, which are often influenced by causes wholly out 
of the performer’s power, by hints of which he perceives not the origin, by 
sudden elevations of mind which he cannot produce in himself, and which 
sometimes rise when he expects them least. ‘The two parts of the first line 
are only echoes of each other ; gentle manners and mild affections, if they 
mean anything, must mcan the same. 

That Gay was a man in wit is a very frigid commendation ; to have the 
wit of a man is not much fora poet. ‘The wzt of man, and the simplictty of 
a child, make a poor and vulgar contrast, and raise no ideas of excellence, 
either intellectual or moral. 

In the next couplet vage is less properly introduced after the mention of 
mildness and gentleness, which are made the constituents of his character ; for 
aman so mi/d and gentle to (cmper his rage was not difficult. The next line is 
inharmonious in its sound, and mean in its conception; the opposition is 
obvious, and the word /ash used absolutely, and without any modification, 
is grossand improper. To be adove temptation in poverty, and free from 
corruption among the Great, is indeed such a peculiarity as deserved notice. 
But to be a safe companion is a praise merely negative, arising not from 
possession of virtue, but the absence of vice, and that one of the most odious, 

As little can be added to his character, by asserting that he was /emented 
tnx his end, Every man that dies is, at least by the writer of his epitaph, 
supposed to be lamented, and therefore this general lamentation does no 
honour to Gay. 

The first eight lines have no grammar; the adjectives are without any 
substantive, and the epithets without a subject. The thought in the last 
line, that Gay is buried in the bosoms of the worthy and good, who are dis- 
tinguished only to lengthen the line, is so dark that few understand it; and 
so harsh, when it is explained, that still fewer approve. 
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XII, 
Iniended for Sir ISAAC NEWTON, in Westminster Abbey. 
Isaacus NRWTONIUS: 
Quem Immortalem 
Testantur, Tempus, Nutura, Celum : 
Mortalem hoe marmor fatctur. 
Nature, and Nature’s Jaws, lay hid in night: 
God said, Let Newton be! And all was light, 

Of this epitaph, short as it is, the faults seem not to be very few. Why 
part should be Latin, and part Ienglish, it is not easy to discover. In the 
Latin the opposition of 7mmortalis and Mortal’s, is a mere sound, or a 
mere quibble ; heis not zmortal in any sense contrary to that in which he 
is mortal. Inthe verses the thought is obvious, and the words zzgh¢t and 
light are too nearly allied. 

XIl, 
On EDMUND Duke of BUCKINGHAM, who dicd in the 19th Year 
of his Age, 1735. 

If modest youth, with cool reflection crown’d, 
And every opening virtue blooming round, 
Could save a parent’s justest pride from fate, 
Or add one patriot to a sinking state; 

This weeping marble had not ask’d thy tear, 
Or sadly told how many hopes lic here! 

The living virtue now had shone approved, 
The senate heard him, and his country loved. 
Yet softer honours, and less noisy fume, 
Attend the shade of gentle Buckingham : 

In whom a race, for courage famed and art, 
Ends in the milder merit of the heart : 

And, chiefs or sages long to Britain given, 
Pays the last tribute of a saint to heaven. 

This epitaph Mr. Warburton prefers to the rest, but I know not for what 
reason, To crown with reflection is surely a mode of speech approaching 
to nonsense. Opening virtucs blooming round, is something like tautology ; 
the six following lines are poor and prosaic. A7v¢is in another couplet used 
for arts, that a rhyme may be had to Acav?. The six last lines are the best, 
but not excellent. 

The rest of his sepulchral performances hardly deserve the notice of criticism. 
The contemptible dialogue between He and She should have been suppressed 
for the author's sake. 

In his last epitaph on himself, in which he attempts to be jocular upon one 
of the few things that make wise men serious, he confounds the living man 
with the dead: 

Under this stone, or under this sill, 
Or under this turf, &c. 

When a man is once buried, the question, under what he is buried, is 
easily decided. He forgot that though he wrote the epitaph in a State of 
uncertainty, yet it could not be laid over him till his grave was made. Such 
is the folly of wit when it is ill employed. 

The world has but little new ; even this wretchedness seems to have been 
borrowed from the following tuneless lines : 

Ludovici Arevsti humantnr ossa 
Sub hoc marmore, vel sub hac humo, seu 
Sub quicquid voluit benignus hres 
Sive herede beniguior comes, seu 

- Opportunius incidens Viator ; 
Nam acire haud potuit futura, sed nec 
Tanti erat vacuum sibi cadaver. 
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Ot utnam cuperet parare vivens, 
Vivens ista tamen sibi paravit. 
Que inscribi voluit suo sepulechro 
Olim siquod haberctis sepulchrum, 


Surely Ariosto did not venture to expect that his trifle would have ever had 
such an illustrious imitator. 


enna fnemteey 


PITT. 


HRISTOPHER PITT, of whom whatever I shall relate, more 
than has been already published, I owe to the kind communica- 
tion of Dr. Warton, was born in 1699 at Blandford, the son of a 
physician much estecmed. He was, in 1714, received as a scholar 
into Winchester College, where he was distinguished by exer- 
cises of uncommon elegance, and, at his removal to New College in 1719, 
presented to the electors, as the product of his private and voluntary studies, 
a complete version of Lucan’s poem, which he did not then know to have 
been translated by Rowe. ‘This is an instance of early diligence which well 
deserves to be recorded. The suppression of such a work, recommended by 
such uncommon circumstances, is to be regretted. It is indeed culpable, to 
load libraries with superfluous books ; but incitements to early excellence are 
never superfluous, and from this example the danger is not great of many 
imitations. 

When he had resided at his college three years, he was presented to the 
rectory of Pimpern in Dorsetshire (1722), by his relation, Mr. Pitt, of Strat- 
fieldsea in Hampshire ; and resigning his fellowship, continued at Oxford 
two years longer, till he became Master of Arts (1724). He probably about 
this time translated ‘‘ Vida’s Art of Poetry,’’ which Tristram’s splendid 
edition had then made popular. In this translation he distinguished him- 
self, both by its general elegance, and by the skilful adaptation of his 
numbers to the images expressed ; a beauty which Vida has with great 
ardour enforced and exemplified. He then retired to his living, a place very 
pleasing by its situation, and therefore likely to excite the imagination of a 
poet ; where he passed the rest of his life, reverenced for his virtue, and 
beloved for the softness of his temper, and the easiness of his manners, 
Before strangers he had something of the scholar’s timidity or distrust; but 
when he became familiar, he was in a very high degree cheerful and enter- 
taining. His general benevolence procured general respect ; and he passed 
a life placid and honourable, neither too great for the kindness of the low, 
nor too low for the notice of the great. 

At what time he composed his miscellany, published in 1727, it is not easy 
or necessary to know: those which have dates appear to have been very 
early productions, and I have not observed that any rise above mediocrity. 

The success of his Vida animated him to a higher undertaking ; and in 
his thirtieth year he published a version of the first book of the Eneid. This 
being, I suppose, commended by his friends, he some time afterwards added 
three or four more ; with an advertisement, in which he represents himself 
as translating with great indifference, and with a progress of which himself 
was hardly conscious. This can hardly be true, and, if true, is nothing to the 
reader. At last, without any further contention with his modesty, or any 
awe of the name of Dryden, he gave us a complete English Atneid, which I 
am sorry not to see joined in this publication with his other poems, It 
would have been pleasing to have an opportunity of comparing the two best 
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translations that perhaps were ever produced by one nation of the same 
author. 

Pitt engaging as a rival with Dryden, naturally observed his failures, and 
avoided them; and, as he wrote after Pope's Iliad, he had an example of an 
exact, equable, and splendid versification. With these advantages, seconded 
by great diligence, he might successfully labour particular passages, and 
escape many crrors. If the two versions are compared, perhaps the result 
would be, that Dryden leads the reader forward by his general vigour and 
sprightliness, and Pitt often stops him to contemplate the excellence of a 
single couplet ; that Dryden's faults are forgotten in the hurry of delight, 
and that litt's beauties are neglected in the languor of a cold and listless 
perusal ; that Pitt pleases the critic, and Dryden the people; that Pitt is 
quoted, and Dryden read. He did not long enjoy the reputation which this 
great work deservedly conferred ; for he left the world in 1748, and lies 
buried under a stone at Blandford, on which is this inscription ; 

In Memory of 

Cur. Pir, clerk, M.A. 

Very eminent for his talents in poetry; 
and yct more 
for the universal candour of his mind, and the primitive 
simplizity of his manners. 
He lived innocent, and dicd beloved, 
Apr. 13, 1748, aged 48, 


xr ecracsene 


THOMSON. 


AMES THOMSON, the son of a minister well esteemed for his 
piety and diligence, was born September 7, 1700, at Ednam, in 
the shire of Roxburgh, of which his father was pastor. His 
mother, whose name was Hume, inherited as co-hciress a portion 
of a small estate. The revenue of a parish in Scotland is seldom 
large ; and it was probably in commisceration of the difficulty with which 
Mr. Thomson supported his family, having nine children, that Mr. Riccarton, 
a neighbouring minister, discovering in James uncommon promises of future 
excellence, undertook to superintend his education, and provide him books, 
He was taught the common rudiments of learning at the school of Jedburgh, 
a place which he delights to recollect in his poem of ‘‘Autumn ;” but was 
not considered by his master as superior to common boys, though in those 
early days he amused his patron and his friends with poetical compositions ; 
with which, however, he so little pleased himself, that on every new-year’s 
day he threw into the fire all the productions of the foregoing year. 

From the school he was removed to Edinburgh, where he had not resided 
two years when his father died, and left all his children to the care of their 
mother, who raised upon her little estate what money a mortgage could 
afford, and, removing with her family to Edinburgh, lived to see her son 
rising into eminence. 

The design of Thomson's friends was to breed him a minister. He lived 
at Edinburgh, at aschool, without distinction or expectation, till at the usual 
time, he performed a probationary exercise a Fl oes a psalm. His 
diction was so poetically splendid, that Mr. Hamilton, the professor of 
divinity, reproved him for speaking language unintelligible to a popular 
audience; and he censured one of his expressions as indecent, if not profane. 
This rebuke is reported to have repressed his thoughts of an ecclesiastical cha- 
racter, and he probably cultivated with new diligence his blossoms of poetry, 
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which, however, were in some danger of a blast; for, submitting his pro- 
ductions to some who thought themselves qualified to criticise, he heard of 
nothing but faults; but, finding other judges more favourable, he did not 
suffer himself to sink into despondence. Fle easily discovered that the only 
stage on which a poet could appear, with any hope of advantage, was 
London ; a place too wide for the operation of petty competition and private 
malignity, where merit might soon become conspicuous, and would find 
frifnds as soon as it became reputable to befriend it. A lady who was 
acquainted with his mother advised him to the journey, and promised some 
countenance or assistance, which at last he never received; however, he 
justified his adventure by her encouragement, and came to seek in London 
patronage and fame. At his arrival he found his way to Mr. Mallet, then 
tutor to the sons of the Duke of Montrose. He had recommendations to 
several persons of consequence, which he had tied up carefully in his hand- 
kerchief ; but as he passed along the street, with the gaping curiosity of a | 
new comer, his attention was upon everything rather than his pocket, and 
his magazine of credentials was stolen from him. 

His first want was a pair of shoes. For the supply of all his necessities, 
his whole fund was his ‘‘Winter,"’ which for atime could find no purchaser; 
till, at last, Mr. Millan was persuaded to buy it at a low price; and this low 
price he had for some time reason to regret; but, by accident, Mr. Whately, 
aman not wholly unknown among authors, happening to turn his eye upon 
it, was so delighted that he ran from place to place celebrating its excellence, 
Thomson obtained likewise the notice of Aaron Fill, whom, being friendless 
and indigent, and glad of kindness, he courted with every expression of 
servile adulation. 

‘*Winicr” was dedicated to Sir Spencer Compton, but attracted no regard 
from him to the author; till Aaron Hill awakened his attention by some 
verses addressed to Thomson, and published in one of the newspapers, which 
censured the great for their neglect of ingenious men. ‘Thomson then received 
a present of twenty guineas, of which he gives this account to Mr. Hill: 

‘‘T hinted to you in my last, that on Saturday morning I was with Sir 
Spencer Compton. A certain gentleman, without my desire, spoke to him 
concerning me: his answer was, that I had nevercome near him. Thenthe 
gentleman put the question, If he desired that I should wait on him? He 
returned, he did. On this, the gentleman gave me an introductory letter to 
him. He received me in what they commonly call a civil manner; asked 
me some common-place questions; and made me a present of twenty 
guineas. I am very ready to own that the present was larger than my per- 
formance deserved ; and shall ascribe it to his generosity, or any other cause, 
rather than the merit of the address.” 

The poem, which, being of a new kind, few would venture at first to like, 
by degrees gained upon the public ; and one edition was very speedily suc- 
ceeded by another. 

Thomson's credit was now high, and every day brought him new friends; 
among others Dr. Rundle, a man afterwards unfortunately famous, sought 
his acquaintance, and found his qualitics such, that he recommended him to 
the Lord Chancellor Talbot. 

‘Winter’ was accompanied, in many editions, not only with a preface and 
dedication, but with poetical praises by Mr. Hill, Mr. Mallet (then Malloch), 
and Mira, the fictitious name of a lady once too well known. Why the dedi- 
cations are, to ‘‘ Winter’ and the other Seasons, contrarily to custom, left 
put in the collected works, the reader may inquire. 

The next year (1727) he distinguished himself by three publications; of 
. **Summer,” in pursuance of his plan; of '‘ A Poem on the Death of Sir Isaae 
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Newton,” which he was enabled to perform as an exact philosopher by the 
instruction of Mr. Gray; and of ‘‘ Britannia,’’ a kind of poetical invective 
against the ministry, whom the nation then thought not forward enough in 
resenting the depredations of the Spaniards. By this piece he declared him- 
self an adherent to the opposition, and had therefore no favour to expect 
from the Court. 

Thomson, having been some time entertained in the family of Lord 
Binning, was desirous of testifying his gratitude by making him the patron of 
his ‘‘Summer ;” but the same kindness which had first disposed Jord 
Binning to encourage him, determined him to refuse the dedication, which 
was by his advice addressed to Mr. Dodington, a man who had more power 
to advance the reputation and fortune of a poct. 

‘‘Spring’”’ was published next year, with a dedication to the Countess of 
Hertford ; whose practice it was to invite every summer some poet into the 
country, to hear her verses and assist her studies. ‘This honour was one 
summer conferred on Thomson, who took more delight in carousing with 
Lord Hertford and his friends than assisting her ladyship’s poetical opera- 
tions, and therefore never received another summons, 

‘* Autumn,” the season to which the ‘‘Spring’”’ and ‘‘Summer” are pre- 
paratory, still remained unsung, and was delayed till he published (1730) his 
works collected. 

He produced in 1727 the tragedy of ‘‘Sophonisba,” which raised such 
expectation, that every rchearsal was dignified with a splendid audience, 
collected to anticipate the delight that was preparing for the public. It was 
observed, however, that nobody was much affected, and that the company 
rose as from a moral lecture. It had upon the stage no unusual degree of 
success. Slight accidents will operate upon the taste of pleasure, ‘There is 
a feeble line in the play: 


O, Sophonisba, Sophonisba, 01 
This gave occasion to a waggish parody: 
O, Jemmy Thomson, Jemmy Thomson, O! 


which for a while was echoed through the town. 

I have been told by Savage, that of the Prologue to ‘‘Sophonisba” the 
first part was written by Pope, who could not be persuaded to finish it; and 
that the concluding lines were added by Mallet. 

Thomson was not long afterwards, by the influence of Dr. Rundle, sent 
to travel with Mr. Charles Talbot, the eldest son of the Chancellor. He 
was yet young enough to receive new impressions, to have his opinions 
rectified, and his views enlarged ; nor can he be supposed to have wanted 
that curiosity which is inseparable from an active and comprehensive mind. 
He may therefore now be supposed to have revelled in all the joys of intel- 
lectual luxury ; he was every day feasted with instructive novelties ; he lived 
splendidly without expense; and might expect when he returned home a 
certain establishment. 

At this time a long course of opposition to Sir Robert Walpole had filled 
the nation with clamours for liberty, of which no man felt the want, and 
with care for liberty, which was not in danger. Thomson, in his travels on 
the Continent, found or fancied so many evils arising from the tyranny of 
other governments, that he resolved to write a very long poem, in five parts, 
upon Liberty. While he was busy on the first book, Mr. Talbot died; and 
Thomson, who had been rewarded for his attendance by the place of 
secretary of the briefs, pays in the initial lines a decent tribute to his 
memory. Upon this great poem two years were spent, and the author con- 
gtatulated himself upon it as his noblest work; but an author and his. 
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reader are not always of a mind. Liberty called in vain upon her votaries 
to read her praises, and reward her encomiast : her praises were condemned 
to harbour spiders, and to gather dust: none of Thomson's performances 
were so little regarded. The judgment of the public was not erroneous; the 
recurrence of the same images must tire in time; an enumeration of examples 
to prove a position which nobody denied, as it was from the beginning 
superfluous, must quickly grow disgusting. 

‘€he poem of ‘‘ Liberty” docs not now appear in its original state; but, 
when the author's works were collected after his death, was shortened by 
Sir George Lyttelton, with a liberty which, as it has a manifest tendency to 
lessen the confidence of society, and to confound the characters of authors, 
by making one man write by the judgment of another, cannot be justified 
by any supposed propriety of the alteration, or kindness of the friend.—I 
wish to see it exhibited as its author left it. 

Thomson now lived in ease and plentv, and scems for a while to have sus- 
pended his poetry ; but he was soon called back to labour by the death of 
the Chancellor, for his place then became vacant; and though the Lord Hard- 
wicke delayed for some time to give it away, Thomson’s bashfulness or 
pride, or some other motive perhaps not more laudable, withheld him from 
soliciting ; and the new Chancellor would not give him what he would not 
ask. He now rclapsed to his former indigence ; but the Prince of Wales 
was at that time struggling for popularity, and by the influence of Mr. Lyt- 
telton professed himseif the patron of wit ; to him Thomson was introduced, 
and being gaily interrogated about the state of his affairs, said, ‘‘that they 
were in a more poetical posture than formerly ;” and had a pension allowed 
him of one hundred pounds a year. 

Being now obliged to write, he produced (1738) the tragedy of ‘‘Agamem- 
non,” which was much shortened in the representation. It had the fate which 
most commonly attends mythological stories, and was only endured, but 
not favoured. It struggled with such difficulty through the first night, that 
Thomson, coming late to his friends with whom he was to sup, excused his 
delay by telling them how the sweat of his distress had so disordered his 
wig, that he could not come till he had been refitted bya barber. He so 
interested himself in his own drama, that, if I remember right, as he sat in 
the upper gallery, he accompanied the players by audible recitation, till a 
friendly hint frighted him to silence. Pope countenanced ‘‘ Agamemnon,” 
by coming to it the first night, and was welcomed to the theatre by a general 
clap ; he had much regard for Thomson, and once expressed it in a poetical 
epistle sent to Italy, of which however he abated the value, by transplanting 
some of the lines into his Epistie to Arbuthnot. 

About this time [1737] the act was passed for licensing plays, of which the 
first operation was the prohibition of ‘‘Gustavus Vasa,” a tragedy of Mr. 
Brooke, whom the public recompensed by a very liberal subscription ; the next 
was the refusal of ‘‘ Edwardand Eleonora,” offered by Thomson, It is hard 
to discover why either play should have been obstructed. Thomson like- 
wise endeavoured to repair his loss by a subscription, of which I cannot now 
tell the success. When the public murmured at the unkind treatment of 
Thomson, one of the ministerial writers remarked, that ‘‘he had taken a 
Liberty which was not agreeable to Prétannia in any Season.” He was 
soon after employed, in conjunction with Mr. Mallet, to write the masque 
of ‘‘ Alfred,’’ which was acted before the Prince at Cliefden House. 

His next work (1745) was ‘‘ Tancred and Sigismunda,” the most success- 
ful of all his tragedies ; for it still keeps its turn upon the stage. It may 
be doubted whether he was, either by the bent of nature or habits of study, 
much qualified for tragedy. It does not appear that he had much sense of 
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the pathetic ; and his diffusive and descriptive style produced declamation 
rather than dialogue. His friend Mr. Lyttelton was now in power, and con- 
ferred upon him the office of surveyor-gencral of the Leeward Islands ; from 
which, when his deputy was paid, he received about three hundred pounds 
a year. 

The last piece that he lived to publish was the ‘‘ Castle of Indolence,” 
which was many years under his hand, but was at last finished with great 
accuracy. The first canto opens a scene of lazy luxury that fills the imcagi- 
nation. He was now at ease, but was not long to enjoy it; for, by taking 
cold on the water between London and Kew, he caught a disorder, which, 
with some careless exasperation, ended in a fever, that put an end to his 
life, August 27, 1748. He was buried in the church of Richmond, without 
an inscription ; but a monument has becn erected to his memory in West- 
minster Abbey. 

Thomson was of stature above the middle size, and ‘' more fat than 
bard beseems,” of a dull countenance, and a gross, unanimated, uninviting 
appearance ; silent in mingled company, but cheerful among select friends, 
and by his friends very tenderly and warmly beloved. He left behind him 
the tragedy of ‘‘Coriolanus,” which was, by the zeal of his patron, Sir 
George Lyttelton, brought upon the stage for the benefit of his family, and 
recommended by a prologue, which Quin, who had long lived with Thomson 
in fond intimacy, spoke in such a manner as showed him ‘‘to be,”’ on that 
occasion, ‘‘no actor.” The commencement of this benevolence is very 
honourable to Quin, who is reported to have delivered ‘Thomson, then 
known to him only for his genius, from an arrest, by a very considerable 
present ; and its continuance is honourable to both ; for friendship is not 
always the sequel of obligation. By this tragedy a considerable sum was 
raised, of which part discharged his debts, and the rest was remitted to his 
sisters, whom, however removed from them by place or condition, he regarded 
with great tenderness, as will appear by the following letter, which I com- 
municate with much pleasure, as it gives me at once an opportunity of 
recording the fraternal kindness of ‘Thomson, and reflecting on the friendly 
assistance of Mr. Boswell, from whom I received it -— 


** Hagley in Worcestershire, October the 4th, 1747. 


‘*MyY DEAR SISTER,—I thought you had known me better than to inter- 
pret my silence into a decay of affection, especially as your behaviour has 
always been such as rather to increase than diminish it. Don't imagine, 
because I am a bad correspondent, that I can ever prove an unkind friend 
and brcther. I must do myself the justice to tell you, that my affections are 
naturally very fixed and constant; and if I had ever reason of complaint 
against you (of which, by the by, I have not the least seat I am con- 
scious of so many defects in myself, as dispose me to be not a little charitable 
and forgiving. 

‘It gives me the truest heart-felt satisfaction to hear you have a good, 
kind husband, and are in easy contented circumstances; but were they 
otherwise, that would only awaken and heighten my tenderness towards you. 
As our good and tender-hearted parents did not live to receive any material 
testimonies of that highest human gratitude I owed them (than which 
nothing could have given me equa! pleasure), the only return I can make 
them now is by kindness to those they left behind them. Would to God 
poor Lizy had lived longer, to have been a farther witness of the truth of 
what I say, and that I might have had the pleasure of seeing once more a 
sister who so truly deserved my esteem and love! But she is happy, while 
we must toil a little longer here below : let us however do it cheerfully and 
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gratefully, supported by the pleasing hope of meeting you again ona safer 
shore, where to recollect the storms and difficulties of life will not perhaps 
be inconsistent with that blissful state. You did right to call your daughter 
by her name: for you must needs have had a particular tender friendship 
for one another, endeared as you were by nature, by having passed the affec- 
tionate years of your youth together; and by that great softener and en- 
gager of hearts, mutual hardship. That it was in my power to ease it a 
little, I account one of the most exquisite pleasures of my life. But enough 
of this melancholy, though not unpleasing, strain. 

‘*T esteem you for your sensible and disinterested advice to Mr. Bell, as 
you will see by my letter to him; as I approve entirely of his marrying 
again, you may readily ask me why I don’t marry at all. My circumstances 
have hitherto been so variable and uncertain in this fluctuating world, as 
induce to keep me from engaging in sucha state: and now, though they 
are morc settled, and of late (which you will be glad to hear) considerably 
improved, I begin to think myself too far advanced in life for such youthful 
undertakings, not to mention some other petty reasons that are apt to startle 
the delicacy of difficult old bachelors. Iam, however, not a little suspicious 
that, was I to pay a visit to Scotland (which I have some thought of doing 
soon), I might possibly be tempted to think of a thing not easily repaired if 
done amiss. I have always been of opinion, that none make better wives 
than the ladies of Scotland ; and yet, who more forsaken than they, while 
the gentlemen are continually running abroad all the world over? Some of 
them, it is true, are wise enough to return for a wife. You see Iam he- 
ginning to make interest already with the Scots ladics.—But no more of this 
infectious subject.—Pray let me hear from you now and then; and though 
Iam not a regular correspondent, yet perhaps I may mend in that respect. 
Remember me kindly to your husband, and believe me to be 

‘Your most affectionate brother, JAMES THOMSON.” 


(Addressed) **To Mrs, Thomson in Lanark.” 


The benevolence of Thomson was fervid, but not active; he would give 
on all occasions what assistance his purse would supply; but the offices of 
intervention or solicitation he could not conquer his sluggishness sufficiently 
to perform. The affairs of others, however, were not more neglected than 
his own. He had often felt the inconveniences of idleness, but he never 
cured it; and was so conscious of his own character, that he talked of 
writing an Eastern Tale ‘‘ Of the Man who loved to be in Distress.’’ Among 
his peculiarities was a very unskilful and inarticulate manner of pronouncing 
any lofty or solemn composition. He was once reading to Dodington, who, 
being himself a reader eminently elegant, was so much provoked by his odd 
utterance, that he snatched the paper from his hands, and told him that he 
did not understand his own verses. 

The biographer of Thomson has remarked, that an author's life is best read 
in his works: his observation was not well-timed. Savage, who lived much 
with Thomson, once told me, how he heard a lady remarking that she could 
gather from his works three parts of his character, that he wasa ‘‘ great lover, 
a great swimmer, and rigorously abstinent ;" but, said Savage, he knows not 
any love but that of the sex; he was perhaps never in cold water in his life; 
and he indulges himself in all the luxury that comes within his reach. Yet. 
Savage always spoke with the most eager praise of his social qualities, his 
warmth and constancy of friendship, and his adherence to his first acquain- 
tance when the advancement of his reputation had left them behind him. 

As a writer, he is entitled to one praise of the highest kind: his mode of 
thinking, and of expressing his thoughts, is original, His blank verse is no 
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more the blank verse of Milton, or of any other poet, than the rhymes of 
Prior are the rhymes of Cowley. His numbers, his pauses, his diction, are 
of his own growth, without transcription, without imitation. He thinks ina 
peculiar train, and he thinks always as a man of genius ; he looks round on 
Nature and on Life with the eye which Nature bestows only on a poet; the 
eye that distinguishes in everything presented to its view, whatever there is 
on which imagination can delight to be detained, and with a mind that at 
once comprehends the vast, and attends to the minute. ‘The reader of the 
‘¢ Seasons” wonders that he never saw before what Thomson shows him, &nd 
that he never yet has felt what Thomson impresses. His is one of the works 
in which blank verse seems properly used. ‘Thomson's wide expansion of 
general views, and his enumeration of circumstantial varieties, would have 
been obstructed and embarrassed by the frequent intersections of the sense, 
which are the necessary effects of rhyme. His descriptions of extended scenes 
and general effects bring before us the whole magnificence of nature, whether 
pleasing or dreadful. The gaiety of Spring, the splendour of Summer, the 
tranquillity of Autumn, and the horror of Winter, take in their turns pos- 
session of the mind. ‘The poet leads us through the appearances of things 
as they are successively varied by the vicissitudes of the year, and imparts to 
us so much of his own enthusiasm, that our thoughts expand with his imagery, 
and kindle with his sentiments. Nor is the naturalist without his part in the 
entertainment; for he is assisted to recollect and to combine, to arrange his 
discoveries, and to amplify the sphere of his contemplation. The great defect 
of the ‘‘Seasons” is want of method ; but for this I know not that there was 
any remedy. Of many appearances subsisting all at once, no rule can be 
given why one should be mentioned before another ; yet the memory wants 
the help of order, and the curiosity is not excited by suspense or expectation. 
His diction is in the highest degree florid and luxuriant, such as may be said 
to be to his images and thoughts ‘‘ both their lustre and their shade ;’”’ such 
as invests them with splendour, through which perhaps they are not always 
easily discerned. It is too exuberant, and sometimes may be charged with 
filling the ear more than the mind. 

These Poems, with which I was acquainted at their first appearance, I 
have since found altered and enlarged by subsequent revisals, as the author 
supposed his judgment to grow more exact, and as books or conversation 
extended his knowledge and opened his prospects. They are, I think, im- 
aa in general ; yet I know not whether they have not lost part of what 

emple calls their ‘‘ race ;’’ a word which, applied to wines in its primitive 
sense, means the flavour of the soil. 

‘* Liberty,” when it first appeared, I tried to read, and soon desisted. I 
have never tried again, and therefore will not hazard either praise or censure. 
The highest praise which he has received ought not to be suppressed : it is 
said by Lord Lyttelton, in the Prologue to his posthumous play, that his 


works contained 
No line which, dying, he could wish to blot, 
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FESS TIE poems of DR. WATTS were by my recommendation inserted 
Saul in the late Collection ; the readers of which are to impute to me 
whatever pleasure or weariness they may find in the perusal of 
Blackmore, Watts, Pomfret, and Yalden. 
IsAAC WATTS was born July 17, 1674, at Southampton, where 
his father, of the same name, kept a boarding-school for young gentlemen, 
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though common report makes him a shoemaker. He appears, from the 
narrative of Dr. Gibbons, to have been neither indigent nor illiterate. 

Isaac, the eldest of nine children, was given to books from his infancy ; 
and began, we are told, to learn Latin when he was four years old, I suppose, 
at home. He was afterwards taught Latin, Greek, and Hebrew, by Mr. 
Pinhorne, a clergyman, master of the Free-school at Southampton, to whom 
the gratitude of his scholar afterwards inscribed a Latin ode. His pro- 
ficiency at school was so conspicuous, that a subscription was proposed for 
his support at the University ; but he declared his resolution of taking his 
lot with the Dissenters, Such he was as every Christian Church would 
rejoice to have adopted. He therefore repaired, in 1690, to an academy 
taught by Mr. Rowe, where he had for his companions and fellow-students 
Mr. Hughes the poet, and Dr. Horte, afterwards Archbishop of Tuam. 
Some Latin Essays, supposed to have been written as exercises at this 
academy, show a degree of knowledge, both philosophical and theological, 
such as very few attain by a much longer course of study. Tle was, as he 
hints in his Miscellanies, a maker of verses from fifteen to fifty, and in his 
youth he appears to have paid attention to Latin poctry. His verses to his 
brother, in the glyconic measure, written when he was seventcen, are re- 
markably casy and elegant. Some of his other odes are deformed by the 
Pindaric folly then prevailing, and are written with such neglect of all 
metrical rules as is without example among the ancients ; but his diction, 
though perhaps not always exactly pure, has such copiousness and splendour, 
as shows that he was but a very little distance from excellence. His method 
of study was to impress the contents of his books upon his memory by 
abridging them, and by interleaving them to amplify one system with sup- 
plements from another. 

With the congregation of his tutor Mr. Rowe, who were, I believe, Inde- 

endents, he communicated in his nineteenth year. At the age of twenty he 
eft the academy, and spent two years in study and devotion at the house of 
his father, who treated him with great tenderness ; and had the happiness, 
indulged to few parents, of living to see his son eminent for literature, and 
venerable for piety. Hewas then entertained by Sir John Hartopp five years, 
as domestic tutor to his son: and in that time particularly devoted himself 
to the study of the Holy Scriptures; and, being chosen assistant to Dr. 
Chauncey, preached the first time on the birthday that completed his twenty- 
fourth year ; probably considering that as the day of a second nativity, by 
which he entered on a new period of existence, 

In about three years he succeeded Dr. Chauncey; but, soon after his 
entrance on his charge, he was seized by a dangerous iliness, which sunk 
him to such weakness, that the congregation thought an assistant necessary, 
and appointed Mr. Price. His health then returned gradually; and he 
performed his duty, till (1712) he was seized by a fever of such violence and 
continuance, that, from the feebleness which it brought upon him, he never 
perfectly recovered. ‘This calamitous state made the compassion of his 
friends necessary, and drew upon him the attention of Sir Thomas Abney, 
who received him into his house ; where, with a constancy of friendship and 
uniformity of conduct not often to be found, he was treated for thirty-six 
years with all the kindness that friendship could prompt, and all the atten- 
tion that respect could dictate. Sir Thomas died about eight years after- 
wards ; but he continued with the lady and her daughters to the end of hig 
life. The lady died about a year after him. | 

A coalition like this, a state in which the notions of patronage and de- 
pendence were overpowered by the perception of reciprocal benefits, deserves 
a particular memorial ; and I will not withhold from the reader Dr, Gibbons's 
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representation, to which regard is to be paid as to the narrative of one who 
writes what he knows, and what is known likewise to multitudes besides, 

‘‘Our next observation shall be made upon that remarkably kind Pro- 
vidence which brought the Doctor into Sir Thomas Abney’s family, and con- 
tinued him there till his death, a period of no less than thirty-six years. In 
the midst of his sacred labours for the glory of God, and good of his genera- 
tion, he is seized with a most violent and threatening fever, which leaves him 
oppressed with great weakness, and puts a stop at least to his public services 
for four years. In this distressing season, doubly so to his active and pious 
spirit, he is invited to Sir Thomas Abney’s family, nor ever removes from it 
till he had finished his days. Here he enjoyed the uninterrupted demon- 
strations of the truest friendship. Here, without any care of his own, he 
had everything which could contribute to the enjoyment of life, and favour 
the unwearied pursuit of his studies. Here he dwelt in a family, which for 
piety, order, harmony, and every virtue, was an house of God. Here he had 
the privilege of a country recess, the fragrant bower, the spreading lawn, 
the flowery garden, and other advantages, to soothe his mind and aid his re- 
storation to health; to yield him, whenever he chose them, most grateful 
intervals from his laborious studics, and enable him to return to them with 
redoubled vigour and delight. Wad it not been for this most happy event, 
he might, as to outward view, have feebly, it may be painfully, dragged on 
through many more years of languor, and inability for public servicc, and 
even for profitable study, or perhaps might have sunk into his grave under 
the overwhelming load of infirmities in the midst of his days; and thus the 
church and world would have been deprived of those many excellent sermons 
and works, which he drew up and published during his long residence in this 
family. In a few years after his coming hither, Sir Thomas Abney dies; but 
his amiable consort survives, who shows the Doctor the same respect and 
friendship as before, and most happily for him and great numbers besides ; 
for, as her riches were great, her gencrosity and munificence were in full 
proportion ; her'thread of life was drawn out to a great age, even beyond 
that of the Doctor's ; and thus this excellent man, through her kindness, and 
that of her daughter, the present Mrs. Elizabeth Abney, who in a like degree 
esteemed and honoured him, enjoyed all the bencfits and felicities he ex- 
perienced at his first entrance into this family, till his days were numbered 
and finished; and, like a shock of corn in its season, he ascended into the 
regions of perfect and immortal life and joy.” 

If this quotation has appeared long, let it be considered that it comprises 
an account of six-and-thirty years, and-those the years of Dr. Watts. 

From the time of his reception into this family, his life was no otherwise 
diversified than by successive publications. The series of his works I am not 
able to deduce ; their number and their variety show the intensencss of his 
industry, and the extent of his capacity. He was one of the first authors that 
taught the Dissenters to court attention by the graces of language. Whatever 
they had among them before, whether of learning or acuteness, was com- 
monly obscured and blunted by coarseness and inelegance of style. Heshowed 
them, that zeal ard purity might be expressed and enforced by polished 
diction. He continued to the end of his life a teacher of a congregation ; 
and no reader of his works can doubt his fidelity or diligence, In the pulpit, 
though his low stature, which very little excecded five feet, graced him with 
no advantages of appearance, yet the gravity and propriety of his utterance 
made his discourses very efficacious. I once mentioned the reputation which 
Mr. Foster had gained by his proper delivery to my friend Dr. Hawkesworth, 
who told me, that in the art of pronunciation he was far inferior to Dr. Watts, 
Such was his flow of thoughts, and such his promptitude of language, that in 
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the latter part of his life he did not precompose his cursory sermons, but 
having adjusted the heads, and sketched out some particulars, trusted for 
success to his extemporary powers. He did not endeavour to assist his 
eloquence by any gesticulations; for, as no corporeal actions have any corre- 
spondence with theological truth, he did not see how they could enforce it. 
At the conclusion of weighty sentences he gave time, by a short pause, for 
the proper impression. 

‘bo stated and public instruction he added familiar visits and personal 
application, and was careful to improve the opportunitics which conversation 
offered of diffusing and increasing the influence of religion. By his natural 
temper he was quick of resentment; but by his established and habitual 
practice he was gentle, modest, and inoffensive. His tenderness appeared 
in his attention to children, and to the poor. To the poor, while he lived in 
the family of his friend, he allowed the third part of his annual revenue, 
though the whole was not a hundred a year; and for children he con- 
descended to lay aside the scholar, the philosopher, and the wit, to write 
little poems of devotion, and systems of instruction, adapted to their wants 
and capacitics, from the dawn of reason through its gradations of advance in 
the morning of life. [very man, acquainted with the common principles of 
human action, will look with veneration on the writer, who is at one time 
combating Locke, and at another making a catechism for children in their 
fourth year. A voluntary descent from the dignity of science is perhaps the 
hardest lesson that humility can teach. 

As his mind was capacious, his curiosity excursive, and his industry con- 
tinual, his writings are very numerous, and his subjects various. With his 
theological works I am only enough acquainted to admire his meekness of 
opposition, and his mildness of censure. It was not only in his book, but in 
his mind, that orthodoxy was united with charity. 

Of his philosophical pieces, his Logic has been received into the universi- 
ties, and therefore wants no private recommendation : if he owes part of it 
to Le Clerc, it must be considered that no man, who undertakes merely to 
methodise or illustrate a system, pretends to be its author. 

In his metaphysical disquisitions, it was observed by the late learned Mr. 
Dyer, that he confounded the idea of sface with that of empty space, and did 
not consider that though space might be without matter, yet matter being - 
extended could not be without space. 

Few books have been perused by me with greater pleasure than his ‘' Im- 
provement of the Mind,” of which the radical principle may indeed be found 
in Locke's ‘‘ Conduct of the Understanding,” but they are so expanded and 
ramified by Watts, as to confer upon him the merit of a work in the highest 
degree useful and pleasing. Whoever has the care of instructing others nay 
be charged with deficience in his duty if this book is not recommended. 

I have mentioned his treatises of thcology as distinct from his other produc- 
tions; but the truth is, that whatever he took in hand, was, by his incessant 
solicitude for souls, converted to theology. As piety predominated in his mind, 
it is diffused over his works : under his direction it may be truly said Zeo- 
logie Philosophia ancillatur, philosophy is subservient to evangelical in- 
struction. Itis difficult to read a page without learning, or at least wishing, 
to be better. The attention is caught by indirect instruction, and he that 
sat down only to reason, is on a sudden compelled to pray. It was therefore 
with great propriety that, in 1728, he received from Edinburgh and Aber- 
deen an unsolicited diploma, by which he became a Doctor of Divinity, 
Academical honours would have more value, if they were always bestowed 
with equal judgment. He continued many years to study and to preach, 
and to do good by his instruction and example ; till at last the infirmities of 
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age disabled him from the more laborious part of his ministerial functions, 
and, being no longer capable of public duty, he offered to remit the salary 
appendant to it; but his congregation would not accept the resignation. By 
degrees his weakness increased, and at last confined him to his chamber and 
his bed; where he was worn gradually away without pain, till he expired 
Nov. 25, 1748, in the seventy-fifth year of his age. 

Few men have left behind such purity of character, or such monuments of 
laborious piety. He has provided instruction for all ages ; from those who 
are lisping their first lessons, to the enlightened readcrs of Malebranche and 
Locke ; he has left neither corporeal nor spiritual nature unexamined ; he 
has.taught the art of reasoning, and the science of the stars. His character, 
therefore, must be formed from the multiplicity and diversity of his attain- 
ments, rather than from any single performance ; for it would not be safe to 
claim for him the highest rank in any single denomination of literary dignity; 
yet perhaps there was nothing in which he would not have excelled, if he 
had not divided his powers to different pursuits. 

As a poet, had he been only a poet, he would probably have stood high 
among the authors with whom he is now associated. For his judgment was 
exact, and he noted beauties and faults with very nice discernment ; his 
imagination, as the ‘‘ Dacian Battle’ proves, was vigorous and active, and 
the stores of knowledge were large by which his fancy was to be supplied. 
His ear was well tuned, and his diction was clegant and copious. But his 
devotional poetry is, like that of others, unsatisfactory. The paucity of its 
topics enforces perpetual repetition, and the sanctity of the matter rejects 
the ornaments of figurative diction. It is sufficient for Watts to have done 
better than others what no man has done well. His poems on other subjects 
seldom rise higher than might be expected from the amusements of a man of 
letters, and have different degrees of value as they are more or less laboured, or 
as the occasion was more or less favourable to invention. He writes too often 
without regular measures, and too often in blank verse ; the rhymes are not 
always sufficiently correspondent. He is particularly unhappy in coining 
names expressive of characters. His lincs are commonly smooth and easy, 
and his thoughts always religiously pure ; but who is there that, toso much 
piety and innocence, does not wish for a greater measure of sprightliness 
and vigour! Hc is at least one of the few poets with whom youth and igno- 
rance may be safely pleased : and happy will be that reader whose mind is 
disposed by his verses or his prose, to imitate him in all but his non-con- 
formity, to copy his benevolence to man, and his reverence to God. 
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(q|F the birth or early part of the life of Ambrose Philips I have not 
been able to find any account. His academical education he 

received at St. John’s College in Cambridge, where he first 
‘A Aj| solicited the notice of the world by some English verses, in the 
collection published by the University on the death of Queen 
Mary. From this time how he was employed, or in what station he passed 
his life, is not yet discovered. He must have published his Pastorals before 
the year 1708, because they are evidently prior to those of Pope. He after- 
wards (1709) addressed to the universal patron, the Duke of Dorset, a 
‘' Poetical Letter from Copenhagen,” which was published in the ‘‘ Tatler,” 
and is by Pope, in one of his first letters, mentioned with high praise, as the 
production of a man ‘‘ who could write very nobly.” 
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Philips was a zealous Whig, and therefore easily found access to Addison 
and Steele; but his ardour seems not to have procured him anything more 
than kind words ; since he was reduced to translate the ‘‘ Persian Tales” for 
Tonson, for which he was afterwards reproached, with this addition of 
contempt, that he worked for half-a-crown. The book is divided into many 
sections, for each of which, if he received half-a-crown, his reward, as writers 
then were paid, was very liberal ; but half-a-crown had a mean sound. He 
was employed in promoting the principles of his party, by epitomising 
Hacket’s ‘‘ Life of Archbishop Williams.” ‘he original book is written 
with such depravity of genius, such mixture of the fop and pedant, as has 
not often appeared. The epitome is free enough from affectation, but has 
little spirit or vigour. 

In 1712 he brought upon the stage ‘‘ The Distresscd Mother,” almost a 
translation of Racine’s *‘Andromaque.” Such a work requires no un- 
common powers ; but the friends of Philips exerted every art to promote his 
interest. Before the appearance of the play, a whole ‘'Spcctator,’’ none 
indeed of the best, was devoted to its praise; while it yet continued to be 
acted, another ‘‘Spectator” was written, to tell what impression it made 
upon Sir Roger ; and on the first night a select audience, says Pope,* was 
called together to applaud it. It was concluded with the most successful 
Epilogue that was ever yet spoken on the English theatre. ‘The three first 
nights it was recited twice; and not only continued to be demanded through 
the run, as it is termed, of the play, but whenever it is recalled to the stage, 
where by peculiar fortune, though a copy from the French, it yet keeps its 
place, the Epilogue is still expected, and is still spoken. 

The propriety of epilogues in general, and consequently of this, was ques- 
tioned by a correspondent of the ‘‘ Spectator,’’ whose letter was undoubted] 
adinitted for the sake of the answer, which soon followed, written with muc 
zeal and acrimony. ‘The attack and the defence equally contributed to 
stimulate curiosity and continue attention. It may be discovered in the 
defence, that Prior’s Epilogue to ‘‘ Phzedra” had a little excited jealousy; 
and something of Prior's plan may be discovered in the performance of his 
rival. Of this distinguished epilogue the reputed author was the wretched 
Budgell, whom Addison used to denominatet ‘‘the man who calls me 
cousin ;” and when he was asked how such a silly fellow could write so well, 
replied, ‘‘The Epilogue was quite another thing when I saw it first.” It 
was known in Tonson’s family, and told to Garrick, that Addison was him- 
self the author of it, and that, when it had been at first printed with his 
name, he came early in the morning, before the copies were distributed, and 
ordered it to be given to Budgell, that it might add weight to the solicitation 
which he was then making for a place. 

Philips was now high in the ranks of literature. His play was applauded ; 
his translations from Sappho had been published in the ‘‘ Spectator ;”’ he was 
an important and distinguished associate of clubs, witty and poetical; and 
nothing was wanting to his happiness, but that he should be sute of its con- 
tinuance. The work which had procured him the first notice from the public, 
was his Six Pastorals, which, flattering the imagination with Arcadian scenes, 
probably found many readers, and might have long passed as a pleasing 
amusement, had they not been unhappily too much commended. 

The rustic poems of Theocritus were so highly valued by the Greeks and 
Romans, that they attracted the imitation of Virgil, whose Eclogues seem 
to have been considered as precluding all attempts of the same kind; forno 
shepherds were taught to sing by any succeeding poet, till Nemesian and 
Calphurnius ventured their feeble efforts in the lower age of Latin literature, 
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At the revival of learning in Italy, it was soon discovered that a dialogue 
of imaginary swains might be composed with little difficulty ; because the 
conversation of shepherds excludes profound or refined sentiment ; and, for 
images and descriptions, satyrs and fauns, and naiads and dryads, were 
always within call; and woods and meadows, and hills and rivers, supplied 
variety of matter, which, having a natural power to soothe the mind, did 
not quickly cloy it. 

Petrarch entertained the learned men of his age with the novelty of modurn 
pastorals in Latin. Being not ignorant of Greek, and finding nothing in 
the word eclogue of rural meaning, he supposed it to be corrupted by 
the copicrs, and therefore called his own productions 4glogues, by which 
he meant to express the talk of goatherds, though it will mean only the talk 
of goats. This new name was adopted by subsequent writers, and amongst 
others by our Spenser. 

More than a century afterwards (1498) Mantuan published his Bucolics 
with such success, that they were soon dignified by Badius with a comment, 
and, as Scaliger complained, received into schools, and taught as classical ; 
his complaint was vain, and the practice, however injudicious, spread far, 
and continued long. Mantuan was read, at least in some of the inferior 
schools of this kingdom, to the beginning of the present century. The 
speakers of Mantuan carried their disquisitions beyond the country, to 
censure the corruptions of the church; and from him Spenser learned to 
employ his swains on topics of controversy. ‘The Italians soon transferred 
pastoral poetry into their own language: Sannazaro wrote ‘‘ Arcadia,” in 

rose and verse; Tasso and Guarini wrote ‘‘ Favole Boschareccie,”’ or Sylvan 
ramas; and all nations of Europe filled volumes with Zzyrsis and Damon, 
and Thestylis and Phyllis. 

Philips thinks it ‘‘somewhat strange to conceive how, in an age so addicted 
to the Muses, pastoral poetry never comes to be so much as thought upon.” 
His wonder seems very unseasonable; there had never, from the time of 
Spenser, wanted writers to talk occasionally of Arcadia and Strephon ; and 
half the book, in which he first tried his powers, consists of dialogues on Queen 
Mary's death, between 7%¢yrus and Corydon, or Mopsus and Afenalcas. A 
series or book of pastorals, however, I know not that anyone had then lately 
published. 

Not long afterwards Pope made the first display of his powers in four 
pastorals, written in a very different form. Philips had taken Spenser, and 
Pope took Virgil for his pattern, Philips endeavoured to be natural, Pope 
laboured to be elegant. 

Philips was now favoured by Addison, and by Addison's companions, who 
were very willing to push him into reputation. The ‘‘Guardian” gave an 
account of Pastoral, partly critical, and partly historical; in which, when the 
merit of the modern is compared, Tasso and Guarini are censured for remote 
thoughts and unnatural refinements; and, upon the whole, the Italians and 
French are all excluded from rural poetry; and the pipe of the pastoral muse 
is transmitted by lawful inheritance from Theocritus to Virgil, from Virgil to 
Spenser, and from Spenser to Philips. With this inauguration of Philips, 
his rival Pope was not much delighted; he therefore drew a comparison of 
Philips's performance with his own, in which, with an unexampled and un- 
equalled artifice of irony, though he has himself always the advantage, he 
gives the preference to Philips. The design of aggrandizing himself he dis- 
guised with such dexterity, that, though Addison discovered it, Steele was 
deceived, and was afraid of displeasing Pope by publishing his paper. Pub- 
lished however it was (‘'Guard.” 40.): and from that time Pope and Philips 
lived in a perpetual reciprocation of malevolence. In poetical powers, of 
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either praise or satire, there was no proportion between the combatants ; 
but Philips, though he could not prevail by wit, hoped to hurt Pope with 
another weapon, and charged him, as Pope thought, with Addison’s appro- 
bation, as disaffected to the government. Even with this he was not satis- 
fied; for, indeed, there is no appearance that any regard was paid to his 
clamours, He procecdcd to grosser insults, and hung up a rod at Button’s, 
with which he threatened to chastise Pope, who appears to have been 
extremely exasperated; for, in the first edition of his Letters he calls Philips 
“rascal,” and in the last still charges him with detaining in his hands the 
subscriptions for Homer delivered to him by the Hanover Club. I suppose 
it was never suspected that he meant to appropriate the money; he only 
delayed, and with sufficient meanness, the gratification of him by whose 
prospcrity he was pained. 

Men sometimes suffer by jinjudicious kindness ; Philips became ridiculous, 
without his own fault, by the absurd admiration of his friends, who decorated 
him with honorary garlands, which the first breath of contradiction blasted, 

When upon the succession of the House of Hanover every Whig expected 
to be happy, Philips seems to have obtained too little notice ; he caught few 
drops of the golden shower, though he did not omit what flattery could 
perform. He was only made a commissioner of the lottery (1717), and, 
what did not much elevate his character, a justice of the peace. 

The success of his first play must naturally dispose him to turn his hopes 
towards the stage ; he did not, however, soon commit himself to the mercy 
of an audience, but contented himsclf with the fame already acquired, till 
after nine years he produced (1722) ‘‘ The Briton,” a tragedy which, what- 
ever was its reception, is now neglected ; though one of the scenes, between 
Vanoc the British prince, and Valens the Roman general, is confessed to be 
written with great dramatic skill, animated by spirit truly poetical. He had 
not been idle though he had been silent ; for he exhibited another tragedy 
the same year, on the story of ‘‘ Humphry Duke of Gloucester.” ‘This 
tragedy is only remembered by its title. 

His happiest undertaking was [1711] of a paper called ‘‘ The Freethinker,” 
in conjunction with associates, of whom one was Dr. Boulter, who, then 
only minister of a parish in Southwark, was of so much consequence to 
the government, that he was made first Bishop of Bristol, and afterwards 
primate of Ircland, where his piety and his charity will be long honoured. 
It may easily be imagined that what was printed under the direction of 
Boulter would have nothing in it indecent or licentious ; its title is to be un- 
derstood as implying only freedom from unreasonable prejudice. It has 
been reprinted in volumes, but is little read ; nor can impartial criticism re- 
commend it as worthy of revival. 

Boulter was not well qualified to write diurnal essays ; but he knew how 
to practise the liberality of greatness and the fidelity of friendship. When 
he was advanced to the height of ecclesiastical dignity, he did not forget the 
companion of his labours. Knowing Philips to be slenderly supported, he 
took him to Ireland as partaker of his fortune; and, making him his se- 
cretary, added such preferments as enabled him to represent the county of 
Armagh in the Irish Parliament. In December, 1726, he was made secre- 
tary to the Lord Chancellor; and in August, 1733, became judge of the 
Prerogative Court. 

After the death of his patron he continued some years in Ireland; but at 
last longing, as it seems, for his native country, he returned (1748) to London, 
having doubtless survived most of his friends and enemies, and among them 
his dreaded antagonist Pope. He found, however, the Duke of Newcastle 
still living, and to him he dedicated his poems collected into a volume, 


456 WEST. 


Having purchased an annuity of four hundred pounds, he now certainly 
hoped to pass some years of life in plenty and tranquillity ; but his hope de- 
ceived him: he was struck with a palsy, and died June 18, 1749, in his 
seventy-eighth year. 

Of his personal character all that I have heard is, that he was eminent for 
bravery and skill in the sword, and that in conversation he was solemn and 
pompous. He had great sensibility of censure, if judgment may be made by 
a single story which I heard long ago from Mr. Ing, a gentleman of great 
eminence in Staffordshire. ‘‘ Philips,” said he, ‘‘ was once at table, when I 
asked him, ‘ How came thy king of Epirus to drive oxen, and to say, ‘I’m 
goaded on by Jove?’ After which question he never spoke again.” 

Of the ‘‘ Distressed Mother” not much is pretended to be his own, and 
therefore it is no subject of criticism : his other two tragedies, I believe, are 
not below mediocrity, nor above it. Among the poems comprised in the 
late collection, the ‘‘Letter from Denmark "’ may be justly praised; the 
pastorals, which by the writer of the ‘‘Guardian” were ranked as one of the 
four genuine productions of the rustic Muse, cannot surely be despicable. 
That they exhibit a mode of life which did not exist, nor ever existed, is not 
to be objected : the supposition of such a state is allowed to be pastoral. In 
his other poems he cannot be denied the praise of lines sometimes elegant ; 
but he has seldom much force or much comprehension. ‘The pieces that 
please best are those which, from Pope and Pope's adherents, procured him 
the name of Naméby Pamby, the poems of short lines, by which he paid his 
court to all ages and characters, from Walpole the ‘‘ steerer of the realm,” to 
Miss Pulteney in the nursery. The numbers are smooth and sprightly, and 
the diction is seldom faulty. They are not loaded with much thought, yet, 
if they had been written by Addison, they would have had admirers: little 
things are not valued but when they are done by those who can do greater. 

In his translations from Pindar he found the art of reaching all the ob- 
scurity of the Theban bard, however he may fall below his sublimity ; he will 
be allowed, if he has less fire, to have more smoke. He has added nothing 
to English poetry, yet at least half his book deserves to be read; perhaps he 
valued most himself that part which the critic would reject. 
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@ALLBERT WEST is one of the writers of whom I regret my in- 
ability to give a sufficient account , the intelligence which my 
i inquiries have obtained is general and scanty. He was the son 
of the Reverend Dr. West ; perhaps him who published ‘‘ Pindar” 
at Oxford about the beginning of this century. His mother was 
sister to Sir Richard Temple, afterwards Lord Cobham. His father, pur- 
posing to educate him for the church, sent him first to Eton, and afterwards 
to Oxford ; but he was seduced to a more airy mode of life, by a commission 
in a troop of horse, procured him by his uncle. He continued some time in 
the army, though it is reasonable to suppose that he never sunk into a mere 
soldier, nor ever lost the love, or much neglected the pursuit, of learning ; 
and afterwards, finding himself more inclined to civil employment, he laid 
down his commission, and engaged in business under the Lord Townshend, 
then secretary of state, with whom he attended the king to Hanover. 

His adherence to Lord Townshend ended in nothing but a nomination 
(May, 1729) to be clerk-extraordinary of the privy council, which produced 





WEST, 457 


no immediate profit; for it only placed him in a state of expectation and\ 
right of succession, and it was very long before a vacancy admitted him ta 
rofit. 

. Soon afterwards he married, and settled himself in a very pleasant house 
at Wickham in Kent, where he devoted himself to learning and to piety. 
Of his learning the late Collection exhibits evidence, which would have been 
yet fuller, if the dissertations which accompany his version of Pindar had 
noé been improperly omitted. Of his piety the influence has, I hope, been 
extended far by his ‘‘ Observations on the Resurrection,” published in 1747, 

for which the University of Oxford created him a Doctor of Laws, by 
diploma, (March 30, 1748), and would doubtless have reached yet further 
had he lived to complete what he had for some time meditated, the Evi- 
dences of the ‘l'ruth of the New Testament. Perhaps it may not be without 
effect to tell, that he read the prayers of the public liturgy every morning to 
his family, and that on Sunday evening he called his servants into the par- 
lour, and read to them first a sermon and then prayers. Crashaw is now 
not the only maker of verses to whom may be given the two venerable 
names of Peet and Saint, He was very often visited by Lyttelton and Pitt, 

who, when they were weary of faction and debates, used at Wickham to 
find books and quiet, a decent table, and literary conversation. There is at 
Wickham a walk made by Pitt; and, what is of far more importance, at 
Wickham Lyttelton received that conviction which produced his ‘‘ Disser- 
tation on St. Paul.’" ‘These two illustrious friends had for a while listened 
to the blandishments of infidelity ; and when West's book was published, it 

was bought by some who did not know his change cf opinion, in expectation 
of new objections against Christianity; and as infidels do not want malignity, 

they revenged the disappointment by calling him a Methodist. 

Mr. West's income was not large ; and his friends endeavoured, but with- 
out success, to obtain an augmentation. It is reported, that the education 
of the young prince was offered to him, but that he required a more exten- 
sive power of superintendence than it was thought proper to allow him. In 
time, however, his revenue was improved ; he lived to have one of the lucra- 
tive clerkships of the privy council (1752) ; and Mr. Pitt at last had it in his 
power to make him treasurer of Chelsea Hospital. He was now sufficiently 
rich ; but wealth came too late to be long enjoyed ; nor could it secure him 
from the calamities of life ; he lost (1755) his only son ; and the year after 
(March 26) a stroke of the palsy brought to the grave one of the few poets 
to whom the grave might be without its terrors. 

Of his translations [ have only compared the first Olympic Ode with the 
original, and found my expectation surpassed, both by its elegance and its 
exactness. Hedoes not confine himself to his author's train of stanzas; for he 
saw that the difference of languages required a different mode of versification. 
The first strophe is eminently happy; in the second he has a little strayed 
from Pindar's meaning, who says, ‘‘If thou, my soul, wishest to speak of 
games, look not in the desert sky for a planet hotter than the sun; nor 
shall we tell of nobler games than those of Olympia.” He is sometimes too 
paraphrastical. Pindar bestows upon [iero an epithet, which, in one word, 
signifies delighting in horses; a word which, in the translation, generates 
these lines :— 

Hiero’s royal brows, whose care 
Tends the courser’s noble breed, 
Pleas’d to nurse the pregnant mare, 

Pleas’d to train the youthful steed. 


Pindar says of Pelops, that ‘‘ he came alone in the dark to the White Sea ;” 
and West, 
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Near the billow-beaten side 
Of the foam-besilver’d main, 
Darkling, and alone, he stood: 
which, however,is less exuberant than the former passage. 

A work of this kind must, in a minute examination, discover many imper- 
fections ; but West’s version, so far as I have considered it, appears to be 
the product of great labour and great abilities, 

His ‘‘ Institution of the Garter’’ (1742) is written with sufficient knew- 
ledge of the manners that prevailed in the age to which it is referred, and 
with great elegance of diction; but, for want of a process of events, neither 
knowledge nor clegance preserve the reader from weariness, 

His ‘‘Imitations of Spenser” are very successfully performed, both with 
respect to the metre, the language, and the fictioa; and being engaged at 
once by the excellence of the sentiments, and the artifice of the copy, the 
mind has two amusements together. But such compositions are not to be 
reckoned among the great achievements of intellect, because their effect is 
local and temporary ; they appeal not to reason or passion, but to memory, 
and presuppose an accidental or artifiuial state of mind. An imitation of 
Spenser is nothing to a reader, howg¢ver acute, by whom Spenser has never 
been perused. Works of this kind may deserve praise, as proofs of great 
industry, and great nicety of observation ; but the highest praise, the praise 
of genius, they cannot claim. . The noblest beauties of art are those of which 
the effect is co-extended with rational nature, or at least with the whole circle 
of polished life ; what is less than this can be only pretty, the plaything of 
fashion, and the amusement of a day. 

There is inthe ‘'Adventurer’’ a paper of verses given to one of the authors 
as Mr. West's, and supposed to have been written by him. It should not be 
concealed, however, that it is printed with Mr. Jago’s name in Dodsley’s 
Collection, and is mentioned as his in a letter of Shenstone’s. Perhaps West 
gave it without naming the author, and Hawkesworth, recciving it from him, 
thought it his ; for his he thought it, as he told me, and ashe tells the public. : 
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ILLIAM COLLINS was born at Chichester, on the twenty-fifth 
AW day of December, about 1720. His father was a hatter of good 
reputation. He was in 1733, as Dr. Warton has kindly informed 
me, admitted scholar of Winchester College, where he was edu- 
cated by Dr. Burton. His English exercises were better than his 
Latin. He first courted the notice of the public by some verses to a ‘* Lady 
weeping,” published in ‘‘ The Gentleman's Magazine.” [Jan. 1739. ] 

In 1740, he stood first in the list of the scholars to be received in succes- 
sion at New College, but unhappily there was no vacancy. He becamea 
Commoner of Queen's College, probably with a scanty maintenance; but 
was, in about half a year, elected a Demy of Magdalen College, where he 
continued till he had taken a Bachelor's degree, and then suddenly left the 
University ; for what reason I know not that he told. 

He now (about 1744) came to London a literary adventurer, with many 
projects in his head, and very little moncy in his pocket. He designed many 
works ; but his great fault was irresolution ; or the frequent calls of imme- 
diate necessity broke his scheme, and suffered him to pursue no settled 
purpose, A man doubtful of his dinner, or trembling at a creditor, is not 
much disposed to abstracted meditation, or remote inquiries. He published 
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proposals for a History of the Revival of Learning ; and I have heard him 
speak with great kindness of Leo the Tenth, and with keen resentment of 
his tasteless successor. But probably not a page of his history was ever 
written. He planned several tragedies, but he only planned them. He 
wrote now-and-then odes and other poems, and did something, however 
little. About this time I fell into his company. His appearance was decent 
and manly; his knowledge considerable, his views extensive, his conversation 
elegant, and his disposition cheerful. By degrees I gained his confidence ; 
and one day was admitted to him when he was immured by a bailiff, that 
was prowling in the street. On this occasion recourse was had to the book- 
sellers, who, on the credit of a translation of Aristotle’s Poetics, which he en- 
gaged to write with a large commentary, advanced as much money as enabled 
him toa escape into the country. He showed me the guineas safe in his hand. 
Soon afterwards his uncle, Mr. Martin, a lieutenant-colonel, left him about 
two thousand pounds; a sum which Collins could scarcely think exhaustible, 
and which he did not live to exhaust. The guincas were then repaid, and 
the translation neglected. But man is not born for happiness. Collins, 
who, while he studied to live, felt no evil but poverty, no sooner lived to 
study, than his life was assailed by more dreadful calamities, disease and 
insanity. 

Having formerly written his character, while perhaps it was yet more dis- 
tinctly impressed upon my memory, I shall insert it here. 

‘‘Mr. Collins was a man of extensive literature, and of vigorous faculties. 
He was acquainted not only with the learned tongues, but with the Italian, 
French, and Spanish languages. He had employed his mind chiefly on 
works of fiction, and subjects of fancy; and, by indulging some peculiar 
habits of thought, was eminently delighted with those flights of imagination 
which pass the bounds of nature, and to which the mind is reconciled only 
by a passive acquiescence in popular traditions. He loved fairies, genii, 
giants, and monsters; he delighted to rove through the meanders of en- 
chantment, to gaze on the magnificence of golden palaces, to repose by the 
watcer-falls of Elysian gardens. This was, however, the character rather of 
his inclination than his genius; the grandeur of wildness, and the novelty of 
extravagance, were always desired by him, but not always attained. Yet, as 
diligence is never wholly lost, if his efforts sometimes caused harshness and 
obscurity, they likewise produced in happier moments sublimity and splen- 
dour. ‘This idea which he had formed of excellence led him to oriental 
fictions and allegorical imagery, and perhaps, while he was intent upon 
description, he did not sufficiently cultivate sentiment. His poems are the 
productions of a mind not deficient in fire, nor unfurnished with knowledge 
either of books or life, but somewhat obstructed in its progress by deviation 
in quest of mistaken beauties. 

‘‘ His morals were pure, and his opinions pious ; in a long continuance of 
poverty, and long habits of dissipation, it cannot be expected that any cha- 
racter should be exactly uniform. There is a degree of want by which the 
freedom of agency is almost destroyed; and long association with fortuitous 
companions will at last relax the strictness of truth, and abate the fervour 
of sincerity. ‘That this man, wise and virtuous as he was, passed always 
unentangled tnrough the snares of life, it would be prejudice and temerity 
to affirm ; but it may be said that at least he preserved the source of action 
unpolluted, that his principles were never shaken, that his distinctions of 
right and wrong were never confounded, and that his faults had nothing of 
malignity or design, but procecded from some unexpected pressure, or casual 
temptation. 

*' The latter part of his life cannot be remembered but with pity and sad- 
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ness. He languished some years under that depression of mind which 
enchains the faculties without destroying them, and leaves reason the know- 
ledge of right without the power of pursuing it. These clouds which he 
perceived gathering on his intellects, he endeavoured to disperse by travel, 
and passed into France; but found himself constrained to yield to his 
malady, and returned. He was for some time confined in a house of 
lunatics, and afterwards retired to the care of his sister in Chichester, where 
death, in 1756, came to his relief. “ 

‘ After his return from France, the writer of this character paid him a 
visit at Islington, where he was waiting for his sister, whom he had directed 
to meet him; there was then nothing of disorderdiscernible in his mind by 
any but himself; but he had withdrawn from study, and travelled with no 
other book than an English Testament, such as children carry to the school: 
when his friend took it into his hand, out of curiosity to see what companion 
a Man of Letters had chosen, ‘I have but one book,’ said Collins, ‘but that 
is the best.’ ” 

Such was the fate of Collins, with whom I once delighted to converse, 
and whom I yet remember with tenderness. 

He was visited at Chichester, in his last illness, by his learned friends Dr. 
Warton and his brother; to whom he spoke with disapprobation of his 
Oriental Eclogues, as not sufficiently expressive of Asiatic manners, and 
called them his Irish Eclogues. He showed them, at the same time, an ode 
inscribed to Mr. John Home, on the superstitions of the Highlands ; which 
they thought superior to his other works, but which no search has yet found.* 
His disorder was no alienation of mind, but general laxity and feebleness, a 
deficiency rather of his vital than his intellectual powers. What he spoke 
wanted neither judgment nor spirit ; but a few minutes exhausted him, so 
that he was forced to rest upon the couch, till a short cessation restored his 
powers, and he was again able to talk with his former vigour. The approaches 
of this dreadful malady he began to feel soon after his uncle’s death ; and, 
with the usual weakness of men so diseased, eagerly snatched that tem- 
porary relief with which the table and the bottle flatter and seduce. But his 
cia Pagar declined, and he grew more and more burthensome to 

imself. 

To what I have formerly said of his writings may be added, that his 
diction was often harsh, unskilfully laboured, and injudiciously selected. 
He affected the obsolete when it was not worthy of revival ; and he puts his 
words out of the common order, seeming to think, with some later can- 
didates for fame, that not to write prose is certainly to write poetry. His 
lines commonly are of slow motion, clogged and impeded with clusters of 
consonants. As men are often esteemed who cannot be loved, so the poetry 
of Collins may sometimes extort praise when it gives little pleasure. 

Mr. Collins's first production is added here from the ‘‘ Poetical Calendar,” 


TO MISS AURELIA C——R, 
ON HER WEEPING AT HER SISTER'S WEDDING, 


Cease, fair Aurelia, cease to mourn ; 
Lament not Hannah’s happy state; 
You may be happy in your turn, 
And seize the treasure you regret, 
m With Love united Hymen stands, 
: And softly whispers to your charms, 
“Meet but your lover in my bands, 
“ You'll find your sister in his arms.” 


es * Yt is printed in the late collection, 
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¥ SWROHN DYER, of whom I have no other account to give than his 
x F X* own letters, published with Hughes's correspondence, and the 
+ > notes added by the editor, have afforded me, was born in 1700, 
P25) the second son of Robert Dyer of Aberglasney, in Caermarthen- 

. shire, a solicitor of great capacity and note. He passed through 
Westminster school undcr the care of Dr. Freind, and was then called home 
to be instructed in his father's profession. But his father died soon, and he 
took no delight in the study of the law; but, having always amused himself 
with drawing, resolved toturn painter, and became pupil to Mr. Richardson, 
an artist then of high reputation, but now better known by his books than 

by his pictures. 

' Having studied awhile under his master, he became, as he tells his friend, 
an itinerant painter, and wandered about South Wales and the parts ad- 
jacent ; but he mingled poctry with painting, and about 1727 [1726] printed 
‘‘Grongar Hill” in Lewis's Miscellany. Being, probably, unsatished with 
his own proficiency, he, like other painters, travelled to Italy; and coming 
back in 1740, published the ‘‘ Ruins of Rome.” If his poem was written 
soon after his return, he did not make use of his acquisitions in painting, 
whatever they might be; for decline of health and love of study determined 
him tothe Church. He therefore entered into orders ; and, it seems, married 
about the same time a lady of the name of Ensor; ‘‘ whose grandmother,” 
says he, ‘‘was a Shakspeare, descended from a brother of everybody's Shake 
speare ;” by her, in 1756, he had a son and three daughters living. 

His ecclesiastical provision was for a long time but slender. His first 
patron, Mr. Harper, gave him, in 1741, Calthorp in Leicestershire, of eighty 
at a year, on which he lived ten years, and then exchanged it for 

elchford, in Lincolnshire, of seventy-five. Tis condition now began to 
mend. In 1751, Sir John Heathcote gave him Coningsby, of one hundred 
and forty pounds a year; and in 1755 the Chancellor added Kirkby, of one 
hundred and ten. Hecomplains that the repair of the house at Coningsby, 
and other expenses, took away the profit. In 1757 he published ‘‘ The 
Fleece,"’ his greatest poetical work ; of which I will not suppress a ludicrous 
story. Dodsley the bookseller was one day mentioning it to a critical 
visitor, with more expectation of success than the othcr could easily admit. 
In the conversation the author's age was asked ; and being represented as 
advanced in life, ‘‘ He will,” said the critic, ‘‘be buried in woollen.” He 
did not indeed long survive that publication, nor long enjoy the increase of 
his preferments ; for in 1758 he died. 

Dyer is not a poet of bulk or dignity sufficient to require an elaborate 
criticism. ‘‘Grongar Hill” is the happiest of his productions: it is not in- 
deed very accurately written ; but the scenes which it displays are so pleasing, 
the images which they raise are so welcome to the mind, and the reflections 
of the writer so consonant to the general sense or experience of mankind, 
that when it is once read, it will be read again. The idea of the ‘‘ Ruins of 
Rome” strikes more, but pleases less, and the title raises greater expectation 
than the performance gratifies. Some passages, however, are conceived 
with the mind of a poet; as when, in the neighbourhood of dilapidating 
edifices, he says, 





The Pilgrim oft 
At dead of night, ’mid his orison hears 
Aghast the voice of Time, disparting tow’rs 
Tumbling all precipitate down dash’d 
Rattling around, loud thund’ring to the Moon, 


462 SHENSTONE 


Of ‘‘ The Fleece,” which never became popular, and is now universally 
neglected, I can say little that is likely to recall it to attention. The wool- 
comber and the poct appear to me such discordant natures, that an attempt 
to bring them together is to couple the serpent with the fowl. When Dyer, 
whose mind was not unpoetical, has done his utmost, by interesting his 
reader in our native commodity, by interspersing rural imagery, and inci- 
dental digressions, by clothing small images in great words, and by all the 
writer's arts of delusion, the meanness naturally adheriny, and the irreve- 
rence habitually annexed to trade and manufacture, sink him under insu- 
perable oppression ; and the disgust which blank verse, encumbering and 
encumbered, superadds to an unpleasing subject, soon repels the reader, 
however willing to be pleased. 

Let me, however, honestly report whatever may counterbalance this weight 
of censure. I have been told that Akenside, who, upon a poetical question, 
has a right to be heard, said, ‘‘ That he would regulate his opinion of the 
reigning taste by the fate of Dyer's ‘ lleece ;’ for, if that were ill-received, he 
should not think it any longer reasonable to expect fame from excellence.” 


ccaecmee Res 


SHENSTONE. 


SVILLIAM SHENSTONE, the son of Thomas Shenstone and 
se) Anne Pen, was born in November, 1714, at the Leasowes in 
Hales-Owen, one of those insulated districts which, in the division 
of the kingdom, was appended, for some reason not now dis- 
coverable, to a distant county; and which, though surrounded by 
Warwickshire and Worcestershire, belongs to Shropshire, though perhaps 
thirty miles distant from any other part of it. THe learned to read of an old 
dame, whom his poem of the ‘‘Schoolmistress” has delivered to posterity; 
and soon received such delight from books, that he was always calling for 
fresh entertainment, and expected that, when any of the family went to 
market, a new book should be brought him, which, when it came, was in fond- 
ness carried to bed and laid by him. It is said, that, when his request had 
been neglected, his mother wrapped up a piece of wood of the same form, 
and pacified him for the night. As he grew older, he went for a while to 
the Grammar-school in Hales-Owen, and was placed afterwards with Mr. 
Crumpton, an eminent schoolmaster at Solihul, where he distinguished him- 
self by the quickness of his progress. 

When he was young (June, 1724) he was deprived of his father, and soon 
after (August, 1726) of his grandfather; and was, with his brother, who died 
afterwards unmarried, left to the care of his grandmother, who managed the 
estate. 

From school he was sent in 1732 to Pembroke College in Oxford, a society 
which for half a century has been eminent for English poetry and elegant 
literature. Here it appears that he found delight and advantage; for he 
continued his name in the book ten years, though he took no degree. After 
the first four years he put on the civilian’s gown, but without showing any 
intention to engage in the profession. About the time when he went to 
Oxford, the death of his grandmother devolved his affairs to the care of the 
Reverend Mr. Dolman, of Brome in Staffordshire, whose attention he always 
mentioned with gratitude. At Oxford he employed himself upon English 
poetry; and in 1737 published a small Miscellany, without his name. He 
then for a time wandered about, to acquaint himself with life, and was some- 
times at London, sometimes at Bath, or any other place of public resort; 
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but he did not forget his poetry. He published in 1741 his ‘‘Judgment of 
Hercules,”’ addressed to Mr. Lyttelton, whose interest he supported with 
great warmth at an election: this was next year followed by the ‘‘ School- 
mistress.” 

Mr. Dolman, to whose care he was indebted for his ease and leisure, died 
in 1745, and the care of his own fortune now fell upon him. He tried to 
escape it awhile, and lived at his house with his tenants, who were distantly 
related ; but, finding that imperfect possession inconvenicnt, he took the 
whéle estate into his own hands, more to the improvement of its beauty, than 
the increase of its produce. Now was excited his delight in rural pleasures, 
and his ambition of rural elegance: he began from this time to point his 
prospects, to diversify his surface, to entangle his walks, and to wind his 
waters ; which he did with such judgment and such fancy, as made his little 
domain the envy of the great, and the admiration of the skilful; a place to 
be visited by travellers, and copied by designers. Whether to plant a walk 
in undulating curves, and to place a bench at every turn where there is an 
object to catch the view; to make the water run where it will be heard, and 
to stagnate where it will be seen; to leave intervals whcre the eye will be 
pleased, and to thicken the plantation where there is something to be hidden, 
demands any great powers of mind, I will not inquire: perhaps a sullen and 
surly speculator may think such performances rather the sport than the busi- 
ness of human reason. But it must be at least confessed, that to embellish 
the form of nature is an innocent amusement; and some praise must be 
allowed, by the most supercilious observer, to him who does best what such 
multitudes are contending to do well. 

This praise was the praise of Shenstone; but, like all other modes of 
felicity, it was not enjoyed without its abatements. Lyttclton was his neigh- 
bour and his rival, whose empire, spacious and opulent, looked with disdain 
on the petty state that appeared behind it, Yor a while the inhabitants of 
Hagley affected to tell their acquaintance of the little fellow that was trying 
to make himself admired ; but when by degrees the Leasowes forced them- 
selves into notice, they took care to defeat the curiosity which they could 
not suppress, by conducting their visitants perversely to inconvenient points 
of view, and introducing them at the wrong end of a walk to detect a de- 
ception ; injuries of which Shenstone would heavily complain. Where there 
is emulation there will be vanity ; and where there is vanity there will be folly.* 

The pleasure of Shenstone was all in his eye; he valued what he valued 
merely for its looks ; nothing raised his indignation more than to ask if 
there were any fishes in his water. Jlis house was mcan, and he did not 
improve it; his care was of his grounds. When he came home from his 
walks, he might find his floors flooded by a shower through the broken 
roof; but could spare no money for its reparation. In time his expenses 
brought clamours about him, that overpowered the lamb's bleat and the 
linnet’'s song ; and his groves were haunted by beings very different from 
fauns and fairies. He spent his estate in adorning it, and his death was 


* This charge against the Lyttelton family has been denied with some degree of 
warmth by Mr. Potter, and since by Mr. Graves. The latter says,“‘The truth of the 
case, I believe, was, that the Lyttelton family went so frequently with their family 
to the Leasowes, that they were unwilling to break in upon Mr. Shenstone’s retire- 
ment on every occasion, aud therefore often went to the principal points of view with- 
out waiting tor anroue to conduct them regularly through the whole walks. Of thig 
Mr. Shenstone would sometimes peevishly complain; though, I am persuaded, he never 
really suspected any ill-natured intention in his worthy and much-valued neighbours.” 

t Mr. Graves, however, expresses his belief that this is a groundless surmise. “Mr; 
Shenstone,” he adds, “‘ was too much respected in the neighbourhood to be treated 
with rudeness + and though his works (frugally as they were managed), added to his 
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probably hastened by his anxieties. He was a lamp that Spent its oil in 
blazing. It is said, that, if he had lived a little longer, he would have been 
assisted by a pension: such bounty could not have been ever more properly 
bestowed ; but that it was ever asked is not certain; it is too certain that it 
never was enjoyed, He died at Leasowes, of a putrid fever, about five on 
Friday morning, February 11, 1763; and was buried by the side of his 
brother in the churchyard of Hales-Owen. 

He was never married, though he might have obtained the lady, whoever 
she was, to whom his ‘‘ Pastoral Ballad” was addressed. He is represen.ed 
by his friend Dodsley as a man of great tenderness and generosity, kind to 
all that were within his influence ; but, if once offended, not easily appeased: 
inattentive to economy, and careless of his expenses; in his person he was 
larger than the middle size, with something clumsy in his form; very negli- 
gent of his clothes, and remarkable for wearing his grey hair in a particular 
manner ; for he held that the fashion was no rule of dress, and that every 
man was to suit his appearance to his natural form.* His mind was not 
very comprehensive, nor his curiosity active ; he had no value for those 
parts of knowledge which he had not himself cultivated. His life was un- 
stained by any crime; the Elegy on Jesse, which has been supposed to relate 
an unfortunate and criminal amour of his own, was known by his friends to 
have been suggested by the story of Miss Godfrey in Richardson's ‘‘ Pamela.” 

What Gray thought of his character, from the perusal of his Letters, was 
this :— 

‘¢T have read, too, an octavo volume of Shenstone’s Letters. Poor man!’ 
he was always wishing for moncy, for fame, and other distinctions ; and his 
whole philosophy consisted in living against his will in retirement, and ina 
place which his taste had adorned, but which he only enjoyed when people 
of note came to see and commend it; his correspondence is about nothing 
else but this place and his own writings, with two or three neighbouring 
clergymen, who wrote verses too.” 

His poems consist of elegies, odes, and ballads, humorous sallies, and moral 
pieces. Hisconception of an Elegy he has in his Preface very judiciously and 
discriminately explained. It is, according to his account, the effusion of a 
contemplative mind, sometimes plaintive, and always serious, and therefore 
superior to the glitter of slight ornaments. His compositions suit not ill to 
this description. His topics of praise are the domestic virtues, and his 
thoughts are pure and simple ; but wanting combination, they want variety. 
The peace of solitude, the innocence of inactivity, and the unenvied security 
of an humble station, can fill but a few pages. That of which the essence 
is uniformity will be soon described. His elegies have therefore too much 
resemblance of each other. The lines are sometimes, such as Elegy requires, 
smooth and easy; but to this praise his claim is not constant ; his diction is 
often harsh, improper, and affected; his words ill-coined, or ill-chosen ; and 
his phrase unskilfully inverted. 

The Lyric Poems are almost all of the light and airy kind, such as trip 


manner of living, must necessarily have made him exceed his income, and, of course, 
he might sometimes be distressed for money, yet he had too much spirit to expose 
himself to insults from trifling sums, and guarded against any great distress, by an- 
ticipating a few hundreds; which his estate could very well bear, as appeared by what 
remained to his executors after the payment of his debts, and lis legacies to his friends, 
and annuities of thirty pounds a year to one servant, and six pounds to another; for 
his will was dictated with equal justice and generosity.” 

* “These,” says Mr. Graves, “ were not precisely his sentiments, though he thought 
it right enough, that every one should, in some degree, eonsult his particular shape and 
complexion in adjusting his dress; and that no fashion ought to sanctify what was 
ungraceful, absurd, or really deformed,” 
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lightly and nimbly along, without the load of any weighty meaning. From 
these, however, ‘‘ Rural Elegance” has some right to be excepted. I once 
heard it praised by a very learned lady ; and though the lines are irregular, 
and the thoughts diffused with too much verbosity, yet it cannot be denied 
to contain both philosophical argument and poetical spirit. Of the rest I 
cannot think any excellent; the ‘‘Skylark"” pleases me best, which has, 
however, more of the epigram than of the ode. 

But the four parts of his '' Pastoral Ballad"' demand particular notice. I 
cannot but regret that it is pastoral: an intelligent reader, acquainted with 
the scenes of real life, sickens at the mention of the crvovk, the pipe, the sheep, 
and the 4zds, which it is not necessary to bring forward to notice; for the 
poet's art is selection, and he ought to show the beauties without the gross- 
ness of the country life. His stanza seems to have becn chosen in imitation 
of Rowe's ‘' Despairing Shepherd.” In the first are two passages, to which 
if any mind denies its sympathy, it has no acquaintance with love or nature; 

; I prized every hour that went by, 
Beyond all that had pleased me before: 
But now they are past, and I sigh, 
And I grieve that | prized them no more, 


When foreed the fair nymph to forego, 
What anguish I felt in my heart ! 

Yet I thoucht (but it might not be so) 
*T was with pain that she saw me depart. 


She gazed, as I slowly withdrew, 

My path J could hardly discern ; 
So sweetly she bade me adicnu, 

1 thought that she bade me return. 


In the second this passage has its prettiness, though it be not equal to the 


former : 
I have found out a gift for my fair ; 
I have found where the wood-pigcons breed 3 
But let me that plunder forbear, 
She will say ’twas a barbarous deed : 


For he no’er could be true, she averr’d, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young 
And I loved her the more when I heard 
Such tenderness full from her tongue. 
{n the third he mentions the common-places of amorous poetry with some 
address : 
Tis his with mock passion to glow ! 
"Tis his in smooth tales to unfold, 
How her face is as bright as the snow, 
And her bosom, be sure, is as cold: 


How the nightingales labour the strain, 
With the notes of this charmer fo vie: 
How they vary their accents in vain, 
Repine at her triumphs, and dic. 
In the fourth I find nothing better than this natural strain of Hope; 
Alas ! from the day that we met, 
What hope of an end to my woes, 
When I cannot endure to forget 
The glance that undid nmty repose P 
Yet Time may diminish the pain: 
The flower, and the shrub, and the tree, 
Which f£ rear’d for her pleasure in vain, 
In time may have comfort for me, 
His ‘“' Levities” are by their title exempted from the severities of criticism ; 
HH 
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yet it may be remarked in a few words, that his humour is sometimes gross, 
and seldom sprightly. . 

Of the Moral Poems the first is the ‘' Choice of Hercules,” from Xeno- 
phon. The numbers are smooth, the diction elegant, and the thoughts just ; 
but something of vigour is still to be wished, which it might have had by 
brevity and compression. His ‘‘ Fate of Delicacy” has an air of gaiety, but 
not avery pointed and general moral. His blank verses, those that can read 
them may probably find to be like the blank verses of his neighbqurs. 
‘‘Love and Honour” is derived from the old ballad, ‘‘ Did you not hear of 
a Spanish Lady ?”—I wish it well enough to wish it were in rhyme. 

The ‘‘ Schoolmistress,’”” of which I know not what claim it has to stand 
among the Moral Works, is surely the most pleasing of Shenstone’s per- 
formances. ‘I‘he adoption of a particular style, in light and short composi- 
tions, contributes much to the increase of pleasure: we are entertained at 
once with two imitations, of nature in the sentiments, of the original author 
in the style, and between them the mind is kept in perpetual employment. 

The general recommendation of Shenstone is easiness and simplicity ; his 
gencral defect is want of comprehension and variety. Had his mind been 
better stored with knowledge, whether he could have been great, I know 
not; he could certainly have been agreeable. 


armani ome seth 


YOUNG. 


34/115 following life was written, at myrequest, by a gentleman [Mr. 
“ Herbert Croft] who had better information than I could easily 
have obtained ; and the public will perhaps wish that I had soli- 
cited and obtained more such favours from him. 

“DEAR Sik,—In consequence of our different conversations 
about authentic matcrials for the Life of Young, I send you the following 
detail. 

Of great men, something must always be said to gratify curiosity. Of 
the illustrious author of the ‘‘ Night ‘Thoughts’ much has been told of which 
there never could have been proofs; and little care appears to have been taken 
to tell that, of which proofs, with little trouble, might have been procured. 

EDWARD YOUNG was born at Upham, near Winchester, in June, 168r. 
Ie was the son of Edward Young, at that time fellow of Winchester College, 
and rector of Upham; who was the son of Jo. Young, of Woodhay in Berk- 
shire, styled by Wood, gentleman. In September, 1682, the poet's father 
was collated to the prebend of Gillingham Minor, in the church of Sarum, 
by Bishop Ward. When Ward's faculties were impaired through age, his 
dutics were necessarily performed by others. We learn from Wood, that, 
at a visitation of Sprat’s, July the r2th, 1686, the prebendary preached a 
J.atin sermon, afterwards published, with which the bishop was so pleased, 
that he told the chapter he was concerned to find the preacher had one of 
the worst prebends in their church. Some time after this, in consequence 
of his merit and reputation, or of the interest of Lord Bradford, to whom, 
in 1702, he dedicated two volumes of sermons, he was appointed chaplain to 
King William and Queen Mary, and preferred to the deanery of Sarum. 
Jacob, who wrote in 1720, says, ‘‘he was chaplain and clerk of the closet to 
the late queen, who honoured him by standing godmother to the poet.” 
His fellowship of Winchester he resigned in favour of a gentleman of the 
name of Harris, who married his only daughter. The dean died at Sarum, 
after a short illness, in 1705, in the sixty-third year of his age. On the 
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Sunday after his decease, Bishop Burnet preached at the catredral, and 
began his sermon with saying, ‘‘ Death has been of late walking round us, 
and making breach upon breach upon us, and has now carried away the 
head of this body with a stroke; so that he, whom you saw a week ago 
distributing the holy mystcries, is now laid in the dust. But he still lives in 
the many excellent directions he has left us both how to live and how to die.” 

The dean placed his son upon the foundation at Winchester College, 
where he had himself becn educated. At this school Edward Young re- 
mained till the election after his eighteenth birthday, the period at which 
those upon the foundation are superannuated. Whether he did not betray 
his abilities early in life, or his masters had not skill enough to discover in 
their pupil any marks of genius for which he mcrited reward, or no vacancy 
at Oxford offered them an opportunity to bestow upon him the reward 
provided for merit by William of Wykcham ; certain it is, that to an Oxford 
fellowship our poct did not succeed. By chance, or by choice, New College 
cannot claim the honour of numbcring among its fellows him who wrote the 
* Night Thoughts.” 

On the 13th of October, 1703, he was entered an independent member of 
New College, that he might live at little expense in the warden’'s lodgings, 
who was a particular friend of his father’s, till he should be qualified to 
stand for a fcllowship at All Souls. In a few months the warden of New 
College died. He then removed to Corpus College. The president of this 
socicty, from regard also for his father, invited him thither, in order to 
lessen his academical expenses. In 1708, he was nominated to a law-fellow- 
ship at All Souls by Archbishop Tenison, into whose hands it came by 
devolution. Such repeated patronage, while it justifies Burnet’s praise of 
the father, reflects credit on the conduct of the son, The manner in which 
it was exerted seems to prove, that the father did not leave behind him 
much wealth, 

On the 23rd of April, 1714, Young took his degree of bachelor of civil laws, 
and his doctor’s degree on the roth of June, 1719. Soon aftcr he went to 
Oxford, he discovered, it is said, an inclination for pupils. Whether he 
ever commenced tutor is not known. None has hitherto boasted to have 
received his academical instruction from the author of ‘‘ Night Thoughts.” 
It is probable that his College was proud of him no less as a scholar than as a 
poet ; for in 1716, when the foundation of the Codrington Library was laid, 
two years after he had taken his bachelor’s degree, Young was appointed to 
speak the Latin oration. This is at least particular for being dedicated in 
English ‘‘To the Ladies of the Codrington Family.” ‘To these ladies he 
says, ‘‘ that he was unavoidably flung into a singularity, by being obliged to 
write an epistle dedicatory void of common-place, and such an one was 
never published before by any author whatever ; that this practice absolved 
them from any obligation of reading what was presented to them ; and that 
the bookseller approved of it, because it would make people stare, was absurd 
enough and perfectly right.” Of this oration there is no appearance in his 
own edition of his works ; and prefixed to an edition by Cur]l and Tonson, 
in 1741, is a letter from Young to Curll, if we may credit Curll, dated 
December the 9th, 1739, wherein he says that he has not leisure to review what 
he formerly wrote, and adds, ‘‘I have not the ‘Epistle to Lord Lansdowne.’ 
If you will take my advice, I would have you omit that, and the oration on 
Codrington. I think the collection will sell better without them.” 

There are who relate, that, when first Young found himself independent, 
and his own master at All Souls, he was not the ornament to religion and 
morality which he afterwards became. The authority of his father, indeed, 
had ceased, some time before, by his death ; and Young was certainly not 
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ashamed to be patronized by the infamous Wharton. But Wharton be- 
friended in Young, perhaps, the poet, and particularly the tragedian. If 
virtuous authors must be patronized only by virtuous peers, who shall point 
them out? Yet Pope is said by Ruffhead to have told Warburton, that 
**Young had much of a sublime genius, though without common sense ; So 
that his genius, having no guide, was perpetually liable to degenerate into 
bombast. This made him pass a foolish youth, the sport of peers and poets : 
but his having a very good heart enabled him to support the clerical character 
when he assumed it, first with decency, and afterwards with honour.” 

They who think ill of Young’s morality in the early part of his life, may 
perhaps be wrong; but Tindal could not err in his opinion of Young’s 
warmth and ability in the cause of religion. ‘Tindal used to spend much of 
his time at All Souls. ‘‘The other boys,"’ said the atheist, ‘‘ I] can always 
answer, because I always know whence they have their arguments, which 
I have read a hundred times; but that fellow Young is continually pestering 
me with something of his own.'’* 

After all, Tindal and the censurers of Young may be reconcilable. Young 
might, for two or three years, have tried that kind of life, in which his 
natural principles would not suffer him to wallow long. If this were so, he 
has left behind him not only his evidence in favour of virtue, but the potent 
testimony of experience against vice. We shall soon see that one of his 
earlicst productions was more serious than what comes from the generality 
of unfiedged pocts. 

Young perhaps ascribed the good fortune of Addison to the ‘‘ Poem to 
his Majesty,” presented, with a copy of verses, to Somers: and hoped that 
he also might soar to wealth and honours on wings of the same kind. His 
first poetical flight was when Queen Anne called up to the House of Lords 
the sons of the Earls of Northampton and Aylesbury, and added, in one 
day, ten others to the number of peers. In order to reconcile the people to 
one, at least, of the new lords, he published, in 1712, ‘‘An Lpistle to the 
Right Honourable George Lord Lansdowne.” In this composition the poet 
pours out his panegyric with the extravagance of a young man, who thinks 
his present stock of wealth will never be exhausted. ‘The poem seems in- 
tended also to reconcile the public to the late peace. This is endeavoured 
to be done by showing that men are slain in war, and that in peace “ har- 
vests wave, and commerce swells her sail." 1f this be humanity. for which 
he meant it ; is it politics? Another purpose of this epistle appears to have 
been, to prepare the public for the reception of some tragedy he might have 
in hand. His Lordship's patronage, he says, will not let him ‘‘repent his 
passion for the stage;” and the particular praise bestowed on ‘‘ Othello” and 
‘*Oroonoko” looks as if some such character as Zanga was even then in 
contemplation. The affectionate mention of the death of his friend Har- 
rison of New College, at the close of this poem, is an instance of Young's 
art, which displayed itself so wonderfully sometime afterwards in the '‘ Night 
Thoughts,” of making the public a party in his private sorrow. Should 
justice call upon you to censure this poem, it ought at least to be remem- 

that he did not insert it in his works ; and that in the letter to Curll, 
as we have seen, he advises its omission. The booksellers, in the late body 
of English poetry, should have distinguished what was deliberately rejected 


* As my great friend is now become the subject of biography, it should be told, that 
every time I called upon Johnson during the time I was employed in collecting mate- 
rials for this life, and putting it together, he never suffered me to depart without some 
euch farewell as this: “‘ Don’t forget that rascal Tindal, sir. Be sure to hang up the 
aiheist.” Alluding to this anecdote, which Johnson had mentioned to me.—II. C, 
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by the respective authors.* This I shall be careful to do with regard to 
Young. ‘'! think,” says he, ‘‘the following pieces in foxr volumes to be 
the most excusable of all that I have written; and I wish fess apology was 
less needful for these. As there is no recalling what is got abroad, the 
pieces here republished T have revised and corrected, and rendered them as 
pardonadle as it was in my power to do.” 

Shall the gates of repentance be shut only against literary sinners ? 

When Addison published ‘ Cato" in 1713, Young had the honour of pre- 
fixing to ita recommendatorv copy of verses. “This is one of the pieces 
which the author of the ‘‘ Nicht ‘Thoughts " did not republish. 

On the appearance of his ‘Poem on the Last Day,” Addison did not re- 
turn Young's compliment ; but ‘'’Phe Englishman” of October 2g, 1713, 
which was probably written by Addison, speaks handsomely of this poem, 
The ‘‘Last Day” was published soon after the peace. The vice-chancellor’s 
tmprimatur, for it was printed at Oxford, is dated the 19th, 1713. From 
the exordium, Young appears to have spent some time on the composition 
of it. While other bards ‘with Britain's hero set their souls on fire,” he 
draws, he says, a deeper scene. Marlborough Aad éeen considered by 
Briton as her Aero , but, when the ‘ Last Day” was published, female cabal 
had blasted for a time the laurels of Blenheim, ‘This serious poem was 
finished by Young as early as 1710, before he was thirty ; for part of it is 
pritted in the ‘‘‘fatler.” It was inscribed to the queen, in a dedication, 
which, for some reason, he did not admit intu his works. It tells her, that 
his only title to the great honour he now docs himself, is the obligation 
which he formerly received from her royal indulgence. Of this obligation 
nothing is now known, unless he alluded to her being his godmother. He 
is said indeed to have been engaged at a settled stipend as a writer for the 
Court. In Swilt's ‘‘ Rhapsody on Poetry’ are these lines, speaking of the 
Court : 

Whence Gay was banish’d in disgrace, 
Where Pope will never show his face, 
Where Y—— must torture his invention 
To flatter knaves, or Jose his peusion. 

That Y——— means Young seems clear from four other lines in the same 
poem : 

Atitcnd, ye Popes, and Youngs, and Gays, 
And tune your harps and strew your bays; 
Your panegyries here provide ; 

You cannot err on flattery’s side. 

Yet wha shall say with certainty that Young was a pensioner? In all 
modern periods of this country, have not the writers on one side been regu- 
larly called Hirelings, and on the other Patriots ? 

Of the dedication the complexion is clearly political. It speaks in the 
highest terms of the late peace; it gives her Majesty praise indeed for her 
victories, but says that the author is more pleased to see her rise from this 
sower world, soaring above the clouds, passing the first and second heavens, 
and leaving the fixed stars behind her ; nor will he lose her there, he says, 
but keep her still in view through the boundless spaces on the other side of 
creation, in her journey towards eternal bliss, till he behold the heaven of 
heavens open, and angels receiving and conveying her still onward from the 
stretch of his imagination, which tires in her pursuit, and falls back again 
to earth. 

The queen was soon called away from this lower world, to a place where 
human praise or human flattery, even less general than this, are of little 


* Dr. Johnson, in many cases, thought and directed differently, particularly in 
Young’s works, 
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consequence, If Young thought the dedication contained only the praise of 
truth, he should not have omitted it in his works. Was he conscious of the 
exaggeration of party? Then he should not have written it. The poem 
itself is not without a glance towards politics, notwithstanding the subject. 
The cry that the church was in danger, had not yet subsided. ‘The ‘' Last 
Day,” written by a layman, was much approved by the ministry, and their 
friends. 

Before the quecn’s death, ‘The Force of Religion, or Vanquished Love.” 
was sent into the world. This poem is founded on the execution of Lady 
Jane Grey and her husband, Lord Guildford, 1554, a story chosen for the 
subject of a tragedy by Icdmund Smith, and wrought into a tragedy by 
Rowe. The dedication of it to the Countess of Salisbury dogs not appear 
in his own edition. He hopes it may be some excuse for his presumption 
that the story could not have been read without thoughts of the Countess of 
Salisbury, though it had been dedicated to another. ‘' To behold,” he pro- 
cecds, ‘‘a person ovZy virtuous, stirs in us a prudent regret; to behold a 
person ov/y amiable to the sight, warms us with a religious indignation ; but 
to turn our eyes to a Countess of Salisbury, gives us pleasure and improve- 
ment; it works a sort of miracle, occasions the bias of our nature to fall off 
from sin, and makes our very senses and affections converts to our religion, 
and promoters of our duty.” His flattery was as ready for the other sex as 
for ours, and was at least as well adapted. 

August the 27th, 1714, Pope writes to his friend Jervas, that he is just 
arrived from Oxford ; that everyone is much concerned for the queen's death, _, 
but that no panegyrics are ready yet for the king. Nothing likd friendship 
has yet taken place between Pope and Young: for, soon after the event 
which Pope mentions, Young published a poem on the queen's death, and 
his Majesty's accession to the throne. It is inscribed to Addison, then secre- 
tary to the Lords Justices. Whatever were the obligations which he had 
formerly received from Anne, the poct appears to aim at something of the 
same sort from George. Of the poem the intention seems to have been, to 
show that he had the same extravagant strain of praise for a king as fora 
queen. To discover, at the very onset of a foreigner’s reign, that the gods 
bless his new subjects in such a king, is something more than praise. Neither 
was this deemed one of his excusable pieces. Wedo not find it in his works. 

Young's father had been well acquainted with Lady Anne Wharton, the 
first wife of Thomas Wharton, Esq., afterwards Marquis of Wharton; a 
lady celebrated for her poetical talents by Burnet and by Waller. 

To the Dean of Sarum's visitation sermon, already mentioned, were added 
some verses ‘‘by that excellent poetess, Mrs. Anne Wharton,” upon its 
being translated into English, at the instance of Waller by Atwood. 
Wharton, after he became ennobled, did not drop the son of his old friend. 
In him, during the short time he lived, Young found a patron, and in 
his dissolute descendant a friend and a companion, ‘The marquis died in 
April, 17rg._ In the beginning of the next year, the young marquis set out 
upon his travels, from which he returned in about a twelvemonth. The 
beginning of 1717 carried him to Ireland ; where, says the Biographia, ‘‘ on 
the score of his extraordinary qualities, he had the honour done him of 
being admitted, though under age, to take his seat in the House of Lords.” 
With this unhappy character, it is not unlikely that Young went to Ireland. 
From his Letter to Richardson on ‘‘ Original Composition,” it is clear he 
was, at some period of his life, in that country. ‘‘I remember,’ says he, in 
that letter, speaking of Swift, ‘‘as I and others were taking with him an 
evening walk, about a mile out of Dublin, he stopped short ; we passed on ; 
but perceiving he did not follow us, I went back, and found him fixed as a 


YOUNG. 47% 


statue, and earnestly gazing upward at a noble elm, which in its uppermost 
branches was much withered and decayed. Pointing at it, he said, ‘I shall 
be like that tree, I shall dic at top.’"" Is it not probable, that this visit to 
Ircland was paid when he had an opportunity of going thither with his 
avowed friend and patron ? 

From ‘The Englishman” it appears that a tragedy by Young was in the 
theatre so early as 1713. Yet “ Busiris’ was not brought upon Drury Lane 
stage till rzrg. It was inscribed to the Duke of Neweustle, ‘because the 
late instances he had received of his grace’s undeserved and uncommon 
favour, in an affair of some consequence, foreign to the theatre, had taken 
from him the privilege of choosing a patron.”” ‘The Dedication he afterwards 
suppressed. 

‘* Busiris” was followed in the year 1721 by '' The Revenge.” He dedi- 
cated this famous tragedy to the Duke of Wharton. ‘* Your Grace,” says 
the Dedication, ‘‘ has been pleased to make yourself accessory to the fol- 
lowing scenes, not only by suggesting the most beautiful incident in them, 
but by making all possible provision for the success of the whole.” That his 
grace should have suggested the incident to which he alludes, whatever that 
incident might have bezn, is not unlikely. The last mental exertion of the 
superannuated young man, in his quarters at Lerida, in Spain, was some 
scenes of a tragedy on the story of Mary Queen of Scots. 

Dryden dedicated ‘‘ Marriage & la Mode” to Wharton's infamous relation 
Rochester, whom he acknowledges not only as the defender of his poctry, 
but as the promoter of his fortune. Young concludes his address to Wharton 
thus-—‘‘ My present fortune is his bounty, and my future his care; which I 
will venture to say will be always remembered to his honour, since he, I 
know, intcnded his gencrosity as an encouragement to merit, though 
through his very pardonable partiality to one who bears him su sincere a 
duty and respect, [ happen to receive the benefit of it." That he ever had 
such a patron as Wharton, Young took all the pains in his power to conceal 
from the world, by excluding this dedication from his works, He should 
have remembered that he at the same time concealed his obligation to 
Wharton for the most beautiful incident in what is surely not his least 
beautiful composition. The passage just quoted is, in a poem afterwards 
addressed to Walpole, literally copied : 

Be this thy partial smile from censure free! 
*Twas meant for merit, though it fell on me, 

While Young, who, in his ‘‘ Love of Fame,” complains grievously how 
often ‘‘dedications wash an Afthiop white,’ was painting an amiable Duke 
of Wharton in perishable prose, Pope was, perhaps, beginning to describe 
the ‘scorn and wonder of his days’ in lasting verse. To the patronage of 
such a character, had Young studied men as much as Pope, he would have 
known how little to have trusted. Young, however, was certainly indebted 
to it for something material; and the duke’s regard for Young, added to 
his lust of praise, procured to All Souls College a donation, which was 
not forgotten by the poet when he dedicated ‘‘The Revenge.”’ 

It will surprise you to see me cite second Atkins, Case 136, Stiles versus 
the Attorney General, March 14, 1740, as authority for the life of a poet. 
But biographers do not always find such certain guides as the oaths of the 
persons whom they record. Chancellor Hardwicke was to determine 
whether two annuities, granted by the Duke of Wharton to Young, were 
for legal considerations, One was dated the 24th March, 1719, and accounted 
for his grace’s bounty in a style princely and commendable, if not legal— 
‘*considering that the public good is advanced by the encouragement of 
learning and the polite arts, and being pleased therein with the attempts of 
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Dr. Young, in consideration thereof, and of the love I bear him, &e.” The 
other was dated the roth of July, 1722. 

Young, on his examination, swore that he quitted the Excter family, and 
refused an annuity of 100/. which had been offered him for life if he would 
continue tutor to Lord Burleigh, upon the pressing solicitations of the Duke 
of Wharton, and his grace’s assurances of providing for him in a much 
more ample manner. It also appeared that the duke had given him a bond 
for 6007, dated the rsth of March, 1721, in consideration of his taking 
several journeys, and being at great expenses, in order to be chosen member 
of the House of Commons, at the duke’s desire, and in consideration of 
_his not taking two livings of 200/. and 4oo/. in the gift of All Souls College, 
on his grace’s promises of serving and advancing him in the world. 

Of his adventures in the Iexeter family Iam unable to give any account. 
The attempt to get into Parliament was at Cirencester, where Young stood 
a contested election. His grace discovered in him talents for oratory as well 
as for poetry. Nor was this judgment wrong. Young, after he took orders, 
became a very popular preacher, and was much followed for the grace and 
animation of his delivery. By his oratorical talents he was once in his life, 
according to the Biographia, deserted. As he was preaching in his turn at 
St. James's, he plainly perceived it was out of his power to command the 
attention of his audience. This so affected the feelings of the preacher, 
that he sat back in the pulpit, and burst into tears. But we must pursue his 
poetical life. 

In 1719 he lamented the death of Addison, in a letter addressed to their 
common friend Tickell. For the secret history of the following lines, if they 
contain any, it is now vain to seek : 

In joy once join'’d, in sorrow, now, for years— 
Partuer in grief, and brother of my tears, 
Tickell, accept this verse, thy mournful due, 

From your account of Tickell it appears that he and Young used to '‘com- 
municate to each other whatever verses they wrote, even to the least things.” 

In 1719 appeared a ‘' Paraphrase on Part of the Book of Job.” Parker, 
to whom it is dedicated, had not long, by means of the seals, been qualified 
for apatron. Of this work the author’s opinion may be known from his 
letter to Curll : ‘‘ You secm, in the Collection you propose, to have omitted 
what I think may claim the first place in it; I mean ‘a Translation from 
part of Job,’ printed by Mr. Tonson.” The Dedication, which was only 
suffered to appear in Mr. ‘Tonson’s edition, while it speaks with satisfaction 
of his present retirement, seems to make an unusual struggle to escape from 
retirement. But everyone who sings in the dark does not sing from joy. It 
is addressed, in no common strain of flattery, toa chancellor, of whom he 
clearly appears to have had no kind of knowledge. 

Of his Satires it would not have been possible to fix the dates without the 
assistance of first editions, which, as you had occasion to observe in your 
account of Dryden, are with difficulty found. We must tlen have referred 
to the poems, to discover when they were written. Tor these internal notes 
of time we should not have referred in vain. The first Satire laments, that 
**Guilt’s chief foe in Addison is fled.’’ The second, addressing himself, asks, 

Is thy ambition sweating for a rhyme, 
Thou unambitious fvol, at this late time ? 
A fool at forty is a fool indeed. 

The Satires were originally published separately in folio, under the title 
of ‘‘The Universal Passion.” These passages fix the appearance of the 
first to about 1725, the time at which it came out. As Young seldom suffered 
his pen to dry, after he had once dipped it in poetry, we may conclude that 
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he began his Satires soon after he had written the ‘‘ Paraplirase on Job.” 
The last Satire was certainly finished in the beginning of the year 1726. In 
December, 1725, the king, in his passage from Helvoetsluys, escaped with 
great difficulty from a storm by landing at Rye; and the conclusion of the 
Satire turns the escape intoa miracle, in such an encomiastic strain of com- 
pliment as poetry too often secks to pay to royalty. From the sixth of these 
poems we learn, 
e *Midst empire’s charms, how Carolina's heart 
Glowed with the love of virtue and of art; 


Since the grateful poct tells us, in the next couplet, 


Her favour is diffused to that degree, 
Excess of goodness ! it has dawn’d on me, 

Her Majesty had stood godmother, and given her name, to the daughter 
of the lady whom Young marricd in 1731; and had perhaps shown some 
attention to Lady [lizabeth’s future husband. 

The fifth Satire, ‘On Women,” was not published till 1727; and the sixth 
not till 1728. 

To these poems, when, in 1728, he gathered them into one publication, he 
prefixed a Preface ; in which he observes that ‘no man can converse much 
in the world, but at what he meets with he must cither be insensible or 
grieve, or be angry or smile. Now to smile at it, and turn it into ridicule,” 
he adds, ‘‘I think most cligible, as it hurts ourselves least, and gives vice 
and folly the greatest offence. Laughing at the misconduct of the world will, 
in a great measure, ease us of any more disagreeable passion about it. One 
passion is more effectually driven out by another than by reason, whatever 
some teach.” So wrote, and so of course thought, the lively and witty satirist 
at the grave age of almost fifty, who, many years earlier in life, wrote the 
‘Last Day.” After all, Swift pronounced of these Satires, that they should 
either have been more angry or more merry. 

Is it not somewhat singular that Young preserved, without any palliation, 
this preface, so bluntly decisive in favour of laughing at the world, in the 
same collection of his works which contains the mournful, angry, gloom 
“Night Thoughts!" At the conclusion of the Preface he applies Plato's 
beautiful fable of the ‘‘ Birth of Love’ to modern poetry, with the addition, 
“that Poetry, like Love, is a little subject to blindness, which makes her 
mistake her way to preferments and honours; and that she retains a dutiful 
admiration of her father’s family ; but divides her favours, and generally lives 
with her mother's relations."” Poetry, it is true, did not lead Young to pre- 
ferments or to honours; but was there not something like blindness in the 
flattery which he sometimes forced her, and her sister Prose, to utter? She 
was always, indeed, taught by him to entertain a most dutiful admiration of 
riches ; but surely Young, though nearly related to Poetry, had no connexion 
with her whom Plato makes the mother of Love. “That he could not well 
complain of being related to Poverty appears clearly from the frequent 
bounties which his gratitude records, and from the wealth which he left 
behind him. By ‘‘The Universal Passion” he acquired no vulgar fortune, 
more than three thousand pounds. A considerable sum had already been 
swallowed up in the South Sca. lor this loss he took the vengeance of an 
author. His Muse makes poetical use more than once of a South Sea Dream. 

It is related by Mr. Spetce, in his Manuscript Anecdotes, on the authority 
of Mr. Rawlinson, that Young, upon the publication of his ‘‘ Universal 
Passion,” received from the Duke of Grafton two thousand pounds; and that, 
when one of his friends exclaimed, ‘‘Two thousand pounds for a poem !"" he 
said it was the best bargain he ever made in his life, for the poem was worth 
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four thousand. This story may be true; but it seems to have been raised from 
the two answers of Lord Burghley and Sir Philip Sidney in Spenser's Life. 

After inscribing his Satires, not perhaps without the hopes of preferments 
and honours, to such names as the Duke of Dorset, Mr. Dodington, Mr. 
Spencer Compton, Lady Elizabeth Germain, and Sir Robert Walpole, he 
returns to plain panegyric. In 1726 he addressed a poem to Sir Robert 
Walpole, of which the title sufficiently explains the intention. If Young 
must be acknowledged a ready celcebrator, he did not endeavour, or did not 
choose, to be a lasting one. ‘The Instalment’’ is among the picces he did 
not admit into the number of his excusable writings. Yet it contains a 
couplet which pretends to pant after the power of bestowing immortality : 

Oh! how I long, enkindled by the theme, 
In deep eternity to launch thy name ! 

The bounty of the former reign scems to have been continued, possibly 
increased, inthis, Whatever it might have been, the poct thought he de- 
served it; for he was not ashamed to acknowledge what, without his ac- 
knowledgment, would now perhaps never have been known : 

My breast, O Walpole, glows with grateful fire, 
The streams of royal bounty, turn’d by thee, 
Refresh the dry remains of pocsy. 

If the purity of modern patriotism will term Young a pensioner, it must at 
least be confessed he was a grateful one. 

The reign of the new monarch was ushered in by Young with ‘' Ocean, 
an Ode.” The hint of it was taken from the royal speech, which recom- 
mended the increase and the encouragement of the seamen; that they 
might be ‘‘invited, rather than compelled by force and violence, to enter 
into the service of their country ;” a plan which humanity must lament that 
policy has not even yet been able, or willing, to carry into execution. Pre- 

xed to the original publication were an ‘‘Ode to the King, Pater Patrice,” 
and an ‘‘Essay on Lyric Poetry.” It is but justice to confess, that he pre- 
served neither of them; and that the Ode itself, which in the first edition, 
and in the last, consists of seventy-three stanzas, in the author's own edition 
is reduced to forty-nine. Among the omitted passages isa ‘‘ Wish,” that 
conclusled the poem, which few would have suspected Young of forming ; 
and of which few, after having formed it, would confess something like their 
shame by suppression. It stood originally so high in the author's opinion, 
that he intituled the poem, ‘‘Ocean, an Ode. Concluding with a Wish.” 
This wish consists of thirteen stanzas. ‘The first runs thus : 
O may I steal 
Along the rale 
Of humble life, secure from foes ! 
My friend sincere, 
My judgment clear, 
And gentle business my repose! 

The three last stanzas are not more remarkable for just rhymes ; but, al- 

together, they will make rather a curious page in the life of Young : 


Prophetic schemes, Then leave onc beam 
And golden dreams, Of honest fume / 

May I, unsanguine, cast away | And scorn the labour’d monument! 
Have what I hace, 


Unhurt my urn 


And live, not leave, Till that great ruaw 


Enamoured of the present day! When mighty Nature’s self shall die, 
My hours my own! Time cease to glide, 
My faults unknown ! With human pride, 

My chief revenue in content ! Sunk in the ocean of eternity ! 


It is whimsical that he, who was soon to bid adieu to rhyme, should fix 
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upon a measure in which rhyme abounds even to satiety. Of this he said, 
in his ‘‘ Essay on Lyric Poetry,” prefixed to the poem—‘ For the more 
harmony \ikewise I chose the frequent return of rhyme, which laid me under 
great difficulties. But difficulties overcome, give grace and pleasure. Nor 
can I account for the f/easure of rhyme in general (of which the moderns 
are too fond) but from this truth.” Yet the moderns surely deserve not 
much censure for their fondness of what, by their own confession, affords 
pleasure, and abounds in harmony. The next paragraph in his Essay did 
not occur to him when he talked of ‘that great turn" in the stanza just 
quoted. ‘‘ Butthen the writer must take care that the difficulty is overcome, 
That is, he must make rhyme consistent with as perfect sense and expression, 
as could be expected if he was perfectly free from that shackle.” Another 
part of this Essay will convict the following stanza of what every reader will 
discover in it, ‘involuntary burlesque .” 

The northern blast, 

The shattered mast, 

The syrt, the whirlpool, and the rock, 
The breaking spout, 
The stars gone out, 
The boiling strait, the monster's shock. 


But would the English pocts fill quite so many volumes, if all their pro- 
ductions were to be tried, like this, by an claborate essay on each particular 
species of poetry of which they exhibit specimens ? 

If Young be not a lyrie poct, he is at least a critic in that sort of poetry, 
and, if his lyric poetry can be proved bad, it was first proved so by his own 
criticism. ‘This surely is candid. 

Milbourne was styled by Pope ‘‘the fairest of critics,” only because he 
exhibited his own version of Virgil to be compared with Dryden's, which he 
condemned, and with which every reader had it not otherwise in his power 
to compare it. Young was surely not the most unfair of poets for prefixing 
to a lyric composition an Essay on Lyric Poetry, so just and impartial as to 
condemn himself, 

We shall soon come to a work, before which we find indeed no critical essay, 
but which disdains to shrink from the touchstone of the severest critic ; 
and which certainly, as I remember to have heard you say, if it contain some 
of the werst, contains also some of the best things in the language. 

Soon after the appearance of ‘' Ocean,” when he was almost fifty, Young 
entered into orders. In April, 1728, not long after he had put on the gown, 
he was appointed chaplain to George the Second. 

The tragedy of ‘The Brothers,” which was already in rchearsal, he imme- 
diately withdrew from the stage. ‘The managers resigned it with some 
reluctance to the delicacy of the new clergyman. ‘The Epilogue to ‘‘The 
Brothers,” the only appendages to any of his three plays which he added 
himself, is, I believe, the only one of the kind. He calls it an historical 
Epilogue. I*inding that ‘‘ Guilt’s dreadful close his narrow scene denied,” 
he, in a manner, continues the tragedy in the Epilogue, and relates how 
Rome revenged the shade of Demetrius, and punished Perseus ‘for this 
night's deed.” 

Of Young's taking orders something is told by the biographer of Pope, 
which places the easiness and simplicity of the poet in a singular light. 
When he determined on the church, he did not address himself to Sherlock, 
to Atterbury, or to Hare, for the best instructions in Theology ; but to 
Pope, who, in a youthful frolic, advised the diligent perusal of Thomas 
Aquinas. With this treasure Young retired from interruption to an obscure 
place in the suburbs. His poetica? guide to godliness hearing nothing of 
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him during half a year, and apprehending he might have carried the jest too 
far, sought after him, and found him just in time to prevent what Ruff head 
calls ‘‘an irretrievable derangement.” 

That attachment to his favourite study, which made him think a poet the 
surest guide to his new profession, left him littl: doubt whether poetry was 
the surest path to its honours and preferments. Not Jong indeed after he 
took orders, he published in prose (1728), ‘‘A true Estimate of Human 
Life,” dedicated, notwithstanding the Latin quotations with whict) it 
abounds, to the queen ; and a sermon preached before the House of Come 
mons, 1729, on the martyrdom of King Charles, intituled, ‘‘ An Apology 
for Princes, or the Reverence due to Government.” But the ‘‘ Second 
Course," the counterpart of his ‘‘Iéstimate,” without which it cannot be 
called ‘‘A true Estimate,” though in 1728 it was announced as ‘soon to 
be published,” never appeared ; and his old friends the Muses were not for- 
gotten. In 1730 he relapsed to poetry, and sent into the world ‘‘ Imperium 
Pelagi: a Naval Lyric, written in imitation of Pindar’s Spirit, occasioned 
by his Majesty's Return from Hanover, September, 1729, and the succeeding 
Peace.” It is inscribed to the Duke of Chandos. In the Preface we are 
told, that the Ode is the most spirited kind of poetry, and that the Pindaric 
is the most spirited kind of Ode. ‘' This I speak,” he adds, ‘‘ with suffi- 
cient candour, at my own very great peril. But truth has an eternal title 
to our confession, though we are sure to suffer by it.” Behold, again, the 
fairest of pocts. Young's ‘‘Impcrium Pelagi" was ridiculed in Fielding’s 
‘Tom Thumb ;” but, let us not forget that it was one of his pieces which 
the author of the ‘‘ Night Thoughts” deliberately refused to own. Not 
long after this Pindaric attempt, he published two Epistles to Pope, ‘‘Con- 
cerning the Authors of the Age,” 1730. Of these poems one occasion seems 
to have been an apprehension lest, from the liveliness of his satires, he 
should not be deemed sufficiently serious for promotion in the Church. 

In July, 1730, he was presented by his College to the rectory of Welwyn 
in Hertfordshire. In May, 1731, he married Lady Elizabeth Lee, daughter 
of the Earl of Lichfield, and widow of Colonel Lee. Ifis connexion with 
this lady arose from his father's acquaintance, already mentioned, with Lady 
Anne Wharton, who was coheiress of Sir Henry Lee of Ditchley in Oxford- 
shire. Poetry had lately been taught by Addison to aspire to the arms of 
nobility, though not with extraordinary happiness. We may naturally con- 
clude that Young now gave himself up in some measure to the comforts of 
his new.connexion, and to the expectations of that preferment which he 
thought due to his poetical talents, or, at least, to the manner in which they 
had so frequently been exerted. 

The next production of his muse was ‘‘ The Sea-piece,”’ in two odes. 

Young enjoys the credit of what is called an ‘‘Extempore Epigram on 
Voltaire ;" who, when he wasin England, ridiculed, in the company of the 
jealous English poet, Milton's allegory of ‘'Sin and Death :” 

You are so witty, profligate, and thin, 
At once we think thee Milton, Death, and Sin, 

From the following passage in the poetical dedication of his ‘‘Sea-piece” 
to Voltaire, it seems that this extemporaneous reproof, if it must be extem- 
poraneous (for what few will now affirm Voltaire to have deserved any re- 
proof), was something longer than a distich, and something more gentle 
than the distich just quoted. 

No stranger, sir, though born in foreign climes. 
On Dorset downs, when Milton’s page, 
With Sin and Death provoked thy rage, 
Thy rage provoked who soothed with gentle rhymes P 
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By ‘Dorset downs’ he probably meant Mr. Dodington’s seat. In Pitt's 
Poems is ‘¢ An Epistle to Dr. Edward Young, at Eastbury, in Dorsetshire, 
on the Review at Sarum, 1722.” 

While with your Dedington retired you sit, 
Charmed with his flowing Burgundy and wit, &c. 

Thomson, in his Autumn, addressing Mr, Dodington, calls his seat the 
seat of the Muses, 

e Where, in the secret. bower and winding walk, 

For virtuous Youuy and theo they twine the bay. 
The praises Thomson bestows but a few lines before on Philips, the second 
Who nobly durst, in rhyme-unfettered verse, 
With British freedom sing the British song, 
added to Thomson's example and success, might perhaps induce Young, as 
we shall see presentiy, to write his great work without rhyme. 

In 1734 he published ‘‘’fhe Foreign Address, or the best Argument for 
Peace, occasioned by the British Fiect and the Posture of Affairs. Written 
in the Character of a Sailor.” It is not to be found in the author's four 
volumes. Hlenow appears to have given up all hopes of overtaking Pindar, 
and perhaps at last resolved to turn his ambition to some original species of 
poctry. This poem concludes with a formal farewell to Ode, which few of 
Young's readers will regret : 

My shell, which Clio gave, which kings applaud, 
Which Europe’s blecding genius call’d abruad, 
Adicu! 
In a species of poetry altogether his own, he next tried his skill, and succeeded. 

Of his wife he was deprived in y7q41. Lady Elizabeth had lost, after her. 
marriage with Young, an arniable daughter, by her former husband, just 
after she was marricd to Mr. Vermple, sonof Lord Palmerston, Mr. ‘Temple 
did not long remain after his wife, though he was married a second time to 
a daughter of Sir John Barnard’s, whose son is the present peer. Mr. and 
Mrs. Temple have generally been considered as Philander and Narcissa. 
From the great friendship which constantly subsisted between Mr. ‘Temple 
and Young, as well as from other circumstances, it is probable that the poct 
had both him and Mrs. Temple in view for these characters ; though at the 
same time some passages respecting Philander do not appear to suit cither 
Mr. Temple or any other person with whorn Young was known to be con- 
nected or acquainted, while all the circumstances relating to Narcissa have 
been constantly found applicable to Young’s daughter-in-law. At what 
short intervals the poet tells us he was wounded by the deaths of the three 
persons particularly lamented, none that has read the ‘‘ Night Thoughts ” 
(and who has not read them?) needs to be informed. 

Insatiate archer! could not one suffice ? 
Thy shaft flew thrice; and thrice my peace was slain 
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fill’d her horn. 

Yet how is it possible that Mr. and Mrs. Temple and Lady Elizabeth 
Young could be these three victims, over whom Young has hitherto been 
Tbe for having to pour the ‘‘ Midnight Sorrows” of his religious poetry ? 

rs. Temple died in 1736; Mr. Temple four years afterwards, in 1740; and 
the poct’s wife seven months after Mr. ‘Temple, in 1741. How could the 
insatiate archer thrice slay his peace, in these three persons, ‘‘ ere thrice the 
moon had fill'd her horn?” But in the short preface to ** The Complaint ” 
he seriously tells us, ‘‘ that the occasion of this poem was real, not fictitious; 
and that the facts mentioned did naturally pour these moral reflections on 
the thought of the writer.” It is probable, therefore, that in these three 
contradictory lines the poet complains more than the father-in-law, the 


478 YOUNG. 


friend, or the widower. Whatever names belong to these facts, or, if the 
names be those generally supposed, whatever heightening a poet’s sorrow 
may have given the facts; to the sorrow Young felt from them, religion and 
morality are indebted for the) ‘‘ Night Thoughts.” There is a pleasure sure 
in sadness which mourners only know! Of these poems the two or three 
first have been perused perhaps more eagerly and more frequently than the 
rest. When he got as far asthe fourth or fifth, his original motive for taking 
up the pen was answered; his gricf was naturally cither diminished or ex- 
hausted, We still find the same pious poct; but we hear less of Philander 
and Narcissa, and less of the mourner whom he loved to pity. 

Mrs. Temple died of a consumption at Lyons, in her way to Nice, the 
year after her marriage; that is, when poetry relates the fact, ‘‘in her 
bridal hour.” It is more than poetically true, that Young accompanied her 
to the Continent : 

I flew, I snatch’d her from the rigid North, 

And bore her nearer to the sun, 
But in vain. Wer funeral was attended with the difficulties painted in such 
animated colours in ‘‘ Night the Third.” After her death, the remainder of 
the party passed the ensuing winter at Nice. The poet seems perhaps in 
these compositions to dwell with more melancholy on the death of Philander 
and Narcissa, than of his wife. But it is only for this reason. Hewho runs 
and reads may remember, that in the ‘‘ Night Thoughts” Philander and 
Narcissa are often mentioned and often lamented. To recollect lamenta- 
tions over the author's wife, the memory must have been charged with dis- 
tinct passages. This lady brought him one child, I‘rederick, now living, to 
whom the Prince of Wales was godfather. 

That domestic grief is, in the first instance, to be thanked for these orna- 
ments to our language, it is impossible to deny. Nor would it be common 
hardiness to contend, that worldly discontent had no hand in these joint 
productions of poetry and picty. Yet am I by no means sure that, at any 
rate, we should not have had something of the same colour from Young's 
pencil, notwithstanding the liveliness of his satires. In so long a life, causes 
for discontent and occasions for grief must have occurred. It is not clear to 
me that his Muse was not sitting upon the watch for the first which hap- 
pened, ‘‘ Night Thoughts’ were not uncommon to her, even when first she 
visited the poet, and at a time when he himself was remarkable neither for 
gravity nor gloominess. In his ‘‘ Last Day,” almost his earliest poem, he 
calls her ‘‘ The Melancholy Maid,” 

whom dismal scenes delight, 
Frequent at tombs and in the realms of Night, 
In the prayer which concludes the second book of the same poem, he says : 
Oh! permit the gloom of solemn night 
To sacred thought may forcibly invite, 
Oh! how divine to tread the milky way, 
To the bright palace of Eternal Day! 

When Young was writing a tragedy, Grafton is said by Spence to have 

sent him a human skull, with a candle in it, as a lamp; and the poet is re- 
orted to have used it. What he calls ‘‘The fvve Estimate of Human 
fe," which has already been mentioned, exhibits only the wrong side of the 
tapestry; and, being asked why he did not show the right, he is said to have 
replied, that he could not. By others it has been told me that this was 
finished ; but that, before there existed any copy, it was torn in pieces by a 
lady's monkey. Still, is it altogether fair to dress up the poet for the man, 
and to bring the gloominess of the ‘‘ Night Thoughts” to prove the gloomi- 
ness of Young, and to show that his genius, like the genius of Swift, was in 
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some measure the sullen inspiration of discontent? From them who answer 
in the affirmative it should not be concealed that, though “ Invisibilia non 
decipiunt’” appeared upon a deception in Young's grounds, and ‘‘ Ambu- 
Jantes in horto audiérunt vocem Dei” on a building in his garden, his parish 
was indebted to the good humour of the author of the '‘ Night Thoughts” 
for an assembly and a bowling green. 

Whether you think with me, I know not; but the famous ' De mortuis 
nilnisi bonum” always appeared to me to savour more of female weakness 
than of manly reason. He that has too much feeling to speak ill of the 
dead, who, if they cannot defend themselves, are at least ignorant of his 
abuse, will not hesitate by the most wanton calumny to destroy the quiet, 
the reputation, the fortune of the living. Yet censure is not heard beneath 
the tomb, any more than praise. ‘* De mortuis nil nisi verum—De vivis nil 
nisi bonum"—would approach much nearer to good sense. After all, the 
few handfuls of remaining dust which once composed the body of the author 
of the '* Night Thoughts” fecl not much concern whether Young pass now 
fur a man of sorrow, or for ‘'a fellow of infinite jest.” To this favour must 
come the whole family of Yorick. His immortal part, wherever that now 
dwells, is still less solicitous on this head. But to a son of worth and sensi- 
bility it is of some little consequence whether contemporaries believe, and 
posterity be taught to believe, that his debauched and reprobate life cast a 
Stygian gloom over the evening of his father's days, saved him the trouble 
of feigning a character completely detestable, and succeeded at last in 
bringing his ‘‘ grey hairs with sorrow to the grave.” The humanity of the 
world, littl: satisfied with inventing perhaps a melancholy disposition for the 
father, proceeds next to invent an argument in support of thcir invention, 
and chooses that Lorenzo should be Young’s own son. The Biographia, 
and every account of Young, pretty roundly assert this to be the fact; of 
the absolute impossibility of which, the Biographia itsclf, in particular dates, 
contains undeniable evidence. Readers I know there are of a strange turn 
of mind, who will hereafter peruse the ‘ Night Thoughts” with less satisfac- 
tion ; who will wish they had still been deceived ; who will quarrel with me 
for discovering that no such character as their Lorenzo ever yet disgraced 
human nature, or broke a father’s heart. Yet would these admirers of 
the sublime and terrible be offended, should you set them down for crucl 
and for savage. Of this report, inhuman to the surviving son, if it be true, 
in proportion as the character of Lorenzo is diabolical, where are we to find 
the proof? Perhaps it is clear from the poems. 

From the first line to the last of the ‘‘ Night Thoughts,” no one expression 
can be discovered which betrays anything like the father. In the ‘'Second 
Night’ I find an expression which betrays something else; that Lorenzo was 
his friend ; one, is it possible, of his former companions ; one of the Duke of 
Wharton's set. The poet styles him ‘gay friend ;’ an appcllation not very 
natural from a pious incensed father to such a being as he paints Lorenzo, 
and that being his son. But let us see how he has sketched this dreadful 
portrait, from the sight of some of whose features the artist himself must 
have turned away with horror. A subject more shocking, if his only child 
really sat to him, than the crucifixion of Michacl Angelo; upon the horrid 
story told of which, Young composed a short poem of fourteen lines in the 
early part of his life, which he did not think deserved to be republished. In 
the ‘‘ First Night,” the address to the poet's supposed son is, 

Lorenzo, Fortune makes her court to thee, 

In the ‘' Fifth Night’’— 

And burns Lorenzo still for the sublime 
Of life? to hang his airy neat on high? 
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Is this a picture of the son of the rector of Welwyn? ‘‘ Eighth Night"= 

In foreign realms (for thou hast travell’d far)— 
which even now does not apply to his son. In ‘‘ Night Five’— 

So wept Lorenzo fair Clarissa’s fate; 
Who gave that angel-boy on whom he dotes; 
And died to give him, orphan’d in his birth! 

At the beginning of the ‘‘ Fifth Night” we find— 
Lorenzo, to recriminate is just, 
I grant the man is vain who writes for praise. 

But, to cut short all inquiry; if any one of these passages, if any passage 
in the poems, be applicable, my friend shall pass for Lorenzo. ‘The son of 
the author of the ‘‘ Night Thoughts” was not oid encugh, when they were 
written, to recriminate, or to be a father. The ‘ Night Thoughts” were 
begun immediately after the mournful event of 1741.) The first ‘‘ Nights” 
appear, in the books of the company of stationers, as the property of Robert 
Dodsley, in 1742. ‘Vhe Preface to ‘t Night Seven” is dated July the 7th, 
1744. ‘The marriage, in consequence of which the supposed J.orenzo wag 
born, happened in May, 1731. Young’s child was not born till June, 1733. 
In 1741, this Lorenzo, this finished infidel, this father to whose education 
Vice had for some years put the last hand, was only eight years old. An 
anecdote of this cruel sort, so open to contradiction, so impossible to be true, 
who could propagate? ‘Thus easily are blasted the reputation of the living 
and of the dead. Who, then, was Lorenzo? exclaim the readers I have 
mentioned. If we cannot be sure that he was his son, which would have 
been finely terrible, was he not his nephew, his cousin? ‘These are questions 
which I do not pretend to answer. For the sake of human nature, I could 
wish Lorenzo to have been only the creation of the poct’s fancy: like the 
Quintus of Anti Lucretius, ‘‘quo nomine,”” says Polignac, ‘‘quemvis 
Atheum intellige.”” ‘That this was the case, many expressions in the ‘' Night 
Thoughts” would seem to prove, did not a passage in “ Night Kight” appear 
to show that he had somebody in his eye for the groundwork at least of the 
painting. Lovelace or Lorenzo may be feigned characters; but a writer 
does not feign a name of which he only gives the initial letter: 

Tell not Calista. She will laugh thee dead, 
Or send thee to her hermitage with L—— 

The Biographia, not satisfied with pointing out the son of Young, in that 
son's lifetime, as his father’s Lorenzo, travels out of its way into the history 
of the son, and tells of his having been forbidden his college at Oxford for 
misbehaviour. How such anecdotes, were they true, tend to illustrate the 
life of Young, it is not casy to discover. Was the son of the author of the 
‘Night Thoughts,” indeed, forbidden his college for a time, at one of our 
Universities? The author of ‘' Paradise Lost” is by some supposed to have 
been disgracefully ejected from the other. From juvenile follics who is 
free? But, whatever the Biographia chooses to relate, the son of Young 
experienced no dismission from his college either lasting or temporary. Yet, 
were nature to indulge him with a second youth, and to leave him at the 
same time the experience of that which is past, he would probably spend it 
differently—who would not ?—he would certainly be the occasion of less un- 
easiness to his father. But, from the same experience, he would as certainly, 
in the same case, be treated differently by his father. 

Young was a poet: poets, with reverence be it spoken, do not make the 
best parents. Fancy and imagination seldom deign to stoop from their 
heights ; always stoop unwillingly to the low level of common duties. Aloof 
from vulgar life, they pursue their rapid flight beyond the kez af mortals, 
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and descend not to earth but when compclled by necessity. The prose of 
ordinary occurrences is beneath the dignity of poets. He who is connected 
with the author of the '' Night Thoughts,” only by veneration for the Poet 
and the Christian, may be allowed to observe, that Young is one of those, 
concerning whom, as you remark in your account of Addison, it is proper 
rather to say ‘‘nothing that is false than all that is true.” But the son of 
Young would almost sooner, I know, pass for a Lorenzo, than see himself 
vindjcated, at the expense of his father's memory, from follies which, if, it 
may be thought blameable in a boy to have committed them, it is surely 
praiseworthy in a man to lament, and certainly not only unnecessary but 
cruel in a biographer to record. 

Of the ‘Night Thoughts,” notwithstanding their author’s professed re- 
tirement, all are inscribed to great or to growing names. He had not yet 
weaned himself from earls and dukes, from the Speakers of the House of 
Commons, Lords Commissioners of the ‘Treasury, and Chancellors of the 
Exchequer. In ‘‘ Night Eight’ the politician plainly betrays himself— 

Think no post needful that demands a knave; 

When late our civil helm was shitting hands, 

So P—— thought: think better if you can, 
Yet it must be confessed, that at the conclusion of ‘‘ Night Nine," weary 
perhaps of courting earthly patrons, he tells his soul, 

Henceforth 

Thy patron he, whose diadem has dropped 

Yon gems of Heaven; Eternity thy prize; 

And leave the racers of the world their own, 

The ‘Fourth Night’ was addressed by ‘a much-indebted Musc”’ to 
the Honourable Mr. Yorke, now Lord Hardwicke ; who meant to have laid 
the Muse under still greater obligation, by the living of Shenfield in [ssex, 
if it had become vacant. The ‘' lirst Night’ concludes with this passage— 

Dark, though not blind, like thec, Meonides ; 

Or, Milton, thee. Ah! could I reach your strain; 
Or his who made Meonides our own ! 

Man too he sung. Immortal man I sing. 

Oh had he pressed his theme, pursued the track 
Which opens out of darkness into day | 

Oh had he mounted on his wing of fire, 

Soar’d, where I sink, and sung immortal man— 
How had it blest mankind, and rescucd me! 

To the author of these lines was dedicated, in 1756, the first volume of an 
“ Essay on the Writings and Genius of Pope,” which attempted, whether 
justly or not, to pluck from Pope his ‘‘ Wing of Fire,” and to reduce him to 
a rank at least one degree lower than the first class of English pocts. If 
Young accepted and approved the dedication, he countenanced this attack 
upon the fame of him whom he invokes as his Muse. 

Part of ‘‘ paper-sparing’” Pope’s Third Book of the ‘‘ Odyssey,” deposited 
in the Museun, is written upon the back of a letter signed ‘‘ E. Young,” 
which is clearly the handwriting of our Young. The letter, dated only May 
the 2nd, seems obscure; but there can be little doubt that the friendship he 
requests was a literary one, and that he had the highest literary opinion of 
Pope. The request was a prologue, I am told. 

‘** May the and, 

** DEAR Sir,—-Having been often from home, I know not if you have 
done me the favour of calling on me. But, be that as it will, I much want 
that instance of your friendship I mentioned in my last; a friendship I am 
very sensible I can receive from no one but yourself. I should not urge this 
thing so much but for very particular reasons ; nor can you be at a loss te 
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concrive how a ‘trifle of this nature’ may be of serious moment to me; and 
whiie I am in hopes of the great advantage of your advice about it, I shall 
not be so absurd as to make any further step without it. I know you are 
much engaged, and only hope to hear of you at your entire leisure. 
‘‘Tam, sir, your most faithful 
‘‘and obedient servant, E. Younc." 

Nay, even after Pope's death, he says, in ‘‘ Night Seven,” 

Pope, who cou'd'st mike immortals, art thou dead P : 

Either the '‘Essay,” then, was dedicated to a patron who disapproved its 
doctrine, which I have been told by the author was not the case ; or Young 
appears, in his old age, to have bartered for a dedication an opinion enter- 
tained of his friend through all that part of life when he must have been best 
able to form opinions, From this account of Young, two or three short 
passages, which stand almost together in ‘' Night Iour,” should not be ex- 
cluded. They afford a picture, by his own hand, from the study of which 
my readers may choose to form their own opinion of the features of hig 
mind and the complexion of his life. 
Ah me! the dire effect 

Of loitering here, of death defrauded lony; 

Of old so gracious (and let that suffice), 

My very maxter knows me not, 

I've been so long remember’d I’m forgot, 


* 
When in his courtiers’ cars I pour my plaint, 
They drink it as the Nectar of the Great ; 
And squeeze my hand, and beg me come to-morrow, 


2 
Twice told the period spent on stubbora Troy, 
Court favour, yet untuken, 1 besiege, 

* 


Tf this song lives, Posterity shall know 

One, thoagh in Britain born, with courtiers bred, 
Who thought ev’n gold might come a day too lates 
Nor on his subtle deathbed plann’d his scheme 

For future vacancies in church or state. 

Deduct from the writcr’s age ‘twice told the period spent on stubborn 
Troy,” and you will still leaye him more than forty when he sate down to 
the miserable sicge of court-favour. He has before told us 

“A fool at forty is a fool indeed.” 

After all, the sicge seems to have been raised only in consequence of what 
the general thought his ‘‘deathbed.” By these extraordinary poems, 
written after he was sixty, of which I have been led to say so much, I hope, 
by the wish of doing justice to the living and the dead, it was the desire of 
Young to be principally known. He entitled the four volumes which he 
ublished himself, ‘‘‘The Works of the Author of the Night Thoughts.” 
hile it is remembered that trom these he excluded many of his writings, 
let it not be forgotten, that the rejected pieces contained nothing prejudicial 
to the cause of virtue, or of religion. Were everything that Young ever 
wrote to be published, he would only appear perhaps in a less respectable 
light as a poet, and more despicable as a dedicator ; he would not pass for 
a worse Christian, or fora worse man. This enviable praise is due to Young. 
Can it be claimed by every writer? His dedications, after all, he had per- 
haps no right to suppress. ‘They all, I believe, speak, not a little to the 
credit of his gratitude, of favours received ; and I know not whether the 
author, who has once solemnly printed an acknowledgment of a favour, 
shoud not always print it. Is it to the credit or to the discredit of Young, 
as a poet, that of his ‘‘ Night Thoughts” the 'rench are particularly fond? 
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Of the “ Epitaph on Lord Aubrey Beauclerk,” dated 1740, all I know is, 
that I find it in the late body of English poetry, and that I am sorry to find 
it there. Notwithstanding the farewell which he scemed to have taken in 
the ‘‘ Night Thoughts” of everything which bore the least resemblance to 
ambition, he dipped again in politics. In 1745 he wrote ‘‘Reflections on 
the public Situation of the Kingdom, addressed to the Duke of Newcastle ;”" 
indignant, as it appears, to behold 

_ -——-a pope-bred Princeling crawl ashore, 
And whistle cut-throats, with those swords that serap’d 
Their barren rocks for wretched sustenance, 
To cut his passage to the British throne, 
This political poem might be called a ‘‘ Night Thought.” Indeed it was 
originally printed as the conclusion of the ‘' Night Thoughts,” though he 
did not gather it with his other works, 

Prefixed to the second edition of Howe's ‘Devout Meditations” is a 
Letter from Young, dated January 19, 1752, addressed to Archibald Macauly, 
Esq., thanking him for the book, which he says ‘he shall never lity far out of 
his reach ; for a greater demonstration of a sound head and a sincere heart 
he never saw.”’ 

In 1753, when ‘‘The Brothers" had lain by him above thirty years, it 
appeared upon the stage. If any part of his fortune had been acquired by 
servility of adulation, he now determined to deduct from it no inconsiderable 
sum, as a gift to the Socicty for the Propagation of the Gospel. ‘To this 
sum he hoped the profits of '‘ The Brothers” would amount. In his calcu- 
lation he was deceived ; but by the bad success of his play the socicty was 
nota loser. The author made up the sum he originally intended, which was 
a thousand pounds, from his own pocket. 

The next performance which he printed was a prose publication, intituled, 
‘The Centaur not fabulous, in six Letterstoa Friend on the Life in Vogue.” 
The conclusion is dated November 29, 1754. In the third letter is described 
the deathbed of the ‘‘gay, young, noble, ingenious, accomplished, and 
most wretched Altamont.” His last words were—-'‘My principles have 
poisoned my friend, my extravagance has beggared my boy, my unkindness 
has murdered my wife!" [ither Altamont and Lorenzo were the twin pro- 
duction of fancy, or Young was unlucky enough to know two characters 
who bore no little resemblance to each other in perfection of wickedness, 
Report has been accustomed to call Altamont Tord Euston. 

‘*The Old Man's Relapse,” occasioncd by an Epistle to Walpole, if 
written by Young, which I much doubt, must have been written very late in 
life. It has been seen, I am told, in a Miscellany published thirty years 
before his death. In 1758, he exhibited ‘' The Old Man's Relapse,” in more 
than words, by again becoming a dedicator, and publishing a sermon ad- 
dressed to the king. 

The lively letter in prose, on ‘Original Composition,” addressed to 
Richardson, the author of Clarissa, appeared in 1759. Though he despairy 
*‘of breaking through the frozen obstructions of aye and care’s incumbent 
cloud, into that flow of thought and brightness of expression which subjects 
so polite require ;” yet it is more like the production of untamed, unbridled 
youth, than of jaded fourscore. Some sevenfold volumes put him in mind of 
Ovid's sevenfold channels of the Nile at the conflagration :— 

—— ostia septem 
Pualverulenta vocant, septem sine flumine valles, 

Such leaden labours are like Lycurgus’s iron money, which was so much 
less in value than in bulk, that it required barns for strong boxes, and a yoke 
of oxen to draw five hundred pounds. If there is a famine of invention in the 
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land, we must travel, he says, like Joseph's brethren, far for food; we mist 
visit the remote and rich ancients. But an inventive genius may safely stay 
at home; that, like the widow's cruse, is divinely replenished from within, 
and affords us a miraculous delight. Heasks why it should seem altogether 
impossible, that Heaven's latest editions of the human mind may be the most 
correct and fair? And Jonson, he tells us, was very learned, as Sampson was 
very strong, to his own hurt. Blind to the nature of tragedy, he pulled down 
all antiquity on his head, and buried himself under it. Is this ‘‘care’s ine1m- 
bent cloud,” or ‘‘the frozen obstructions of age?” In this letter Pope is 
severely censured for his ‘‘ fall from Homer's numbers, free as air, lofty and 
harmonious as the spheres, into childish shackles and tinkling sounds; for 
putting Achilles into petticoats a second time :” but we are told that the dying 
swan talked over an epic plan with Young a few weeks before his decease. 
Young's chief inducement to write this letter was, as he confesses, that he 
might erect a monumental marble to the memory of an old friend. He, who 
employed his pious pen for almost the last time in thus doing justice to the 
exemplary death-bed of Addison, might probably, at the close of his own 
life, afford no unusceful lesson for the deaths of others. In the postscript, he 
writes to Richardson, that he will see in his next how far Addison is an 
original. But no other letter appears. 

‘The few lines which stand in the last edition, as ‘‘sent by Lord Melcombe 
to Dr. Young, not long before his Lordship's death,’’ were indeed so sent, 
but were only an introduction to what was there meant by ‘‘The Muse's latest 
Spark.” The poem is necessary, whatever may be its merit, since the Preface 
to it is already printed. Lord Melcombe called his ‘Tusculum ‘‘ La Trappe.” 


“ Love thy country, wish it well, Seizing each propitious gale, 
ice on ee nek ; Walt thee to the Port of Peace. 
8 cnough, that, when it fell, Kee : ae 
«at p thy conscience from offence 
Thou its ruin didet not share. And tempestuous passions free, 
Envy’s censure, Flattery’s praise, So, when thou art call’d from hence, 


With unmoved indifference view ; 


Easy shall thy passage be; 
Learn to tread life’s dangerous maze, 


With unerring Virtue’s clue, Bay oe py ated Tay. 
Void of strong desire and fear, Short the account ’twixt God and thees 
cited aay ao raed no more 3 Hope shall meet thee on the way : 
strive thy little bark to steer bos 
With the tide, but near the shore. FM cbey aicele anal ct tee gato, 
Thus prepar’d, thy shorten’d sail Where its never-changing state, 
Shall, whene’er the winds increase, Full perfection, shall begin.” 


The poem was accompanied by a letter. 

“La Trappe, the 27th of October, 1761. 

‘' DEAR Sir,—You seemed to like the ode I sent you for your amuse- 
ment ; I now send it you asa present. If you please to accept of it, and 
are willing that our friendship should be known when we are gone, you will 
be pleased to leave this among those of your own papers that may possibly 
See the light by a posthumous publication. God send us health while we 
Stay, and an easy journey !—My dear Dr. Young, 

‘‘ Yours, most cordially, MELCOMBE.” 

In 1762, a short time before his death, Young published ‘‘ Resignation.” 
Notwithstanding the manner in which it was really forced from him by the 
world, criticism has treated it with no common severity. If it shall be 
thought not to deserve the highest praise, on the other side of fourscore, by 
whom, except by Newton and by Waller, has praise been merited ? 

To Mrs. Montagu, the famous champion of Shakspeare, I am indebted 
for the history of ‘‘ Resignation.” Observing that Mrs. Boscawen, in the 
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midst of her grief for the loss of the admiral, derived consolation from the 
perusal of the ‘‘ Night Thoughts,” Mrs. Montagu proposed a visit to the 
author. From conversing with Young, Mrs. Boscawen derived still further 
consolation ; and to that visit she and the world were indebted for this poem. 
It compliments Mrs. Montagu in the following lines ; 
Yet write I must. A lady sues: 

How shameful her request ! 
My brain in labour with dull rhyme, 


hs Hers teeming with the best! 


And again— 
A friend you have, and I the same, That frtend, the spirit of my theme 
Whose prudent, soft address Extracting for your case, 
Will bring to life those healing thonghts Will leave to mo the dreg, in thoughts 
Which died in your distress. Too common; such as these, 


By the same lady I was enabled to say, in her own words, that Young's 
unbounded genius appeared to greater advantage in the companion than 
even inthe author; that the Christian was in him a character still more in- 
spired, more enraptured, more sublime, than the poet; and that, in his 
ordinary conversation, 

—— Jetting down the golden chain from high, 
He drew his audience upward to the sky. 

Notwithstanding Young had said, in his ‘‘ Conjectures on Original Com- 
position,” that ‘‘ blank verse is verse unfallen, uncursed ; verse reclaimed, 
re-enthronced in the true language of the gods ;” notwithstanding he ad- 
ministered consolation to his own grief in this immortal language, Mrs. 
Boscawen was comforted in rhyme. 

While the poet and the Christian were applying this comfort, Young had 
himself occasion for comfort, in consequence of the sudden death of Richard- 
os who was printing the former part of the poem. Of Richardson's death 

e€ says 
si When heaven would kindly set us free, 
And earth’s enchantment end ; 
It takes the most effectual means, 
And robs us of a friend. 

To ‘'Resignation” was prefixed an apology for its appearance : to wnich 
more credit is due than to the generality of such apologies, from Young’s 
unusual anxiety that no more productions of his old age should disgrace his 
former fame. In his will, dated February, 1760, he desires of his executors, 
in a particular manner, that all his manuscript books and writings, what- 
ever, might be burned, except his book of accounts. In September, 1764, 
he added a kind of codicil, wherein he made it his dying entreaty to his 
housekeeper, to whom he left roco/., ‘‘that all his manuscripts might be 
destroyed as soon as he was dead, which would greatly oblige her deceased 
Jriend,” 

It may teach mankind the uncertainty of worldly friendships, to know 
that Young, either by surviving those he loved, or by outliving their affec- 
tions, could only recollect the names of two /riends, his housekeeper and 
a hatter, to mention in his will; and it may serve to repress that testamentary 
pride, which too often seeks for sounding names and titles, to be informed 
that the author of the '' Night Thoughts” did not blush to leave a legacy to 
his ‘‘friend Henry Stevens, a hatter at the Temple-gate.”’ Of these two 
remaining friends, one went before Young. But, at eighty-four, ‘‘ where,” 
as he asks in The Centaur, ‘‘is that world into which we wereborn?’ The 
same humility which marked a hatter and a housekeeper for the friends of 
the author of the ‘‘ Night Thoughts,” had before bestowed the same title 
on his footman, in an epitaph in his ‘‘ Churchyard” upon James Baker, 
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dated 1749; which I am glad to find in the late collection of his works. 
Young and his housekeeper were ridiculed, with morc ill-nature than wit, in 
a kind of novel published by Kidgell in 1755, called ‘‘ The Card,” under the 
names of Dr. Elwes and Mrs. Fusby. In April, 1765, at an age to which 
few attain, a period was put to the life of Young. He had performed no 
duty for three or four years, but he retained his intellects to the last. 

Much is told in the *‘ Biographia,” which I know not to have been true, 
of the manner of his burial ; of the master and children of a charity-schvol, 
which he founded in his parish, who neglected to attend their benefactor's 
corpse ; and a bell which was not caused to toll as often as upon those 
occasions bells usually toll. Had that humanity, which is here lavished 
upon things of little consequence either to the living or to the dead, been 
shown in its proper place to the living, I should have had less to say about 
Lorenzo. They who lament that these misfortunes happened to Young, 
forget the praise he bestows upon Socrates, in the Preface to ‘' Night 
Seven,” for resenting his friend’s request about his funeral. During some 
part of his life Young was abroad, but I have not been able to learn any 
particulars. In his seventh Satire he says, 

When, after battle, I the field have skew 
Spread o’er with ghastly shapes which once were men. 

It is known also, that from this or from some other field he once wandered 
into the camp with a classic in his hand, which he was reading intently ; 
and had some difficulty to prove that he was only an absent poet, and nota 
spy. 
Phe curious reader of Young's life will naturally inquire to what it was 
owing, that though he lived almost forty years after he took orders, which 
included one whole reign uncommonly long, and part of another, he was 
never thought worthy of the least preferment. ‘The author of the '' Night 
Thoughts” ended his days upon a living which came to him from his college 
without any favour, and to which he probably had an cye when he deter- 
mined on the church. To satisfy curiosity of this kind is, at this distance of 
time, far from easy. The parties themselves know not often, at the instant, 
why they are neglected, or why they are preferred. The neglect of Young 
is by some ascribed to his having attached himself to the Prince of Wales, 
and to his having preached an offensive sermon at St. James's. It has been 
told me that he had two hundred a year in the late reign, by the patronage 
of Walpole; and that, whenever any one reminded the king of Young, the 
only answer was, ‘‘he has a pension.” All the light thrown on this inquiry, 
by the following letter from Secker, only serves to show at what a late period 
of life the author of the ‘‘ Night Thoughts” solicited preferment : 


“Deanery of St. Paul's, July 8, 1758. 

‘*Goop Dr. YouNG,—I have long wondered, that more suitable notice 
of your great merit hath not been taken by persons in power. But how to 
remedy the omission I see not. No encouragement hath ever been given 
me to mention things of this nature to his majesty. And therefore, in all 
likelihood, the only consequence of doing it would be weakening the little 
influence which else I may possibly have on some other occasions. Your 
fortune and your reputation set you above the need of advancement ; and 
your sentiments, above that concern for it, on your own account, which, on 
that of the public, is sincerely felt by 

** Your loving Brother, THo. CANT.” 


At last, at the age of fourscore, he was appointed, in 1761, Clerk of the 
Closet to the Princess Dowager. One obstacle must have stood not a little 
inthe way of that preferment after which his whole life seemis to have panted, 
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Though he took orders, he never entirely shook off politics. He was always 
the lion of his master Milton, ‘‘ pawing to get free his hinder parts.” By 
this conduct, if he gained some friends, he made many enemies. Again: 
Young was a poet; and again, with reverence be it spoken, pocts by pro- 
fession do not always make the best clergymen. If the author of the ‘' Night 
Thoughts” composed many sermons, he did not oblige the public with many. 
Besides, in the latter part of his life, Young was foud of holding himself out 
fog a man retired from the world. But he seemed to have forgotten that the 
same verse which contains ‘‘oblitus meoruin,’’ contains also ‘‘ obliviscendus 
et illis.”. The brittle chain of worldly friendship and patronage is broken as 
effectually, when one goes beyond the Iength of it, as when the other does. 
To the vessel which is sailing from the shore, it only appears that the shore 
also recedes ; in life it is truly thus, He who retires from the world will find 
himself, in reality, deserted as fast, if not faster, by the world. ‘The public 
is not to be treated as the coxcomb treats his mistress; to be threatened with 
desertion, in order to increase fondness. 

Young scems to have been taken at his word. Notwithstanding his frequent 
complaints of being neglected, no hand was reached out to pull him from 
that retirement of which he declared himselfenamoured. Alexander assigned 
no palace for the residence of Diogenes, who boasted his surly satisfaction 
with his tub. Of the domestic manners and petty habits of the author of the 
‘Night Thoughts,” 1 hoped to have given you an account from the best 
authority ; but who shall dare to say, Yo-morrow I will be wise or virtuous, 
or to-morrow I wiJl do a particular thing? Upon inquiring for his house- 
keeper, I learned that she was buried two days before I reached the town of 
her abode. 

In a letter from Tscharner, a noble foreigner, to Count Haller, Tscharner 
says, he has lately spent four days with Young at Welwyn, where the author 
tastes all the case and pleasure mankind can desire, ‘! Everything about bim 
shows the man, each individual being placed by rule. All is neat without 
art. He is very pleasant in conversation, and extremely polite.” ‘This, and 
more, may possibly be true; but ‘Tscharner’s was a first visit, a visit of 
curiosity and admiration, and a visit which the author expected. 

Of Edward Young an anecdote which wanders among readers is not true, 
that he was Fielding’s Parson Adams. The original of that famous painting 
was William Young, who was a clergyman, He supported an uncomfortable 
existence by translating for the booksellers from Greck ; and, if he did not 
seem to be his own friend, was at least no man's enemy. Yet the facility 
with which this report has gained belief in the world argues, were it not 
sufficiently known, that the author of the ‘‘ Night Thoughts” bore some 
resemblance to Adams. The attention which Young bestowed upon the 
perusal of books is not unworthy imitation. When any passage pleased 
him, he appears to have folded down the leaf. On these passages he 
bestowed a second reading, But the labours of man are too frequently vain. 
Before he returned to much of what he nad once approved, he died. Many 
of his books, which I have seen, are by those notes of approbation so swelled 
beyond their real bulk, that they will hardly shut, 


What though we wade in wealth, or soar tn fame! 
Earth’s highest station ends in Zlere he lies / 
And dust to dust concludes her noblest song! 


The author of these lines is not without his 7/éc jacet. By the good sense 
of his sen, it contains none of that praise which no marble can make the bad 
or the foolish merit ; which, without the direction of stone or a turf, will find 
its way, sooner or later, to the deserving. 
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M. 8. 
Optimi parentis 
Epwarp1 Youna, LL.D. 
Hujus Ecclesie rect. et Elizabethw fem. prenob, 
Conjugis ejus amantissimm 
Pio & gratissimo animo hoc marmor posuit 


fo ¢ 
Filius superstes. 

Is it not strange that the author of the ‘‘ Night Thoughts” has inscrihed 
no monument to the memory of his lamented wife? Yet, what marble will 
endure as long as the poems? 

Such, my good friend, is the account which I have been able to collect of 
the great Young. ‘That it may be long before anything like what I have just 
transcribed be necessary for you, is the sincere wish of, 

Dear Sir, your greatly obliged Friend, 
HERBERT CROFT, Jun. 

Lincoln’s Inn, Sept. 1780. 

P.S. This account of Young was seen by you in manuscript, you know, 
sir; and, though I could not prevail on you to make any alteration, you in- 
sisted on striking out one passage, because it said, that, if I did not wish 

ou to live long for your sake, I did for the sake of myself and of the world. 
But this postscript you will not sce before the printing of it; and I will say 
here, in spite of you, how I feel myself honoured and bettered by your 
friendship; and that, if I do credit to the church, after which I always 
longed, and for which I am now going to give in exchange the bar, though 
not at so late a period of life as Young took orders, it will be owing, in no 
small measure, to my having had the happiness of calling the author of 
‘“*The Rambler’ my friend. HOC, 

Oxiord, Oct. 1782. 

Of Young's Poems it is difficult to give any general character ; for he has 
no uniformity of manner: one of his pieces has no great resemblance to 
another. He began to write early, and continued long; and at different 
times had different modes of poetical excellence in view. His numbers are 
sometimes smooth, and sometimes rugged ; his style is sometimes concate- 
nated, and sometimes abrupt ; sometimes diffusive, and sometimes concise. 
Elis plan seems to have started in his mind at the present moment; and his 
thoughts appear the effect of chance, sometimes adverse, and sometimes 
lucky, with very little operation of judgment. He was not one of those 
writers whom experience improves, and who, observing their own faults, 
become gradually correct. His poem on the ‘‘ Last Day,’ his first great 
performance, has an equability and propriety, which he afterwards either 
never endeavoured or never attained. Many paragraphs are noble, and few 
are mean, yet the whole is languid ; the plan is too much extended, and a 
succession of images divides and weakens the general conception ; but the 
great reason why the reader is disappointed, is, that the thought of the LAST 
DAY makes every man more than poetical by spreading over his mind a 
general obscurity of sacred horror, that oppresses distinction, and disdains 
expression. His story of ‘‘ Jane Grey” was never popular. It is written 
with elegance enough ; but Jane is too heroic to be pitied. 

‘The Universal Passion’ is indeed a very great performance, It is said 
to be a Series of epigrams: but, if it be, it is what the author intended : 
his endeavour was at the production of striking distichs and pointed sen- 
tences ; and his distichs have the weight of solid sentiments, and his points 
the sharpness of resistless truth. His characters are often selected with 
discernment, and drawn with nicety ; his illustrations are often happy, and 
his reflections often just. His species of satire is between those of Horace 
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and Juvenal ; and hehas the gaiety of Horace without his laxity of numbers, 
and the morality of Juvenal with greater variation of images. He plays, 
indeed, only on the surface of life; he never penetrates the recesses of the 
mind, and therefore the whole power of his poetry is exhausted by a single 
perusal ; his conceits please only when they surprise. ‘l'o translate he never 
condescended, unless his ‘‘ Paraphrase on Job” may be considered as a 
version: in which he has not, I think, been unsuccessful; he indced 
favoured himself, by choosing those parts which most easily admit the orna- 
ments of Ienglish poetry. He had least success in his lyric attempts, in 
which he seems to have been under some malignant influence : he is always 
labouring to be great, and at last is only turgid. 

In his ‘‘ Night Thoughts ” he has exhibited a very wide display of original 
poetry, variegated with deep reflections and striking allusions, a wilderness 
of thought, in which the fertility of fancy scatters flowers of every hue and 
of every odour. This is one of the few poems in which blank verse could not 
be changed for rhyme but with disadvantage. ‘The wild diffusion of the senti- 
ments, and the digressive sallics of imagination, would have been compressed 
and restrained by confinement to rhyme. ‘The excellence of this work is not 
exactness but copiousness ; particular lines are not to be regarded ; the power 
isin the whole ; and in the whole thereis a magnificence like that ascribed to 
Chinese plantation, the magnificence of vast extent and endless diversity. 

His last poem was the ‘‘ Resignation ;” in which he made, as he was 
accustomed, an experiment of a new mode of writing, and succeeded better 
than in his ‘‘Ocean” or his ‘‘ Merchant.” It was very falsely represented 
as a proof of decaying faculties. ‘There is Young in every stanza, such as 
he often was in the highest vigour. His tragedies, not making part of the 
collection, { had forgotten, till Mr. Stevens recalled them to my thoughts, 
by remarking, that he seemed to have one favourite catastrophe, as his three 
plays all concluded with lavish suicide; a method by which, as Dryden re- 
marked, a poet easily rids his scene of persons whom he wants not to keep 
alive. In ‘‘ Busiris”’ there are the greatest ebullitions of imagination: but 
the pride of Busiris is such as no other man can have, and the whole is too 
remote from known life to raise either grief, terror, or indignation. The 
‘* Revenge "’ approaches much nearer to human practices and manners, and 
therefore keeps possession of the stage : the first design scems suggested by 
‘* Othello ;’’ but the reflections, the incidents, and the diction, are original. 
The moral observations are so introduced, and so expressed, as to have all 
the novelty that can be required. Of ‘‘’The Brothers” 1 may be allowed 
to say nothing, since nothing was ever said of it by the public. It must be 
allowed of Young's poetry, that 1t abounds in thought, but without much 
accuracy or selection. When he lays hold of an illustration, he pursues it 
beyond expectation, sometimes happily, as in his parallel of Quicksilver, 
with Pleasure, which I have heard repeated with approbation by a lady, of 
whose praise he would have been justly proud, and which is very ingenious, 
very subtle, and almost exact ; but sometimes he is less lucky, as when, in 
his ‘‘ Night Thoughts,” having it dropped into his mind, that the orbs, 
floating in space, might be called the cluster of creation, he thinks of a 
cluster of grapes, and says, that they all hang on the great vine, drinking 
the ‘‘nectareous juice of immortal life.’ His conceits are sometimes yet 
less valuable. In the ‘‘ Last Day” he hopes to illustrate the reassembly of 
the atoms that compose the human body at the ‘‘ Trump of Doom”’ by the 
collection of bees into a swarm at the tinkling of a pan. ‘The Prophet says of 
Tyre, that ‘‘ hermerchantsare princes,”” Young says of Tyreinhis ‘' Merchant,” 

Her merchants princes, and each deck a throne, 


Let burlesque try to go beyond him. 
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He has the trick of joining the turgid and familiar: to buy the alliance 
of Britain, ‘‘Climes were paid down.” Antithesis is his favourite, 
“They for kindness hate :’ and ‘‘ because she’s right, she’s ever in the 
wrong.” His versification is his own; neither his blank nor his rhyming 
lines have any resemblance to those of former writers; he picks up no 
hemistichs, he copics no favourite expressions ; he seems to have laid up 
no stores of thought or diction, but to owe all to the forcuitous suggestions 
of the present moment. Yet I have reason to believe that, when once he 
had formed a new design, he then liboured it with very patient industry ; 
and that he composed with great labour and frequent revisions. Tis verses 
are formed by no certain model; he is no more like himself in his difterent 
productions than he is like others. He seems never to have studied pros 
sody, nor to have had any dircction but from his own ear. But with all his 
defects, he was a man of genius and a poet. 


ed 
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* David Mallet, having no written memorial, I am able to give 
no other account than such as is supplied by the unauthorized 
loquacity of common fame, and a very slight personal knowledge. 
He was by his original one of the Macgregors, a clan that became, 
about sixty years ago, under the conduct of Robin Roy, so for- 
midable and so infamous for violence and robbery, that the name was an- 
nulled by a legal abolition; and when they were all to denominate them- 
selves anew, the father, I suppose, of this author, called himself Malloch. 
David Malloch was, by the penury of his parents, compelled to be 
Janitor of the High School at Edinburgh ; a mean office, of which he did 
not afterwards delight to hear. But he surmounted the disadvantages of 
his birth and fortune; for, when the Duke of Montrose applied to the 
College of Edinburgh for a tutor to educate his sons, Malloch was recom 
mended ; and I never heard that he dishonoured his credentials. When 
his pupils were sent to see the world, they were intrusted to his care ; and, 
having conducted them round the common circle of modish travels, he re- 
turned with them to London, where, by the influence of the family in which 
he resided, he naturally gained admission to many persons of the highest 
rank, and the highest character, to wits, nobles, and statesmen. Of his 
works, I know not whether I can trace the series. His first production was, 
‘William and Margaret ;"* of which, though it contains nothing very 
Striking or difficult, he has been envied the reputation ; and plagiarism has 
been boldly charged, but never proved. Not long afterwards he published 
the ‘‘ Excursion " (1728) ; a desultory and capricious view of such scenes 
of nature as his fancy led him, or his knowledge enabled him, to describe. 
It is not devoid of poetical spirit. Many of his images are striking, and 
many of the paragraphs are elegant. The cast of diction seems to be copied 
from Thomson, whose ‘‘ Seasons” were then in their full blossom of reputa- 
tion. He has Thomson's beauties and his faults. His poem on ‘* Verhal 
Criticism " (1733) was written to pay court to Pope, on a subject which he 
either did not understand, or willingly misrepresented ; and is little more 
tnan an improvement, or rather expansion, of a fragment which Pope printed 


* Maliet’s “ William and Margaret’? was printed in Aaron Hill’s “ Plain Dealer,’’ 
No. 36, July 24,1724, In its original state it was very different from ‘what it is in 
the last edition of his works, 
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in a miscellany long before he engrafted it into a regular poem. There is 
in this piece more pertness than wit, and more confidence than knowledge, 
The versification is tolerable, nor can criticism allow it a higher praise. 

His first tragedy was ‘* Eurydice,” acted at Drury Lane in 1731; of which 
I know not the reception nor the merit, but have heard it mentioned asa 
mean performance. Ile was not then too high to accept a prologue and 
epilogue from Aaron Iiill, neither of which can be much commended. 
Flmaving cleared his tongue from his native pronunciation soas to be no longer 
distinguished as a Scot, he seems inclined to disencumber himself from all 
adherences of his original, and took upon him to change his name from 
Scotch Az/loch to English Afa//et, without any imaginable reason of pre- 
ference which the eye or ear can discover, What other proofs he gave of 
disrespect to his native country, I know not; but it was remarked of him, 
that he was the only Scot whom Scotchmen did not commend. About this 
time Pope, whom he visited familiarly, published his '‘ Essay on Man,” but 
concealed the author; and, when Mallet entered one day, Pope asked him 
slightly what there was new. Mallet told him, that the newest piece was 
something called an ‘‘ Essay on Man,” which he had inspected idly, and 
Seeing the utter inability of the author, who had neither skill in writing nor 
knowledge of the subject, had tossed it away. Pope, to punish his self- 
conceit, told him the secret. 

A new edition of the works of Bacon being prepared (1740) for the press, 
Mallet was employed to prefix a Life, which he has written with clegance, 
perhaps with some affectation ; but with so much more knowledge of history 
than of science, that, when he afterwards undertook the Life of Marlborough, 
Warburton remarked, that he might perhaps forget that Marlborough was a 
general, as he had forgotten that Bacon was a philosopher. 

When the Prince of Wales was driven from the palace, and, setting him- 
self at the head of the opposition, kept a separate court, he endeavoured to 
increase his popularity by the patronage of literature, and made Mallet his 
under-secretary, with a salary of two hundred pounds a year; Thomson like- 
wise had a pension; and they were associated in the composition of ‘‘ The 
Masque of Alfred,” which in its original state was played at Cliefden in 1740; 
it was afterwards almost wholly changed by Mallet, and brought upon the 
stage at Drury Lane in 1751, but with no great success. Mallet, ina familiar 
conversation with Garrick, discoursing of the diligence which he was then 
exerting upon the ‘‘ Life of Marlborough,” let him know, that, in the series 
of great men quickly to be exhibited, he should fixd a niche for the hero of 
the theatre. Garrick professed to wonder by what artifice he could be intro- 
duced: but Mallet let him know, that, by a dexterous anticipation, he should 
fix him in a conspicuous place. ‘' Mr. Mallet,” says Garrick, in his gratitude 
of exultation, ‘‘have you left off to write for the stage?” Mallet then con- 
fessed that he had a drama in his hands. Garrick promised to act it; and 
**Alfred” was produced. 

The long retardation of the life of the Duke of Marlborough shows, with 
strong conviction, how little confidence can be placed on posthumous renown, 
When he died, it was soon determined that his story should be delivered to 
posterity ; and the papers supposed to contain the necessary information were 
Celivered to Lord Molesworth, who had been his favourite in Flanders, 
When Molesworth died, the same papers were transferred with the same 
design to Sir Richard Steele, who, in some of his exigencies, put them in 
pawn. They remained with the old duchess, who in her will assigned the 
task to Glover and Mallet, with a reward of a thousand pounds, and a pro- 
hibition to insert any verses. Glover rejected, I suppose, with disdain, the 
legacy, and devolved the whole work upon Mallet; who had from the late 


493 MALLET. 


Duke of Marlborough a pension to promote his industry, and who talked of 
the discoveries which he had made; but left not, when he died, any historical 
labours behind him. While he was in the Prince's service he published 
‘* Mustapha,” with a Prologue by Thomson, not mean, but far inferior to 
that which he had received from Mallet, for ‘‘Agamemnon.” The Epilogue, 
said to be written by a friend, was composed in haste by Mallet, in the place 
of one promised, which was never given. This tragedy was dedicated to the 
Prince his master. It was acted at Drury Lane in 1739, and was well 
received, but was never revived. In 1740, he produced, as has been already 
mentioned, '‘'The Masque of Alfred,” in conjunction with Thomson, For 
some time afterwards he lay at rest. After a long interval, his next work 
was ‘‘Amyntor and Theodora” (1747), along story in blank verse; in which 
it cannot be denied that there is copiousness and elegance of language, 
vigour of sentiment, and imagery well adapted to take possession of the fancy. 
But it is blank verse. This hesold to Vaillant for one hundred and twenty 
pounds, The first sale was not great, and it is now lost in forgetfulness. 

Mallet, by address or accident, perhaps by his dependence on the Prince, 
found his way to Bolingbroke, a man whose pride and petulance made his 
kindness difficult to gain, or keep, and whom Mallet was content to court 
by an act which I hope was unwillingly performed. When it was found 
that Pope had clandestinely printed an unauthorized pamphlet called the 
‘Patriot King,” Bolingbroke, in a fit of useless fury, resolved to blast his 
memory, and employed Mallet (1749) as the executioner of his vengeance. 
Mallet had not virtue, or had not spirit, to refuse the office; and was 
rewarded, not long after, with the legacy of Lord Bolingbroke’s works, 

Many of the political pieces had been written during the opposition to 
Walpole, and given to Francklin, as he supposed, in perpetuity. These, 
among the rest, were claimed by the will. ‘Tbe question was referred to 
arbitrators; but, when they decided against Mallet, he refused to yield to 
the award; and, by the help of Millar the bookseller, published all that he 
could find, but with success very much below his expectation. 

In 1755, his masque of ‘‘ Britannia,’’ was acted at Drury Lane; and his 
tragedy of ‘‘ Elvira” in 1763; in which year he was appointed keeper of the 
book of entries for ships in the port of London. In the beginning of the 
last war, when the nation was exasperated by ill success, he was employed 
to turn the public vengeance upon Byng, and wrote a letter of accusation 
under the character of a ‘‘ Plain Man.” ‘The paper was with great industry 
circulated and dispersed ; and he, for his seasonable intervention, hada 
considerable pension bestowed upon him, which he retained to his death. 
Towards the end of his life he went with his wife to France; but aftera 
while, finding his health declining, he returned alone to England, and died 
in April, 1765. He was twice married, and by his first wife had several 
children. One daughter, who married an Italian of rank named Cilesia, 
wrote a tragedy called ‘‘Almida,’’ which was acted at Drury Lane. His 
second wife was the daughter of a nobleman's steward, who had a con- 
siderable fortune, which she took care to retain in her own hands, His 
Stature was diminutive, but he was regularly formed ; his appearance, till he 
grew corpulent, was agreeable, and he suffered it to want no recommenda- 
tion that dress could give it. His conversation was elegant and easy. The 
rest of his character may, without injury to his memory, sink into silence. 
As a writer, he cannot be placed in any high class. There is no species of 
composition in which he was eminent. His dramas had their day, a short 
day, aud are forgotten’: his blank verse seems to my ear the echo of ‘Thomson, 
His ‘‘ Life of Bacon”’ is known, as it is appended to Bacon's volumes, but 
ig no longer mentioned. His works are such as a writer, bustling in the 
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World, showing himself in public, and emerging occasionally from time to 
time into notice, might keep alive by his personal influence ; but whicn, 
conveying little information, and giving no great. pleasure, must soon give 
way, as the succession of things produces new topics of conversation and 
other modes of amusement. 
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ARK AKENSIDE was born on the oth of November, 1721, at 
Newcastle-upon-Tyne. His father Mark was a butcher, of the 
Presbyterian sect ; his mother’s name was Mary Luinsden, He 
received the first part of his education at the grammar-school of 
Newcastle ; and was afterwards instructed by Mr. Wilson, who 

kept a private academy. At the age of cighteen he was sent to Kdinburgh, 
that he might qualify himself for the office of a dissenting minister, and 
reccived some assistance from the fund which the dissenters employ in edu- 
cating young men of scanty fortune. But a wider view of the world opened 
other scenes, and prompted other hopes: he determined to study physic, 
and repaid that contribution, which being received for a different purpose, 
he justly thought it dishonourable to retain. Whether, when he resolved 
not to be a dissenting minister, he ccased to be a dissenter, I know not. 
He certainly retained an unnecessary and outrageous zeal for what he called 
and thought liberty ; a zeal which sometimes disguises from the world, and 
not rarely from the mind which it possesses, an envious desire of plundering 
wealth or degrading greatness ; and of which the immediate tendency is in- 
novation and anarchy, an impetuous eagerness to subvert and confound, 
with very little care what shall be established. 

Akenside was one of those poets who have felt very early the motions of 
genius, and one of those students who have very early stored their memories 
with sentiments and images. Many of his performances were produced in 
his youth ; and his greatest work, ‘‘’The Pleasures of Imagination," appeared 
in 1744. I have heard Dodsley, by whom it was published, relate, that 
when the copy was offered him, the price demanded for it, which was an 
hundred and twenty pounds, being such as he was not inclined to give pre- 
cipitately, he carried the work to Pope, who, having lookcd into it, advised 
him not to make a niggardly offer ; for ‘‘ this was no every-day writer.” 

In 1741 he went to Leyden, in pursuit of medical knowledge ; and three 
years afterwards (May 16, 1744) became Doctor of Physic, having, according 
to the custom of the Dutch Universities, published a thesis or dissertation. 
The subject which he chose was ‘The Original and Growth of the Human 
Foetus ;” in which he is said to have departed, with great judgment, from 
the opinion then established, and to have delivered that which has been 
since confirmed and received. 

Akenside was a young man, warm with every notion that by nature or 
accident had been connected with the sound of liberty, and, by an eccen- 
tricity which such dispositions do not easily avoid, a lover of contradiction, 
and no friend to anything established. He adopted Shaftesbury’'s foolish 
assertion of the efficacy of ridicule for the discovery of truth. For this he 
was attacked by Warburton, and defended by Dyson: Warburton after- 
wards reprinted his remarks at the end of his dedication to the Freethinkers, 
The result of all the arguments, which have been produced in a long and 
eager discussion of this idle question, may easily be collected. If ridicule 
be applied to any position as the test of truth, it will then become a question 
whether such ridicule be just ; and this can only be decided by the applica- 
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tion of truth, as the test of ridicule. Two men fearing, one a real, and the 
other a fancied danger, will be for a while equally exposed to the inevitable 
consequences of cowardice, contemptuous censure, and ludicrous represen- 
tation ; and the true state of both cases must be known, before it can be 
decided whose terror is rational, and whose is ridiculous ; who is to be 
pitied, and who to be despised. Both are for a while equally exposed to 
laughter, but both are not therefore equally contemptible. In the revisal of 
his poem, though he died before he bad finished it, he omitted the lines 
which had jviven occasion to Warburton’s objections. He published, soon 
after his recurn from Leyden (1745), his first collection of odes; and was 
impelled by his rage of patriotism to write a very acrimonious epistle to 
Pultency, whom he stigmatizes, under the name of Curio, as the betrayer of 
his country. Being now to live by his profession, he first commenced phy- 
sician at Northampton, where Dr. Stonehouse then practised, with such 
reputation and success, that a stranger was not likely to gain ground upon 
him. Akenside tried the contest a while; and, having deafened the place 
with clamours for liberty, removed to Hampstead, where he resided more 
than two years, and then fixed himself in London, the proper place for a 
man of accomplishments like his. At London he was known as a poet, but 
was still to make his way as a physician ; and would perhaps have been 
reduced to great exigencies, but that Mr. Dyson, with an ardour of friend- 
ship that has not many examples, allowed him three hundred pounds a year. 
Thus supported, he advanced gradually in medical reputation, but never 
attained any great extent of practice, or eminence of popularity. A phy- 
Sician in a great city seems to be the mere plaything of fortune ; his degree 
of reputation is, for the most part, totally casual: they that employ him 
know not his excellence ; they that reject him know not his deficience. By 
any acute observer, who had looked on the transactions of the medical world 
for half a century, a very curious book might be written on the ‘' Fortune 
of Physicians.” 

Akenside appears not to have been wanting to his own success: he placed 
himself in view by all the common methods; he became a Fellow of the 
Royal Society ; he obtained a degrce at Cambridge ; and was admitted into 
the College of Physicians ; he wrote little poetry, but published, from time 
to time, medical essays and observations ; he became physician to St. 
Thomas's Hospital; he read the Gulstonian Lectures in Anatomy; but 
began to give, for the Croonian Lecture, a history of the revival of learning, 
from which he soon desisted ; and, in conversation, he very eagerly forced 
himself into notice by an ambitious ostentation of elegance and literature. 
His Discourse on the Dysentery (1764) was considered as a very conspicuous 
specimen of Latinity, which entitled him to the same height of place among 
the scholars as he possessed before among the wits; and he might perhaps 
have risen to a greater elevation of character, but that his studies were 
rite with his life, by a putrid fever, Junc 23, 1770, in the forty-ninth year 
of his age. 

Akenside is to be considered as a didactic and lyric poet. His great work 
is the ‘‘ Pleasures of Imagination ;” a performance which, published as it 
was, at the age of twenty-three, raised expectations that were not amply 
Satisfied. It has undoubtedly a just claim to very particular notice, as an 
example of great felicity of genius, and uncommon aptitude of acquisitions, 
of a young mind stored with images, and much exercised in combining and 
comparing them. With the philosophical or religious tenets of the author 
i have nothing to do; my business is with his poetry. The subject is well 
chosen, as it includes all images that can strike or please, and thus comprises 
every species o/ poctical delight. The only difficulty is in the choice of 
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examples and illustrations ; and it st no: casy in such exuberance of matter 
to find the middle point between penury and satiety. The parts seem ari 

fisfally disposed, with sufficient coherence, so as that they cannot change 
their places without injury to the general design, Tis images are displayed 
with such luxuriance of expression, that they are hidden, like Butler’s Moon, 
bya ‘Veil of Light;” they are forms fantastically lost under superfluity of 
dress. Pars minina est ipsa prella sui. Vhe words are multi lied till the 
sense is hardly perceived ; attention deserts the mind, and settles in the ear. 

e reader wanders through the gay diffusion, sometimes amazed, and 
sometimes delighted ; but, after many turnings in the flowery labyrinth, 
comes out as he wentin. Ele remarked little, and laid hold on nothing. 
To his versification justice requires that praise should not be denied. In 
the general fabrication of his lines, he is perhaps superior to any other 
writer of blank verse ; his flow is smooth, and his pauses are musical ; but 
the concatenation of his verses is commonly too long continued, and the full 
close does not occur with sufficient frequency. ‘The sense is carried on 
through a long intertexture of complicated clauses, and, as nothing is dis- 
tinguished, nothing is remembered. 

‘The exemption which blank verse affords from the necessity of closing the 
sense with the couplet betrays luxuriant and active minds into such self- 
indulgence, that they pile image upon image, ornament upon ornament, 
and are not easily persuaded to close the sense atall. Blank verse will 
therefore, I fear, be too often found in description exuberant, in argument 
loquacious, and in narration tiresome. His diction is certainly poetical, as 
it is not prosaic, and elegant as it is not vulgar. He is to be commended 
as having fewer artifices of disgust than most of his brethren of the blank 
gong. He rarely either recalls old phrases, or twists his metre into harsh 
inversions. The sense, however, of his words is strained ; when ‘‘he views 
the Ganges from Alpine heights ;” that is, from mountains like the Alps. 
And the pedant surcly intrudes (but when was blank verse without pedantry ?) 
when he tells how ‘‘ Planets cdsolve the stated round of Time.” 

It is gencrally known to the readers of poetry that he intended to revise 
and augment this work, but died before he had completed his design. ‘The 
reformed work as he left it, and the additions which he had made, are very 
properly retained in the late collection. He seems to have somewhat con- 
tracted his diffusion ; but I know not whether he has gained in closeness 
what he has lost in splendour. In the additional book, the ‘‘ Tale of Solon” 
is too long. One great defect of this ,oem is very properly censured by Mr, 
Walker, unless it may be said, in his defence, that what he has omitted was 
not properly in his plan. ‘‘ His picture of man is grand and beautiful, but 
unfinished. The immortality of the soul, which is the natural consequence 
of the appetites and powers she is invested with, is scarcely once hinted 
throughout the poem. This deficiency is amply supplied by the masterly 
pencil of Dr. Young; who, like a good philosopher, has invincibly proved 
the immortality of man, from the grandeur of his conceptions, and the 
meanness and misery of his state; for this reason, a few passages are 
selected from the ‘ Night Thoughts,’ which, with those from Akenside, seem 
to form a complete view of the powers, situation, and end of man.” —#ver- 
ctses for Improvement in Elocution, p. 66. 

His other poems are now to be considered ; but a short consideration will 
despatch them. It is not casy to guess why he addicted himself so dili- 
gently to lyric poctry, having neither the ease and airiness of the lighter, 
nor the vehemence and elevation of the grander ode. When he lays his ill- 
fated hand upon his harp, his former powers seem to desert him ; he has no 
lunger his luxuriance of expression, or variety of images. His thoughts 
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gw cold, and his words inelegant. Yet such was his love of lyrics, that, 
kaving written with great vigour and poignancy his ‘‘ Epistle to Curio,” he 
transformed it afterwards into an ode disgraceful only to its author. 

Of his odes nothing favourable can be said ; the sentiments commonly 
want force, nature, or novelty ; the diction is sometimes harsh and uncouth, 
the stanzas ill-constructed and unpleasant, and the rhymes dissonant, or un- 
skilfully disposed, too distant from each other, or arranged with too little 
regard to established use, and therefore perplexing to the ear, which in a 
short composition has not time to grow familiar with an innovation. To 
examine such compositions singly cannot be required ; they have doubtless. 
brighter and darker parts ; but, when they are once found to be generally 
dull, all further labour may be spared ; for to what use can the work be 
criticised that will not be read ? 


Pon NETO 


GRAY. 


HIOMAS GRAY, the son of Mr. Philip Gray, ascrivener of London, 
AG) was born in Cornhill, November 26, 1716. His grammatical 
education he received at Eton, under the care of Mr. Antrobus, his 
mother's brother, then assistant to Dr. George, and when he left 
school, in 1734, entered a pensioner at Peterhouse in Cambridge. 
The transition from the school to the college is, to most young scholars, the 
time from which they date their years of manhood, liberty, and happiness ; 
but Gray seems to have been very little delighted with academical gratifica- 
tions ; he liked at Cambridge neither the mode of life nor the fashion of study, 
and lived sullenly on to the time when his attendance on lectures was no 
longer required. As he intended to profess the common law, he took no 
degree. When he had been at Cambridge about five years, Mr. Horace 
Walpole, whose friendship he had gained at Eton, invited him to travel with 
him as his companion. They wandered through France into Italy; and 
Gray's Letters contain a very pleasing account of inany parts of their journey. 
But unequal friendships are easily dissolved: at Florence they quarrelled, 
and parted ; and Mr, Walpole is now content to have it told that it was by 
ints fault. If we look, however, without prejudice on the world, we shall find 
that men, whose consciousness of their own merit sets them above the com- 
pliances of servility, are apt enough in their association with superiors to 
watch their own dignity with troublesome and punctilious jealousy, and in the 
fervour of independence to exact that attention which they refuse to pay. 
Part they did, whatever was the quarrel; and the rest of their travels was 
doubtless more unpleasant to them both. Gray continued his journey in a 
manner suitable to his own little fortune, with only an occasional servant, 
He returned to England in September, 1741, and in about two months after- 
wards buried his father, who had, by an injudicious waste of money upon 
a new house, so much lessened his fortune, that Gray thought himself too 
poor to study the law. He therefore retired to Cambridge, where he soon 
after became Bachelor of Civil Law, and where, without liking the place or 
its inhabitants, or professing to like them, he passed, except a short residence 
at London, the rest of his life. About this time he was deprived of Mr. 
West, the son of a chancellor of Ireland, a friend on whom he appears to 
have set a high value, and who deserved his esteem by the powers which he 
shows in his Letters, and in the ‘‘ Ode to May,” which Mr. Mason has pre- 
served, as well as by the sincerity with which, when Gray sent him part of 
‘‘ Agrippina," a tragedy that he had just begun, he gave an opinion which 
probably intercepted the progress of the work, and which the judgment of 
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every reader will confirm. It was.certain:y no loss to the English stage that 
‘** Agrippina” was never finished. In this year (1742) Gray seems to have 
applied himself seriously to poetry ; forin this year were produced the '‘Ode 
to Spring,” his ‘‘ Prospect of Eton,’ and his ‘Ode to Adversity."” He began 
likewise a Latin poem, ‘‘ De principiis cogitandi.” 

It may be collected from the narrative of Mr. Mason, that his first am- 
bition was to have excelled in Latin poetry; perhaps it were reasonable to 
wish that he had prosecuted his design; for, though there is at present some 
embarrassment in his phrase, and some harshness in his lyric numbers, his 
copiousness of language ig such as very few possess; and his lines, even 
when imperfect, discover @ writer whom practice would have made skilful. 
He now lived on at Pegerhouse, very little solicitous what others did or 
thought, and cultivated ‘his mind and enlarged his views without any other 
purpose than of improving and amusing himself ; when Mr. Mason, being 
elected Fellow of Pembroke Hall, brought him a companion who was after- 
wards to be his editor, and whose fondness and fidelity has kindled in him a 
zeal of admiration wich cannot be reasonably expected from the neutrality 
of a stranger, and the coldness of a critic. In this retirement he wrote (1747) 
an ode on the ‘‘ Death of Mr. Walpole’s Cat ;” and the year afterwards 
attempted a poem, of more importance, on ‘‘Government and Education,” 
of which the fragments which remain have many exccllent lines. His next 
production (1750) was his far-famed ‘‘ Elegy in the Churchyard,” which, finding 
its way into a magazine, first, I belicve, made him known to the public. 

An invitation from Lady Cobham about this time gave occasion to an odd 
composition called ‘‘'A Long Story,” which adds little to Gray’s character. 
Several of his pieccs were published (1753), with designs by Mr. Bentley; 
and, that they might in some form or other make a book, only one side of 
each leaf was printed. I believe the poems and the plates recommended 
each other so well, that the whole impression was soon bought. ‘This year 
he lost his mother. Some time afterwards (1756) some young men of the 
college, whose chambers were near his, diverted themselves with disturbing 
him by frequent and troublesome noises, and, as is said, by pranks yet more 
offensive and contemptuous. This insolence, having endured it awhile, he 
represented to the governors of the society, among whom perhaps he had 
no friends ; and, finding his complaint little regarded, removed himself to 
Pembroke Hall. 

In 1759 he published ‘‘The Progress of Poetry’’ and ‘‘The Bard,” two 
compositions at which the readers of poetry were at first content to gaze in 
mute amazement. Some that tricd them confessed their inability to under- 
stand them, though Warburton said that they were understood as well as 
the works of Milton and Shakspeare, which it is the fashion to admire. 
Garrick wrote a few lines in their praise. Some hardy champions undertook 
to rescue them from neglect ; and in a short time many were content to be 
shown beauties which they could not see. 

Gray's reputation was now so high, that, after the death of Cibber, he 
had the honour of refusing the laurel, which was then bestowed on Mr. White- 
head. His curiosity, not long after, drew him away from Cambridge to a 
lodging near the Museum, where he resided near three years, reading and 
transcribing ; and, so far as can be discovered, very little affected by two 
odes on ‘‘ Oblivion” and ‘‘ Obscurity,” in which his lyric performances were 
ridiculed with much contempt and much ingenuity. When the Professor 
of Modern History at Cambridge died, he was, as he says, ‘‘cockered and 
spirited up,” till he asked it of Lord Bute, who sent him a civil refusal ; and 
the place was given to Mr. Brocket, the tutor of Sir James Lowther. His 
constitution was weak, and, believing that his health was promoted by 
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exercise and change of place, he undertook (1765) a journey into Scotland, 
of which his account, so far as it extends, is very curious and elegant: for, 
as his comprehension was ample, his curiosity extended to all the works of 
art, all the appearances of nature, and all the monuments of past events. 
He naturally contracted a friendship with Dr. Beattie, whom he found a 
poet, a philosopher, and a good man. ‘The Mareschal College at Aberdeen 
offered him a degrce of Doctor of Laws, which, having omitted to take it at 
Cambridge, he thought it decent to refuse. What he had formerly solicited 
in vain was at last given him without solicitation. ‘The professorship of 
history became again vacant, and he received (1768) an offer of it from the 
Duke of Grafton. He accepted, and retained it to his death; always de- 
signing lectures but never reading them; uneasy at his neglect of duty, and 
appeasing his uneasiness with designs of reformation, and with a resolution 
which he believed himself to have made of resigning the office, if he found 
himself unable to discharge it. IJ] health made another journey necessary, 
und he visited (1769) Westmoreland and Cumberland. He that reads his 
epistolary narration wishes, that to travel, and to tell his travels, had been 
more of his employment ; but it is by studying at home that we must obtain 
the ability of travelling with intelligence and improvement. His travels and 
his studies were now near theirend. The gout, of which he had sustained 
many weak attacks, fell upon his stomach, and, yielding to no medicines, 

roduced strong convulsions, which (July 30, 1771) terminated in death, 

Jis character I am willing to adopt, as Mr. Mason has done, from a letter 
written to my friend Mr. Boswell, by the Rev. Mr. Temple, rector of 
St. Gluvias in Cornwall; and am as willing as his warmest well-wisher to 
believe it true. 

‘Perhaps he was the most learned man in Europe. He was equally 
acquainted with the elegant and profound parts of science, and that not 
superficially, but thoroughly. He knew every branch of history, both 
natural and civil ; had read all the original historians of England, France, 
and Italy; and was a great antiquarian. Criticism, metaphysics, morals, 
politics, made a principal part of his study; voyages and travels of all sorts 
were his favourite amusements ; and he had a fine taste in painting, prints, 
architecture, and gardening. With such a fund of knowledge, his conver- 
sation must have been equally instructing and entertaining ; but he was also 
a good man, a man of virtue and humanity. There is no character without 
some speck, some imperfection ; and I think the greatest defect in his was 
an affectation in delicacy, or rather effeminacy, and a visible fastidiousness, 
or contempt and disdain of his inferiors in science. He also had, in some 
degree, that weakness which disgusted Voltaire so much in Mr. Congreve: 
though he seemed to value others chiefly according to the progress they had 
made in knowledge, yet he could not bear to be considered merely as a man 
of letters ; and, though without birth, or fortune, or station, his desire was 
to be looked upon as a private independent gentleman, who read for his 
amusement. Perhaps it may be said, What signifies so much knowledge, 
when it produced so little? Is it worth taking so much pains to leave no 
memorial but a few poems? But let it be considered that Mr. Gray was to 
others at least innocently employed ; to himself certainly beneficially. His 
time passed agreeably: he was every day making some new acquisition in 
science ; his mind was enlarged, his heart softened, his virtue strengthened ; 
the world and mankind were shown to him without a mask; and he was 
taught to consider everything as trifling, and unworthy of the attention of a 
wise man, except the pursuit of knowledge and practice of virtue in thaf 
state wherein God hath placed us.” , 

To this character Mr, Mason has added a more particular acoount & 


GRAY. 499 


Gray's skill in zoology. Me has remarked, that Gray's effeminacy was 
affected most ‘‘before those whom he did not wish to please ;" and that he 
is unjustly charged with making knowledge his sole reason of preference, as 
he paid his esteem to none whom he did not likewise believe to be good. 

What has occurred to me from the slight inspection of his letters in 
which my undertaking has engaged me is, that his mind had a large grasp ; 
that his curiosity was unlimited, and his judgment cultivated ; that he was 
a man likely to love much where he loved at all; but that he was fastidious 
affd hard to please. His contempt, however, is often employed, where I 
hope it will be approved, upon scepticism and infidenty. Hisshort account 
of Shaftesbury (author of the ‘‘ Characteristics] I will insert. 

‘* You say you cannot conceive how Lord Shaftesbury came to be a philo- 
sopher in vogue; I will tell you: first, he was a lord; secondly, he was as 
vain as any of his readers; thirdly, men are very prone to believe what they 
do not understand ; fourthly, they will belicve anything at all, provided they 
are under no obligation to believe it ; fifthly, they love to take a new road, 
even when that road leads nowhere ; sixthly, he was reckoned a fine writer, 
and scems always to mcan more than he said. Would you have any more 
reasons? An interval of about forty years has pretty well destroyed the 
charm, A dead lord ranks with commoners; vanity is no longer interested in 
the matter; for a new road has become an old one.” 

Mr. Mason has added, from his own knowledge, that, though Gray was 
poor, he was not eager of money; and that, out of the little that “he had, 
he was very willing to help the necessitous, Asa writer he had this pecu- 
liarity, that he did not write his pieces first rudely, and then correct them, 
but laboured every line as it arose in the train of composition; and he had 
a notion not very peculiar, that he could not write but at certain times, or at 
happy moments; a fantastic foppery, to which, my kindness fora man of 
learning and virtue wishes him to have been superior. 

Gray's poety is now to be considered ; and I hope not to be looked on as 
an enemy to his name, if I confess that I contemplate it with less pleasure 
than his life. His ode ‘‘On Spring’ has something poetical, both in the 
language and the thought; but the language is too luxuriant, and the 
thoughts have nothing new. There has of late arisen a practice of giving 
to adjectives derived from substantives the termination of participles ; such 
as the cultured plain, the daisted bank ; but I was sorry to see, in the lines 
of a scholar like Gray, the Aonied Spring. The morality is natural, but too 
stale ; the conclusion is pretty. 

The poem ‘‘On the Cat,” was doubtless by its author considered asa 
trifle, but it is not a happy trifle. Inthe first stanza, ‘‘the azure flowers that 
blow" show resolutely a rhyme is somctimes made when it cannot easily be 
found. Selima, the cat, is called a nymph, with some violence both to 
language and sense ; but there is no good use made of it when itis done ; for 
of the two lines, 

What female heart can gold despise P 
What cat’s averse to fish ? 


the first relates merely to the nymph, and the second only to the cat. The 
sixth stanza contains a melancholy truth, that ‘‘a favourite has no friend ;" 
but the last ends in a pointed sentence of no relation to the purpose; if 
what glistered had been gold, the cat would not have gone into the water ; 
and, if she had, would not less have been drowned. 

‘‘The Prospect of Eton College,” suggests nothing to Gray which 
every beholder does not equally think and feel. His supplication to 
Father Thames, to tell him who drives the hoop or tosses the ball, is useless 
‘and puerile. Father Thames has no better means of knowing than himself, 
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His epithet ‘‘buxom health” is not elegant; he seems not to understand 
the word. Gray thought his language more poetical as it was more remote 
from common use: finding in Dryden ‘‘honey redolent of spring,’ an ex- 
pression that reaches the utmost limits of our language, Gray drove it a little 
more beyond common apprehension, by making ‘‘ gales” to be ‘‘ redolent 
of joy and youth.” 

Of the ‘‘Orle on Adversity,” the hint was at first taken from ‘‘O Diva, 
gratum que regis Antium ;” but Gray has excelled his original by the 
variety of his senuments, and by their moral application. Of this piece,’ at 
once poetical end rational, I will not by slight objections violate the dignity. 

My process has now brought me to the wonderful ‘* Wonder of Wonders,” 
the two Sister Odes ; by which, though either vulgar ignorance or common 
sense at first universally rejected them, many have been since persuaded to 
think themselves delighted. I am one of those that are willing to be pleased, 
and therefore would gladly find the meaning of the first stanza of the ‘‘ Pro- 
gress of Poetry.’’ Gray seems in his rapture to confound the images of 
spreading sound and running water. A ‘‘stream of music” may be 
allowed ; but where does ‘‘ music,” however ‘‘smooth and strong,” after 
having visited the ‘‘ verdant vales, roll down the steep amain,”’ so as that 
‘‘rocks and nodding groves rebellow tothe roar?’ If this be said of music, 
it is nonsense; if it be said of water, it is nothing to the purpose. The 
second stanza, exhibiting Mars’ car and Jove’s eagle, is unworthy of further 
notice. Criticism disdains to chase a schoolboy to his common-places. ‘To 
the third it may likewise be objected, that it is drawn from mythology, 
though such as may be more easily assimilated to real life. Idalia’s ‘‘velvet 
green” has something of cant. An epithet or metaphor drawn from Nature 
ennobles Art: an epithet or metaphor drawn from Art degrades Nature. 
Gray is too fond of words arbitrarily compounded. ‘‘ Many-twinkling ”’ 
was formerly censured as not analogical ; we may say ‘‘ many spotted ;’’ but 
scarcely ‘‘many spotting.” This stanza, however, has something pleasing. 
Of the second ternary of stanzas, the first endeavours to tell something, and 
would have told it, had it not been crossed by Hyperion: the second 
describes well enough the universal prevalence of poetry; but I am afraid 
that the conclusion will not rise from the premises. ‘The caverns of the 
North and the plains of Chili are not the residences of ‘‘ glory and generous 
shame.” But that poetry and virtue go always together is an opinion so 
pleasing, that I can forgive him who resolves to think it true. The third 
stanza sounds big with ‘‘ Delphi,” and ‘‘Egean,” and ‘‘Tlissus,” and 
‘Meander,’ and ‘hallowed fountains,” and ‘‘solemn sound ;’” but in all 
Gray's odes there is a kind of cumbrous splendour which we wish away. 
His position is at last false: in the time of Dante and Petrarch, from 
whom we derive our first school of poetry, Italy was overrun by ‘‘ tyrant 
power” and ‘‘ coward vice ;’’ nor was our state much better when we first 
borrowed the Italian arts. Of the third ternary, the first gives a mytho- 
logical birth of Shakspeare. What is said of that mighty genius is true; 
but it is not said happily: the real effects of this poetical power are put out of 
sight by the pomp of machinery. Where truth is sufficient to fill the mind, 
fiction is worse than useless; the counterfeit debases the genuine. His 
account of Milton's blindness, if we suppose it caused by study in the forma- 
tion of his poem, a supposition surely allowable, is poetically true, and 
happily imagined. But the car of Dryden, with his ¢wo coursers, has nothing 
in it peculiar ; it ij a car in which any other rider may be placed. 

‘‘ The Bard"’ appears, at the first view, to be, as Algarotti and others have 
remarked, an imitation of the prophecy of Nereus. Algarotti thinks it 
superior to its original ; and, if preference depends only on the imagery and 
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animation of thetwo poems, his judgment is right. Thereisin ‘‘ The Bard” 
more force, more thought, and more variety. But to copy is less than to 
invent, and the copy has been unhappily produced at a wrong time. The 
fiction of Horace was to the Romans Ghedible but its revival disgusts us 
with apparent and unconquerable falsehood. J/xcredutus odi. To selecta 
singular event, and swell it to a giant’s bulk by fabulous appendages of 
Spectres and predictions, has little difficulty ; for he that forsakes the probable 
may always find the marvellous. And it has little use ; we are affected only 
as we believe ; we are improved only as we find something to be imitated or 
declined. I do not sce that ‘‘The Bard” promotes any truth, moral or 
political. His stanzas are too long, especially his epodes; the odc is finished 
before the ear has learned its measures, and consequently before it can re- 
ceive pleasure from their consonance and recurrence. Of the first stanza the 
abrupt beginning has been celebrated ; but technical beauties can give praise 
only to the inventor. It is in the power of any man to rush abruptly upon 
his subject that has read the ballad of Johnny Armstrong, 
Is there ever a man in all Scotland— 

The initial resemblances, or alliterations, ‘‘rui, ruthless,” ‘‘helm or hau- 
berk,” are below the grandeur ofa poem that endeavours at sublimity. In the 
second stanza the Bard is well described ; but in the third we have the 
puerilities of obsolete mythology. When weare told that '‘Cadwallo hush'd 
the stormy main,” and that ‘‘ Modred made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud- 
topp'd head.” attention recoils from the repetition of a tale that, even when 
it was first heard, was heard with scorn. ‘The weaving of the winding-sheet 
he borrowed, as he owns, from the Northern Bards ; but their texture, how- 
ever, was very properly the work of female powers, as the act of spinning the 
thread of life in another mythology. Theft is always dangerous ; Gray has 
made weavers of slaughtered bards bya fiction outrageous and incongruous, 
They are then called upon to ‘‘ Weave the warp, and weave the woof,” per- 
haps with no great propricty ; for it is by crossing the woof with the warp 
that men weave the wed or piece ; and the first line was dearly bought by the 
admission of its wretched correspondent, ‘‘Give ample room and verge 
enough.’ He has, however, no other line as bad. ‘The third stanza of the 
second ternary is commended, I think, beyond its merit. The personification 
is indistinct. ZAzrst and hunger are not alike ; and their features, to make 
the imagery perfect, should have been discriminated. We are told, in the 
same stanza, how ‘‘ towers are fed.” But I will no longer look for particular 
faults ; yct let it be observed that the ode might have been concluded with an 
action of better example ; but suicide is always to be had, without expense 
of thought. 

These odes are marked by glittering accumulations of ungraceful orna- 
ments ; they strike rather than please ; the images are magnified by affecta- 
tion ; the language is laboured into harshness. The mind of the writer 
seems to work with unnatural violence. ‘‘ Double, double, toil and trouble.” 
He has a kind of strutting dignity, and is tall by walking on tiptoe. His 
art and his struggle are too visible, and there is too little appearance of ease 
and nature. To say that he has no beauties, would be unjust : a man like 
him, of great learning and great industry, could not but preduce something 
valuable. When he pleases Icast, it can only be said that a good design 
was ill directed. His translations of Northern and Welsh poetry deserve 

raise ; the imagery is preserved, perhaps often improved ; but the language 
Js unlike the language of other poets. In the character of his Elegy I re- 
joice to concur with the common reader; for by the common sense of 
readers, uncorrupted with literary prejudices, after all the refinements of 
subtilty and the dogmatism of learning, must be finally decided all claim to 
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poetical honours. The ‘ Churchyard” abounds with images which find a 
mirror in every mind, and with sentiments to which every bosom returns an 
echo. The four stanzas, beginning ‘‘ Yet even these bones,” are to me 
original: I have never seen the notions in any other place; yet he that 
reads them here persuades himself that he has always felt them. Had Gray 
written often thus, it had been vain to blame, and useless to praise him, 
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WEORGE LYTTELTON, the son of Sir Thomas Lyttelton, of 
MH) Wagley, in Worcestershire, was born in 1709. He was cducated 
at ton, where he was so much distinguished, that his exercises 
were recommended as models to his schoolfellows, From Eton 
he went to Christchurch, where he retained the same reputation 
of superiority, and displayed his abilities to the public in a poem on ‘‘ Blen- 
heim.” He was a very early writer, both in verse and prose. His ‘'' Pro- 
gress of Love,” and his ‘* Persian Letters,”’ were both written when he was 
very young; and indeed the character of a young man is very visible in 
both. ‘The verses cant of shepherds and flocks, and crooks dressed with 
flowers ; and the Ietters have somcthing of that indistinct and headstrong 
ardour for liberty which a man of genius always catches when he enters the 
world, and always suffers to cool as he passes forward. He stayed not 
long in Oxford ; for in 1728 he began his travels, and saw France and Italy. 
When he returned, he obtained a seat in parliament, and soon distinguished 
himself among the most eager opponents of Sir Robert Walpole, though 
his father, who was Commissioner of the Admiralty, always voted with the 
court. For many years the name of George Lyttelton was seen in every 
account of every debate in the House of Commons. He opposed the 
standing army, he opposed the excise; he supported the motion for pe- 
titioning the king to remove Walpole. His zeal was considered by the 
courtiers not only as violent, but as acrimonious and malignant ; and, when 
Walpole was at last hunted from his places, every effort was made by his 
friends, and many friends he had, to exclude Lyttelton from the secret com- 
mittee. 

The Prince of Wales, being (1737) driven from St. James's, kept a sepa- 
rate court, and opened his armsto the opponents of the ministry. Mr. Lyt- 
telton became his secretary, and was supposed to have great influence in the 
direction of his conduct. He persuaded his master, whose business it was 
now to be popular, that he would advance his character by patronage. 
Mallet was made undcr-secretary, with 2oo/. ; and Thomson had a pension 
of roo/. a year. For Thomson Lyttelton always retained his kindness, and 
was able at last to place him atcase. Moore courted his favour by an apolo-. 
getical poem, called the ‘‘ Trial of Selim ;”" for which he was paid with kind 
words, which, as is common, raised great hopes, that were at last disap- 

ointed. 

e Lyttelton now stood in the first rank of opposition ; and Pope, who 
was incited, it is nat easy to say how, to increase the clamour against the 
ministry, commended him among the other patriots. This drew upon him 
the reproaches of Fox, who, in the house, imputed to him as a crime his in- 
timacy with a lampooner so unjust and licentious. Lyttelton supported his 
friend ; and replied, that he thought it an honour to be received into the 
familiarity of so great a poet. While he was thus conspicuous, he married 
(1741) Miss Lucy Fortescue of Devonshire, by whom he had a son, the late 
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Lord Lyttelton, and two daughters, and with whom he appears to have 
lived in the highest degree of connubial felicity: but human pleasures are 
short ; she died in child-bed about five years afterwards ; and he solaced his 
grief by writing a long poem to her memory. He did not, however, con- 
demn himself to perpetual solitude and sorrow ; for, after a while, he was 
content to seek happiness again by a second marriage with the daughter of 
Sir Robert Rich ; but the experiment was unsuccessful. At length, aftera 
léng struggle, Walpole gave way, and honour and profit were distributed 
among his conquerors. Lyttelton was made (1744) onc of the Lords of the 
Treasury ; and from that time was engaged in supporting the schemes of 
the ministry. 

Politics did not, however, so much engage him as to withhold his thoughts 
from things of more importance. He had, in the pride of juvenile confi- 
dence, with the help of corrupt conversation, entertained doubts of the 
truth of Christianity ; but he thought the time now come when it was no 
longer fit to doubt or believe by chance, and applied himself seriously to 
the great question. His studies, being honest, ended in conviction. He 
found that religion was true, and what he had learned he endeavoured to 
teach (1747) by ‘‘ Observations on the Conversion of St. Paul ;” a treatise to 
which infidelity has never been able to fabricate a specious answer. ‘This 
book his father had the happiness of seeing, and expressed his pleasure in a 
letter which deserves to be inserted. 


‘“'T have read your religious treatise with infinite pleasure and satisfaction, 
The style is fine and clear, the arguments close, cogent, and irresistible. 
May the King of Kings, whose glorious cause you have so well defended, 
reward your pious labours, and grant that I may be found worthy, through 
the merits of Jesus Christ, to be an eye-witness of that happiness which I 
don't doubt he will bountifully bestow upon you. In the meantime, I shall 
never cease glorifying God, for having endowed you with such useful talents, 
and giving me so good a son. 

‘Your affectionate father, THOMAS LYTTELTON.” 


A few years afterwards (1751), by the death of his father, he inherited a 
baronet's title, with a large estate, which, though perhaps he did not aug- 
ment, he was careful to adorn by a house of great elegance and expense, 
and by much attention to the decoration of his park. As he continued his 
activity in parliament, he was gradually advancing his claim to profit and 
preferment ; and accordingly was made in time (1754) cofferer and privy 
counsellor: this place he exchanged next year for the great office of Chan- 
cellor of the Exchequer; an office, however, that requircd some qualifications 
which he soon perceived himself to want. The ycar after, his curjosity led 
him into Wales ; of which he has given an account, perhaps rather with 
too much affectation of delight, to Archibald Bower, a man of whom he has 
conceived an opinion more favourable than he seems to have deserved, and 
whom, having once espoused his interest and fame, he was never per- 
suaded to disown. Bowcr, whatever was his moral character, did not want 
abilities ; attacked as he was by an universal outcry, and that outcry, as it 
seems, the echo of truth, he kept his ground; at last, when his defences 
began to fail him, he sallied out upon his adversaries, and his adversaries 
retreated. 

About this time Lyttelton published his ‘‘ Dialogues of the Dead,” which 
were very eagerly read, though the production rather, as it seems, of leisure 
than of study: rather effusions than compositions. The names of his per- 
sons too often enable the reader to anticipate their conversation ; and, when 
they have met, they too often part without any conclusion, He has copied 
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Fenelon more than Fontenelle. When they were first published, they were 
kindly commended by the ‘‘ Critical Reviewers ;’’ and poor Lyttelton, with 
humble gratitude, returned, in a note which I have read, acknowledgments 
which can never be proper, since they must be paid either for flattery or for 
justice. 

When, in the latter part of the last reign, the inauspicious commencement 
of the war made the dissolution of the ministry unavoidable, Sir George 
Lyttelton, losing with the rest his employment, was recompensed witha 
peerage ; and rested from political turbulence in the House of Lords. 

His last literary production was his ‘‘ History of Henry the Second,” 
elaborated by the searches and deliberations of twenty years, and published 
with such anxiety as only vanity can dictate. The story of this publication 
is remarkable. The whole work was printed twice over, a great part of it 
three times, and many sheets four or five times. The booksellers paid for 
the first impression ; but the changes and repeated operations of the press 
were at the expense of the author, whose ambitious accuracy is known to 
have cost him at least a thousand pounds. He began to print in 1755. 
Three volumes appeared in 1764, a second edition of them in 1767, a third 
edition in 1768, and the conclusion in 1771. 

Andrew Reid, a man not without considerable abilities, and not unac- 
quainted with Ictters or with life, undertook to persuade Lyttelton, as he 
had persuaded himself, that he was master of the secrct of punctuation ; and, 
as fear begets credulity, he was employed, I know not at what price, to 
point the pages of ‘‘ Henry the Second.”” The book was at last poipted 
and printed, and sent into the world. J.yttelton took money for his copy, 
of which when he had paid the pointer, he probably gave the rest away ; for 
he was very liberal to the indigent. When time brought the History to a 
third edition, Reid was either dead or discarded ; and the superintendence 
of typography and punctuation was committed to a man originally a comb- 
maker, but then known by the style of Doctor. Something uncommon was 
elated expected, and something uncommon was at last done ; for to the 

octor’s edition is appended, what the world had hardly seen before, a list 
of errors in nineteen pages. 

But to politics and literature there must be an end. Lord Lyttelton had 
never the appearance of a strong or of a healthy man; he had a slender, 
uncompacted frame, and a meagre face ; he lasted, however, sixty years, 
and was then seized with his last illness. Of his death a very affecting and 
instructive account has been given by his physician, which will spare me the 
task of his moral character. 

‘¢On Sunday evening the symptoms of his lordship’s disorder, which for 
a week past had alarmed us, put on a fatal appearance, and his lordship 
believed himself to be a dying man. From this time he suffered from rest- 
lessness rather than pain ; though his nerves were apparently much fluttered, 
his mental faculties never seemed stronger, when he was thoroughly awake, 
His lordship's bilious and hepatic complaints seemed alone not equal to the 
expected mournful event ; his long want of slecp, whether the consequence 
of the irritation in the bowels, or, which is more probable, of causes of a 
different kind, accounts for his loss of strength, and for his death, very 
sufficiently. Though his lordship wished his approaching dissolution not to 
be lingering, he waited for it with resignation. He said, ‘It is a folly, a 
keeping me in misery, now to attempt to prolong life ;’ yet he was easily 
persuaded, for the satisfaction of others, to do or take anything thought 
proper for him. On Saturday he had been remarkably better, and we were 
not without some hopes of his recovery. 

‘‘On Sunday, about eleven in the forenoon, his lordship sent for me, and 
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said he felt a great hurry, and wished to have a little conversation with me, 
in order to divert it. He then proceeded to open the fountain of that heart, 
from whence goodness had so long flowed, as from «a copious spring. 
‘Doctor,’ said he, ‘you shall be my confessor: when I first set out in the 
world, I had friends who endeavoured to shake my belief in the Christian 
religion. 1 saw difficulties which staggered me; but I kept my mind open to 
conviction. The evidences and doctrines of Christianity, studicd with atten- 
ti86n, made me a most firm and persuaded believer of the Christian religion. 
I have made it the rule of my life, and it is the ground of my future hopes. I 
have erred and sinned ; but have repented, and never indulged any vicious 
habit. In politics and public life I have made public good the rule of my 
conduct. I never gave counsels which | did not at the time think the best. I 
have seen that I was sometimes in the wrong, but I did not err designedly. 
I have endeavoured, in private life, to do all the good in my power, and 
never for a moment could indulge malicious or unjust designs upon any 
person whatsoever.’ 

‘‘At another time he said, ‘I must leave my soul in the same state it was 
in before this illness ; I find this a very inconvenient time for solicitude about 
anything.’ 

‘‘On the evening, when the symptoms of death came on, he said, ‘I shall 
die; but it will not be your fault." When Lord and Lady Valentia came to 
see his lordship, he gave them his solemn benediction, and said ‘Be good, 
be virtuous, my lord; you must come tothis.’ Thus he continued giving his 
dying benediction to all around him. On Monday morning a lucid interval 
gave some small hopes, but these vanished in the evening ; and he continued 
dying, but with very little uneasiness, till Tuesday morning, August 22, when, 
between seven and eight o’cluck, he expired, alinost without a groan.” 

His lordship was buried at Hagley; and the following inscription is cut on 
the side of his lady’s monument :— 

* This unadorned stone was placed here by the particular desire 
and express dircctions of the Right Honourable 
Grorak Lorp Lyrreiton, 
who died August 22, 1773, uged 64. 

Lord Lyttelton’s Poems are the works of a man of literature and judgment, 
devoting part of his time to versification. They have nothing to be despised, 
and little to be admired. Of his ‘‘ Progress of Love,” it is sufficient blame to 
say that it is pastoral. His blank verse in ‘‘ Blenheim” has neither much 
force nor much elegance. His little performances, whether songs or epigrams, 
are sometimes sprightly, and sometimes insipid. His epistolary pieces have 
a smooth equability, which cannot much tire, because they are short, but 
which seldom elevates or surprises. But from this censure ought to be 
excepted his ‘‘ Advice to Belinda,” which, though for the most part written 
when he was very young, contains much truth and much prudence, very 
elegantly and vigorously expressed, and shows a mind attentive to life, and 
a power of poetry which cultivation might have raised to excellence, 


e 

(Tre forty ‘' first bookscllers in London” having, A.D. 1777, decreed in 
their wisdom that English poetry commenced with Abraham Cowley, the 
‘little prefaces’ of Johnson were of necessity similarly limited. He had, 
however, previously written his ‘‘ Preface to Shakspcare,”’ an cloquent and 
manly composition, not unworthy to be placed by the side of the best of the 
‘'Lives” in the position now for the first time assigned to it. Had he put 
his mind into the notes as he had done into this preface, a selection from” 
them might appropriately have followed it; but with the exception of these 
remarks on the character of Polonius, they may well be left to shimber along- 
side the labours of the rest of the variorum ; where, however, if any note be 
found indicating superior knowledge of life and manners, it may safely be 
set down to Johnson. 


‘©This account [Warburton’'s,] of the character of Polonius, though it 
aufficiently reconciles the seeming inconsistency of so much wisdom with so 
much folly, does not perhaps correspond exactly to the ideas of our author. 
The commentator makes the character of Polonius a character only of 
manners, discriminated by properties, superficial, accidental, and acquired. 
The poet intended a nobler delineation of a mixed character of manners and 
of nature, Polonius is a man bred in courts, exercised in business, stored 
with observation, confident in his knowledge, proud of his eloquence, and 
declining into dotage. His mode of oratory is truly represented as designed 
to ridicule the practice of those times, of prefaces that made no introduction, 
and of method that embarrassed rather than explained. This part of his 
character is accidental, the rest is natural. Such a man is positive and 
confident, because he knows that his mind was once strong, and knows not 
that it is become weak, Such a man excels in general principles, but fails 
in the particular application. He is knowing in retrospect, and ignorant in 
foresight. While he depends upon his memory, and can draw from his re- 
positories of knowledge, he utters weighty sentences, and gives useful counsel ; 
but as the mind in its enfecbled state cannot be kept long busy and intent, 
the old man is subject to sudden dereliction of his faculties, he loses the 
order of his ideas, and entangles himself in his own thoughts, till he recovers 
the leading principle, and falls again into his former train. This idea of 
dotage encroaching upon wisdom will solve all the phenomena of the cha- 
racter of Polonius. ’ 


Of the above note, it has been justly said by Lord Macaulay, that ‘nothing 
so cood is to be found even in Wilhelm Meister's admirable examination of 
* Hamlet.’ ”] 
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complaint likely to be always continued by those, who, being 
able to add nothing to truth, hope fer eminence from the heresies 
of paradox; or those, who, being forced by disappointment upon 
consolatory expedients, are willing to hope from postcrity what the present 
age refuses, and flatter themselves that the regard, which is yet denied by 
envy, will be at last bestowed by time. 

Antiquity, like every other quality that attracts the notice of mankind, has 
undoubtedly votaries that reverence it, not from reason, but from prejudice. 
Some scem to admire indiscriminately whatever has been long preserved, 
without considering that time has somctimes co-operated with chance ; all 
perhaps are more willing to honour past than present excellence; and the 
mind contemplates genius through the shades of age, as the eye surveys the 
sun through artificial opacity. The great contention of criticism is to find 
the faults of the moderns, and the beauties of the ancients. While an author 
is yet living we estimate bis powers by his worst performance, and when he 
is dead, we rate them by his best. 

To works, however, of which the excelience is not absolute and definite, 
but gradual and comparative ; to works not raised upon principles demon- 
Strative and scientific, but appealing wholly to observation and experience, 
no other test can be applied than length of duration and continuance of 
esteem. What mankind have long possessed they have often examined and 
compared ; and if they persist to value the possession, it is because frequent 
comparisons have confirmed opinion in its favour. As among the works of 
nature no man can properly call a river deep, or a mountain high, without 
the knowledge of many mountains, and many rivers; so, in the productions 
of genius, mothing can be styled excellent till it has been compared with 
other works of the same kind. Demonstration immediately displays its 
power, and has nothing to hope or fear from the flux of years ; but works 
tentative and experimental must be estimated by their proportion to the ge- 
neral and collective ability of man, as it is discovered in a long succession of 
endeavours. Of the first building that was raised, it might be with certainty 
determined that it was round or square ; but whether it was spacious or lofty 
must have been referred to time. The Pythagorean scale of numbers was 
at once discovered to be perfect ; but the poems of Homer we yet know not 
to transcend the common hmits of human intelligence, but by remarking 
that nation after nation, and century after century, has been able to do little 
more than transpose his incidents, new-name his characters, and paraphrase 
his sentiments. 

The reverence due to writings that have long subsisted arises therefore 
not from any credulous confidence in the superior wisdom of past ages, or 
gloomy persuasion of the degeneracy of mankind, but is the consequence of 
acknowledged and indubitable positions, that what has been longest known 
has been most considered, and what is most considered is best understood. 

The poet, of whose works | have undertaken the revision, may now begin 
to assume the dignity of an ancient, and claim the privilege of established 
fame and prescriptive veneration. He has long outlived his century, the 
term commonly fixed as the test of literary merit. Whatever advantages he 
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might once derive from personal allusions, tucal customs, or temporary 
opinious, have for many years been lost; and every topic of merriment, or 
motive of sorrow, which the modes of artificial life afforded him, now only 
obscure the scenes which they once illuminated. The effects of favour and 
competition are at an end; the tradition of his friendships and his enmities 
has perished ; his works support no opinion with arguments, nor supply any 
faction with invectives ; they can neither indulge vanity, nor gratify malig- 
nity ; but are read without any other reason than the desire of pleasure, and 
are therefore praised only as pleasure is obtained ; yet, thus unassisted by 
interest or passion, they have passed through variations of taste and changes 
of manners, and, as they devolved from one generation to another, have re: 
ceived new honours at every transmission. 

But because human judgment, though it be gradually gaining upon cer- 
tainty, never becomes infallible ; and approbation, though long continued, 
may yet be only the approbation of prejudice or fashion ; it is proper to in- 
quire, by what peculiarities of excellence Shakspeare has gained and kept 
the favour of his countrymen. 

Nothing can please many, and please long, but just representations of 
general nature. Particular manners can be known to few, and therefore few 
only can judge how nearly they are copied. ‘The irregular combinations of 
fanciful invention may delight awhile, by that novelty of which the common 
Saticty of life sends us all in quest; but the pleasures of sudden wonder are 
soon exhausted, and the mind can only repose on the stability of truth. 

Shakspeare is, above all writers, at least above all modern writers, the 
poet of nature; the poet that holds upto his readers a faithful mirror of 
manners and of life. His characters are not modified by the customs of 
particular places, unpractised by the rest of the world; by the peculiarities 
of studies ur professions, which can operate but upon small numbers; or by 
the accidents of transient fashions or temporary opinions: they are the 
genuine progeny of common humanity, such as the world will always supply, 
and observation will always find. His persons act and speak by the in- 
fluence of those gencral passions and principles by which all minds are 
agitated, and the whole system of life is continued in motion. In the 
writings of other poets a character is too often an individual: in those of 
Shakspeare it is commonly a species, 

It is from this wide extension of design that so much instruction is 
derived. It is this which fills the plays of Shakspeare with practical 
axioms and domestic wisdom. It was said of Euripides, that every verse 
was a precept; and it may be said of Shakspeare, that from his works may 
be collected a system of civil and economical prudence. Yet his real power 
is not shewn in the splendour of particular passages, but by the progress of 
his fable, and the tenor of his dialogue: and he that tries to recommend 
him by select quotations, will succeed like the pedant in Hierocles, who, 
when he offered his house to sale, carried a brick in his pocket as a 
specimen. 

It will not easily be imagined how much Shakspeare excels in accommo- 
dating his sentiments to real life, but by comparing him with other authors. 
It was observed of the ancient schools of declamation that the more dili- 
gently they were frequented, the more was the student disqualified for the 
world, because he found nothing there which he should ever meet in any 
other place. The same remark may be applied to every stage but that of 
Shakspeare. The theatre, when it is under any other direction, is peopled 
by such characters as were never seen, conversing in a language which was 
never heard, upon topics which will never arise in the commerce of man- 
kind. But the dialogue of this author is often so evidently determined by 
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the incident which produces it, and is pursued with so much ease and sim- 
plicity, that it seems scarcely to claim the merit of fiction, but to have been 
gleaned by diligent selection out of common conversation, and common 
occurrences. 

Upon every other stage the universal agent is love, by whose power all 
good and evil is distributed, and every action quickened or retarded. To 
bring a lover, a lady, and a rival into the fable; to entangle them in contra- 
digtory obligations, perplex them with oppositions of interest, and harass 
them with violence of desires inconsistent with each other; to make them 
meet in rapture, and part in agony; to fill their mouths with hyperbolical 
joy and outrageous sorrow; to distress them as nothing human ever was 
distressed ; to deliver them as nothing human ever was delivered; is the 
business of a modern dramatist. For this, probability is violated, life is 
misrepresented, and language is depraved. But love is only one of many 
passions; and as it has no great influence upon the sum of life, it has little 
operation in the dramas of a poet, who caught his ideas from the living 
world, and exhibited only what he saw before him. He knew that any 
other passion, as it was regular or exorbitant, was a cause of happiness or 
calamity. 

Characters thus ample and general.were not easily discriminated and pre- 
served, yet perhaps no poct ever kept his personages more distinet from each 
other. I will not say with Pope, that every speech may be assigned to the 
proper speaker, because many speeches there are which have nothing cha- 
racteristical; but, perhaps, though some may be equally adapted to every 
person, it will be difficult to find that any can be properly transferred from 
the present possessor to another claimant. ‘The choice is right, when there 
is reason for choice. 

Other dramatists can only gain attention by hyperbolical or aggravated 
characters, by fabulous and unexampled excellence or depravity, as the 
writers of barbarous romances invigorated the reader by a giant and a 
dwarf; and he that should form his expectation of human affairs from the 
play, or from the tale, would be equally deceived. Shakspearce has no he- 
roes ; his scenes are occupicd only by men, who act and speak as the reader 
thinks that he should himself have spoken or acted on the same occasion: 
even where the agency is supernatural, the dialogue is level with life. Other 
writers disguise the most natural’ passions and most frequent incidents, so 
that he who contemplates them in the book will not know them in the 
world: Shakspeare approximates the remote, and familiarizes the wonder- 
ful; the event which he represents will not happen, but, if it were possible, 
its effects would probably be such as he has assigned*; and it may be said, 
that he has not only shewn human nature as it acts in real exigencies, but as 
it would be found in trials, to which it cannot be exposed. 

This therefore is the praise of Shakspeare, that his drama is the mirror of 
life; that he who has mazed his imagination, in following the phantoms 
which other writers raise up before him, may here be cured of his delirious 
ecstacies, by reading human sentiments in human language, by scenes from 
which a hermit may estimate the transactions of the world, and a confessor 
predict the progress of the passions, 

His adherence to general nature has exposed him to the censure of critics, 
who form their judgments upon narrower principles. Dennis and Rymer 
think his Romans not sufficiently Roman, and Voltaire censures his kings 


® “Querit quod nusquam est gentium, reperit tamen, 
Facit illud verisimile quod mendacium est.” 


Plauti Peeudolus, acti, sc.iv, Srsuvens, 
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as not completely royal. Dennis is offended that Menenius, a senator of 
Rome, should play the buffoon; and Voltaire perhaps thinks decency 
violated when the Danish usurper is represented as a drunkard. But 
Shakspeare always makes nature predominate over accident; and, if he 
preserves the essential character, is not very careful of distinctions superin- 
duced and adventitious. His story requires Romans or kings, but he thinks 
only on men. He knew that Rome, like every other city, had men of all 
dispositions; and wanting a buffoon, he went into the Senate-house for that 
which the senate-house would certainly have afforded him. He was in- 
clined to shew an usurper and a murdcrer not only odious, but despicable; 
he therefore added drunkenness to his other qualities, knowing tha: kings 
love wine like other men, and that wine exerts its natural power upon kings. 
These are the petty cavils of petty minds; a poet overlooks the casual dis- 
tinction of country and condition, as a painter, satisfied with the figure, 
neglects the drapery. 

‘he censure which he has incurred by mixing comic and tragic scenes, as 
it extends to all his works, deserves more consideration. Let the fact be 
first stated, and then examined. 

Shakspeare’s plays are not in the rigorous and critical sense either 
tragedies or comedies, but compositions of a distinct kind; exhibiting the 
real state of sublunary nature, which partakes of good and evil, joy and 
sorrow, mingled with endless variety of proportion and innumerable modes 
of combination; and expressing the course of the world, in which the loss of 
one is the gain of another; in which, at the same time, the reveller is hasting 
to his wine, and the mourner burying his friend; in which the malignity of 
one is sometimes defeated by the frolic of another; and many mischiefs and 
many benefits are done and hindered without design, 

Out of this chaos of mingled purposes and casualties the ancient poets, 
according to the laws which custom had prescribed, selected some the 
crimes of men, and some their absurdities; some the momentous vicissitudes 
of life, and some the lighter occurrences; some the terrors of distress, and 
some the gaietics of prosperity. Thus rose the two modes of imitation, 
known by the names of fvagedy and comedy, compositions intended to pro- 
mote different ends by contrary means, and considered as so little allied, 
that Ido not recollect among the Greeks or Romans a single writer who 
attempted both. : 

Shakspeare has united the powers of exciting laughter and sorrow not 
only in one mind, but in one composition. Almest all his plays are divided 
between serious and ludicrous characters, and, in the successive evolutions 
of the design, sometimes produce seriousness and sorrow, and sometimes 
levity and laughter. 

That this is a practice contrary to the rules of criticism will be readily 
allowed ; but there is always an appeal open from criticism to nature. The 
end of writing is to instruct; the end of poetry is to instruct by pleasing. 
That the mingled drama may convey all the instruction of tragedy or comedy 
cannot be denied, because it includes both in its alternations of exhibition, 
and approaches ncarer than either to the appearance of life, by showing how 
great machinations and slender designs may promote or obviate one another, 
and the high and the low co-operate in the general system by unavoidable 
concatenation. 

It is objected that by this change of scenes the passions are interrupted in 
their progression, and that the principal event, being not advanced by adue 
gradation of preparatory incidents, wants at last the power to move, which 
constitutes the perfection of dramatic poetry. This reasoning is so specious 
that it is received as true even by those who in daily experience feel it to be 
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false. The interchanges of mingled scenes seldom fail toproduce the intended 
vicissitudes of passion. Fiction cannot move so much but that the attention 
may be casily transferred ; and though it must be allowed that pleasing 
melancholy be sometimes interrupted by unwelcome levity, yet let it be con- 
sidered likewise that melancholy is often not pleasing, and that the distur- 
bance of one man may be the relicf of another; and that different auditors have 
different habitudes; and that, upon the whole, all pleasure consists in variety, 

The players, who in their edition divided our author's works into comedies, 
histories, and tragedies, seem not to have distinguished the three kinds by 
any very exact or definite ideas. 

An action which ended happily to the principal persons, however serious 
or distressful through its immediate incidents, in their opinion constituted a 
comedy, ‘This idea of comedy continucd long amongst us; and plays were 
written, which, by changing the catastrophe, were tragedies to-day, and 
comedies to-morrow. 

Tragedy was not in those times a poem of more general dignity or cleva- 
tion than comedy ; it required only a calamitous conclusion, with which the 
common criticism of that age was satisfied, whatever light pleasure it afforded 
in its progress. 

History was a series of actions, with no other than chronological succes- 
sion, independent on each other, and without any tendency to introduce 
or regulate the conclusion. It is not always very nicely distinguished from 
tragedy. There is not much nearer approach to unity of action in the 
tragedy of ‘‘ Antony and Cleopatra," than in the history of ‘' Richard the 
Second.” Buta history might be continucd through many plays ; as it had 
no plan, it had no limits. 

Through all these denominations of the drama Shakspeare’s mode of 
composition is the same; an interchange of seriousness and merriment, by 
which the mind is softened at one time and exhilarated at another. But 
whatever be his purpose, whether to gladden or depress, or to conduct the 
story, without vehemence or emotion, through tracts of easy and familiar 
dialogue, he never fails to attain his purpose ; as he commands us we laugh 
a2 mourn, or sit silent with quict expectation, in tranquillity without indif- 
erence. 

When Shakspeare's plan is understood most of the criticisms of Rymer 
and Voltaire vanish away. The play of ‘‘ Hamlet” is opened, without impro- 
priety, by two sentincls; Ingo bellows at Brabantio’s window, without 
injury to the scheme of the play, though in terms which a modern audience 
would not easily endure ; the character of Polonius is seasonable and useful; 
and the grave-diggers themselves may be heard with applause. 

Shakspeare engaged in dramatic poetry with the world open before him; 
the rules of the ancients were yct known to few; the public judgment was 
unformed : he had no example of such fame as might force hin upon imitae 
tion, nor critics of such authority as might restrain his extravagance; he 
therefore indulged his natural disposition; and his disposition, as Rymer 
has remarked, led him to comedy. In tragedy he often writes, with great 
aap of toil and study, what is written at last with little felicity ; but, 
in his comic scenes, he seems to produce, without labour, what no labour 
can improve. In tragedy he is always struggling after some occasion to be 
comic ; but in comedy he seems to repose, or to luxuriate, as in a mode of 
thinking congenial to his nature. In his tragic scenes there is always some- 
thing wanting, but his comedy often surpasses expectation or desire. Hig 
comedy pleases by the thoughts and the language, and his tragedy for 
the greater part by incident and action. His tragedy seems to be skill, hig 
comedy to be instinct. 
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The force of his comic scenes has suffered little diminution from the 
changes made by a century and a half, in manners or in words. As his 
personages act upon principles arising from genuine passion, very little 
modified by particular forms, their pleasures and vexations are communicable 
to all times and to all places; they are natural and therefore durable: the 
adventitious peculiarities of personal habits are only superficial dies, bright 
and pleasing for a little while, yet soon fading to a dim tinct, without any 
remains of their former lustre ; but the discriminations of true passion are 
the colours of nature: they pervade the whole mass and can only perish 
with the body that exhibits them. The accidental compositions of hetero- 
gencous modes are dissolved by the chance which combines them ; but the 
uniform simplicity of primitive qualities neither admits increase nor suffers 
decay. ‘The sand heaped by one flood is scattered by another, but the rock 
always continues in its place. ‘The stream of time, which is continually 
washing the dissoluble fabrics of other poets, passes without injury by the 
adamant of Shakspcare. 

If there be, what I believe there is, in every nation, a style which never 
becomes obsolete, a certain mode of phraseology so consonant and congenial 
to the analogy and principles of its respective language, as to remain 
settled and unaltered; this style is probably to be sought in the common 
intercourse of life, among those who speak only to be understood without 
ambition of elegance. ‘The polite are always catching modish innovations, 
and the learned depart from established forms of speech, in hope of finding 
or making better: those who wish for distinction forsake the vulgar, when 
the vulgar is right ; but there is a conversation above grossness, and below 
refinement, where propriety resides, and where this poet seems to have 
gathered his comic dialogue. He is therefore more agrceable to the ears of 
the present age than any other author equally remote, and among his other 
excellencies deserves to be studied as one of the original masters of our language. 

These observations are to be considered not as unexceptionably constant, 
but as containing general and predominant truth. Shakspeare’s familar dia- 
logue is affirmed to be smooth and clear, yet not wholly without ruggedness 
or difficulty ; as a country may be eminently fruitful, though it has spots 
unfit for cultivation : his characters are praised as natural, though their sen- 
timents are sometimes forced, and their actions improbable ; as the earth 
upon the whole is spherical, though its surface is varied with protuberances 
and cavities. 

Shakspeare with his excellencies has likewise faults, and faults sufficient 
to obscure and overwhelm any other merit. I shall show them in the pro- 
portion in which they appear to me, without envious malignity or supersti- 
tious veneration. No question can be more innocently discussed than a dead 
poet's pretensions to renown ; and little regard is due to that bigotry which 
sets candour higher than truth. 

His first defect is that to which may be imputed most of the evil in books 
orin men. He sacrifices virtue to convenience, and is so much more care- 
ful to please than to instruct that he seems to write without any moral 
purpose. From his writings, indecd, a system of social duty may be selected, 
for he that thinks reasonably must think morally; but his precepts and 
axioms drop casually from him; he makes no just distribution of good or 
evil, nor is always careful to show in the virtuous a disapprobation of the 
wicked ; he carries his persons indifferently through right and wrong, and 
at the close dismisses them without further care, and leaves their 
examples to operate by chance. ‘This fault the barbarity of his age cannot 
extenuate ; for it is always a writer's duty to make the world better, and 
justice is a virtue independent on time or place, 
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The plots are often so loosely formed that a very slight consideration may 
improve them, and so carelessly pursued that he seems not always fully to 
comprehend his own design. Iie omits opportunities of instructing or 
delighting, which the train of his story seems to force upon him, and appa- 
rently rejects those exhibitions which would be more affecting, for the sake of 
those which are more easy. 

It may be observed, that in many of his plays the latter part is evidently 
neglected. When he found himself near the end of his work, and in view 
of his reward, he shortened the labour to snatch the profit. He therefore 
remits his efforts where he should most vigorously exert them, and his cata- 
strophe is improperly produced or imperfectly represented. 

He had no regard to distinction of time or place, but gives to one age or 
nation, without scruple, the customs, institutions, and opinions of another, 
at the expense not only of likelihood but of possibility. These faults Pope has 
endeavoured, with more zeal than judgment, to transfer to his imagined 
interpolators. We need not wonder to tind Hector quoting Aristotle, when 
we see the loves of Theseus and Hippolyta combined with the gothic mytho- 
logy of fairies. Shakspeare, indeed, was not the only violator of chronology, 
for in the same age Sidney, who wanted not the advantages of learning, has, 
in his ‘‘ Arcadia,”’ confounded the pastoral with the feudal times, the days 
of innocence, quiet, and security, with tiose of turbulence, violence, and 
adventure. 

In his comic scenes he is seldom very successful when he engages his 
characters in reciprocations of smartness and contests of sarcasm : their jests 
are commonly gross, and their pleasantry licentious ; neither his gentlemen 
nor his ladies have much delicacy, nor are sufficiently distinguished from his 
clowns by any appearance of refined manners. Whether he represented the 
real conversation of his time is not easy to determine : the reign of Elizabeth 
is commonly supposed to have been a time of stateliness, formality, and re- 
serve ; yet perhaps the relaxations of that severity were not very elegant. 
There must, however, have been always some modes of gaiety preferable to 
others, and a writer ought to choose the best. 

In tragedy his performance seems constantly to be worse, as his labour is 
more. ‘The effusions of passion, which exigence forces out, are for the most 
part striking and energetic ; but whenever he solicits his invention, or strains 
his faculties, the offspring of his throes is tumour, meanness, tediousness, 
and obscurity. 

In narration he affects a disproportionate pomp of diction, and a weari- 
some train of circumlocution, and tells the incident imperfectly in many 
words, which might have been more plainly delivered in few. Narration in 
dramatic poetry is naturally tedious, as it is unanimated and inactive, and 
obstructs the progress of the action ; it should therefore always be rapid, and 
enlivened by frequent interruption. Shakspeare found it an incumbrance, 
and instead of lightening it by brevity, endeavoured to recommend it by 
dignity and splendour. 

His declamations or set speeches are commonly cold and weak, for his 
power was the power of nature ; when he endeavoured, like other tragic 
writers, to catch opportunities of amplification, and instead of inquiring what 
the occasion demanded, to show how much his stores of knowledge could 
supply, he seldom escapes without the pity or resentment of his reader. 

It is incident to him to be now and then entangled with an unwieldy sen- 
timent, which he cannot well express, and will not reject; he struggles with 
ita while, and, if it continues stubborn, comprises it in words such as 
occur, and leaves it to be disentangled and evolved by those who have more 
leisure to bestow upon it. 

LL 
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Not that always where the language is intricate the thought is subtle, or 
the image always great where the line is bulky; the equality of words to 
things is very often neglected, and trivial sentiments and vulgar ideas dis- 
appoint the attention, to which they are recommended by sonorous epithets 
and swelling figures. 

But the admirers of this great poet have most reason to complain when he 
approaches nearest to his highest excellence, and scems fully resolved to sink 
them in dejection, and mollify them with tender emotions, by the fal’ of 
greatness, the danger of innocence, or the crosses of love. What he does 
best, he soon ceases to do. He is not soft and pathetic without some idle 
conceit or contemptible equivocation. He no sooner hegins to move than 
he counteracts himself; and terror and pity, as they are rising in the mind, 

are checked and blasted by sudden tngidity. 
- A quibble is to Shakspeare what luminous vapours are to the traveller ; 
he follows it at all adventures : it issuré to lead him out of his way, and sure 
to engulf him in the mire. It has some malignant power over his mind, and 
its fascinations are irresistible. Whatever be the dignity or profundity of his 
disquisition, whether he be enlarging knowledge or exalting affection, whether 
he be amusing attention with incidents, or enchaining it in suspense, let but 
a quibble spring up before him, and he leaves his work unfinished. A quibble 
is the golden apple for which he will always turn aside from his career, or 
stoop from his elevation. A quibble, poor and barren as it is, gave him such 
delight that he was content to purchase it by the sacrifice of reason, pro- 

riety, and truth. A quibble was to him the fatal Cleopatra for which he 
fost the world, and was content to lose it. 

It will be thought strange that, in enumerating the defects of this writer, 
I have not yet mentioned his neglect of the unities ; his violation of those 
laws which have been instituted and established by the joint authority of posts 
‘and critics. 

For his other deviations from the art of writing I resign him to critical 
justice, without making any other demand in his favour than that which 
must be indulged to all human excellence—that his virtues be rated with 
his failings: but from the censure which this irregularity may bring upon 
him, I shall, with due reverence to that learning which I must oppose, 
adventure to try how I can defend him. 

His histories, being neither tragedies nor comedies, are not subject to any 
of their laws ; nothing more is necessary to all the praise which they expect 
than that the changes of action be so prepared as to be understood ; that 
the incidents be various and affecting, and the characters consistent, natural, 
and distinct. No other unity is intended, and therefore none is to be sought. 

In his other works he has well enough preserved the unity of action. He 
has not, indeed, an intrigue regularly perplexed and regularly unravelled : 
he does not endcavour to hide his design only to discover it, for this is sel- 
dom the order of real events, and Shakspeare is the poet of nature: but his 
plan has commonly, what Aristotle requires, a beginning, a middle, and an 
end ; one event is concatenated with another, and the conclusion follows b 
easy consequence. ‘There are perhaps some incidents that might be spared, 
as in other poets there is much talk that only fills up time upon the stage; 
but the general system makes gradual advances, and the end of the play is 
the end of expectation. 

To the unities of time and place he has shown no regard; and per- 
haps a nearer view of the principles on which they stand will diminish their 
value, and withdraw from them the veneration which, from the time of 
Corneille, they have very generally received, by discovering that they have 
given more trouble to the poet than pleasure to the auditor. 
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The necessity of observing the unities of time and place arises from the 
supposed necessity of making the drama credible. ‘The critics hold it im- 
possible that an action of months or years can be possibly believed to pass 
in three hours; or that the spectator can suppose himself to sit in the theatre, 
while ambassadors go and return between distant kings, while armies are 
levied and towns besieged, while an exile wanders and returns, or till he 
whom they saw courting his mistress shall lament the untimely fall of his 
son. The mind revolts from evident falsehood, and fiction loses its force 
wken it departs from the resemblance of reality. 

From the narrow limitation of time necessarily arises the contraction of 
place. The spectator, who knows that he saw the first act at Alexandria, 
cannot suppose that he sees the next at Rome, at a distance to which not 
the dragons of Medea could, in so short atime, have transported him ; he 
knows with certainty that he has not changed his place ; and he knows that 
place cannot change itself; that what was a house cannot become a plain ; 
that what was ‘Thebes can never be Persepolis. 

Suchis the triumphant language with which a critic exults over the misery of 
an irregular poet, and exults commonly without resistance or reply. It is time, 
therefore, to tell him by the authority of Shakspeare, that he assumes as an 
unquestionable principle a position which, while his breath is forming it 
into words, his understanding pronounces to be false. It is false that any 
representation is mistaken for reality ; that any dramatic fable in its mate- 
riality was ever credible, or, for a single moment, was ever credited. 

The objcction arising from the impossibility of passing the first hour at 
Alexandria, and the next at Rome, supposes, that when the play opens, the 
spectator Ree imagines himself at Alexandria, and believes that his walk 
to the theatre has been a voyage to l’gypt, and that he lives in the days of 
Antony and Cleopatra. Surely he that imagines this may imagine more. 
He that can take the stage at one time for the palace of the Ptolemies, may 
take it in half an hour for the promontory of Actium. Delusion, if delusion 
be admitted, has no certain limitation ; if the spectator can be once per- 
suaded that his old acquaintance are Alexander and Cwesar, that a room illu- 
minated with candles is the plain of Pharsalia, or the bank of Granicus, he 
is ina state of elevation above the reach of reason, or of truth, and, from the 
heights of empyrean poetry, may despise the circumscriptions of terrestrial 
nature. There is no reason why a mind thus wandering in ecstasy should 
count the clock, or why an hour should not be a century in that calenture of 
the brain that can make the stage a field. 

The truth is, that the spectators are always in their senses, and know, from 
the first act to the last, that the stage is only a stage, and that the players 
are only playcrs. ‘They came to hear a certain number of lines recited with just 
gesture and elegant modulation. ‘The lines relate to some action, and an 
action must be in some place; but the different actions that complete a 
story may be in places very remote from each other ; and where is the ab- 
surdity of allowing that space to represent first Athens, and then Sicily, 
which was always known to be neither Sicily nor Athens, but a modern 
theatre ? 

By supposition, as place is introduced, time may be extended; the time 
required by the fable elapses for the most part between the acts; for, of so 
much of the action as is represented, the real and poetical duration is the same. 
If, in the first act, preparations for war against Mithridates are represented 
to be made in Rome, the event of the war may, without absurdity, be re- 

resented, in the catastrophe, as happening in Pontus; we know that there 
is neither war, nor preparation for war; we know that we are ncither in Rome 
nor Pontus; that neither Mithridates nor Lucullus are befure us, The 
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drama exhibits successive imitations of successive actions; and why may not 
the second imitation represent an action that happencd years after the first, 
if it be so connected with it, that nothing but time can be supposed to inter- 
vene? Time is, of all modes of existence, most obsequious to the imagina- 
tion; a lapse of years is as easily conceived as a passage of hours. ~ In con- 
templation we easily contract the time of real actions, and therefore willingly 
permit it to be contracted when we only see their imitation. 

It will be asked how the drama moves, if it is not credited ? It is credited 
with all the credit due toa drama. It is credited, whenever it moves, as a 
just picture of a real original; as representing to the auditor what he would 
himself feel, if he were to do or suffer what is there feigned to be suffered or 
to be done. The reflection that strikes the heart is not that the evils before 
us are real evils, but that they are evils to which we ourselves may be ex- 
posed, If there be any fallacy, it is not that we fancy the players, but that 
we fancy ourselves unhappy for a moment; but we rather lament the 
possibility than suppose the presence of misery, as a mother weeps over her 
babe, when she remembers that death may take it from her. ‘The delight of 
tragedy proceeds from our consciousness of fiction; if we thought murders 
and treasons real, they would please no more. 

Imitations produce pain or pleasure, not because they are mistaken for 
realities, but because they bring realities to mind. When the imagination 
is recreated by a painted landscape, the trees are not supposed capable to 
give us shade, or the fountains coolness ; but we consider how we should be 
pleased with such fountains playing beside us, and such woods waving over 
us. We arc agitated in reading the history of Henry the Fifth, yet no man’ 
takes his book for the field of Agincourt. A dramatic exhibition is a book 
recited with concomitants that increase or diminish its effect. Familiar 
comedy is often more powerful on the theatre than in the page; impcrial 
tragedy is always less. The humour of Petruchio may be heightened by 
grimace; but what voice or what gesture can hope to add dignity or force to 
the soliloquy of Cato? 

A play read affects the mind like a play acted. It is therefore evident 
that the action is not supposed to be real; and it follows, that between the 
acts a longer or shorter time may be allowed to pass, and that no more 
account of space or duration is to be taken by the auditor of a drama, than 
by the reader of a narrative, before whom may pass in an hour the life of a 
hero, or the revolutions of an empire. 

Whether Shakspeare knew the unities, and rejected them by design, or 
deviated from them by happy ignorance, it is, 1 think, impossible to decide, 
and useless to inquire. We may reasonably suppose that, when he rose to 
notice, he did not want the counsels and admonitions of scholars and critics, 
and that he at last deliberately persisted in a practice which he might have 
begun by chance. As nothing is essential to the fable but unity of action, 
and as the unities of time and place arise evidently from false assumptions, 
and, by circumscribing the extent of the drama, lessen its variety, I cannot 
think it much to be lamented that they were not known by him, or not 
observed: nor, if such another poet could arise, should I very vehemently 
reproach him, that his first act passed at Venice, and his next in Cyprus. 
Such violations of rules merely positive become the comprehensive genius of 
Shakspeare, and such censures are suitable to the minute and slender 
criticism of Voltaire. 

* Non usque adco permiscuit imis 
Longus summa dies, ut non, si voce Metelli 
Serventur leges, malint 4 Cesare tolli.” 


Yet when I speak thus slightly of dramatic rules, I cannot but recollect 
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how much wit and learning may be produced against me: before such 
authorities 1 am afraid to stand, not that I think the present question one 
of those that are to be decided by mere authority, but because it is to be 
Suspected that these precepts have not been so easily received, but for 
better reasons than I have yet been able to find. The result of my inquiries, 
in which it would be ludicrous to boast of impartiality, is, that the unities of 
tige and place are not essential to a just drama; that though they may 
sometimes conduce to pleasure they are always to be sacrificed to the nobler 
beauties of varicty and instruction ; and that a play written with nice obser- 
vation of critical rules, is to be contemplated as an claborate curiosity, as 
the product of superfluous and ostentatious art, by which is shown, rather 
what is possible, than what is necessary. 

He that, without diminution of any other excellence, shall preserve all the 
unities unbroken, deserves the like applause with the architect, who shall 
display all the orders of architecture in a citadel, without any deduction 
from its strength: but the principal beauty of a citadel is to exclude the 
ee and the greatest graces of a play are to copy nature, and instruct 
ife. 

Perhaps, what I have here not dogmatically but deliberately written, may 
recall the principles of the drama to a new examination. I am almost 
frightened at my own temerity; and when I estimate the fame and the 
strength of those that maintain the contrary opinion, am ready to sink 
down in reverential silence; as Aéneas withdrew from the defence of Troy, 
when hesaw Neptune shaking the wall, and Juno heading the besiegers. 

Those whom my arguments cannot persuade to give their approbation to 
the judgment of Shakspeare, will easily, if they consider the condition of 
his life, make some allowance for his ignorance. 

Every man’s performances, to be rightly estimated, must be compared 
with the state of the age in which he lived, and with his own particular 
opportunities ; and though tothe reader a book be not worse or better for the 
circumstances of the author, yet as there is always a silent reference of 
human works to human abilities, and as the inquiry, now far may a man 
extend his designs, or how high he may rate his native force, is of far greater 
dignity than in what rank we shall place any particular performance, 
curiosity is always busy to discover the instruments, as well as to survey the 
workmanship, to know how much is to be ascribed to original powers, and how 
much to casual and adventitious help. ‘The palaccs of Peru or Mexico 
were certainly mean and incommodious habitations, if compared to the 
houses of European monarchs; yet who could forbear to view them with 
astonishment who remembered that they were built without the use of 
iron? 

The English nation, in the time of Shakspeare, was yet struggling ta 
emerge from barbarity. The philology of Italy had been transplanted hither 
in the reign of Henry the Eighth; and the learned languages had been 
successfully cultivated by Lilly, Linacre, and More; by Pole, Cheke, and 
Gardiner; and afterwards by Smith, Clerk, Haddon, and Ascham. Greek 
was now taught to boys in the principal schools; and those who united 
elegance with learning, read, with great diligence, the Italian and Spanish 
poets. But literature was yet confined to professed scholars, or to men and 
women of high rank. The public was gross and dark ; and to be able to 
read and write was an accomplishment still valued for its rarity. 

Nations, like individuals, have their infancy. A people newly awakened 
to literary curiosity, being yet unacquainted with the true state of things, 
knows not how to judge of that which is proposed as its resemblance. 
Whatever is remote from common appearances is alwaya welcome to vulgar, 
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as to childish credulity ; and of a country unenlightened by learning, the 
whole people is the vulgar. The study of those who then aspired to plebeian 
learning was laid out upon adventures, giants, dragons, and enchantments. 
**The Death of Arthur” was the favourite volume. 

The mind which has feasted on the luxurious wonders of fiction has no 
taste of the insipidity of truth. A play which imitated only the common 
occurrences of the world, would, upon the admirers of ‘‘ Palmerin” and 
‘*Guy of Warwick” have made little impression ; he that wrote for such an 
audience was under the neccssity of looking round for strange events and 
fabulous transactions ; and that incredibility by which maturer knowledge 
is offended was the chief recommendation of writings to unskilful cu- 
riosity. 

Our author’s plots are generally borrowed from novels; and it is 
reasonable to suppose that he chose the most popular, such as were read 
by many, and related by more; for his audience could not have followed 
him through the intricacies of the drama had they not held the thread of the 
Story in their hands. 

The stories, which we now find only in remoter authors, were in his time 
accessible and familiar. The fable of ‘‘As You Like It,’ which is supposed 
to be copied from Chaucer's ‘‘Gamelyn,” was a little pamphlet of those 
times; and old Mr. Cibber remembered the tale of ‘‘ Hamlet’ in plain 
English prose, which the critics have now to seek in Saxo Grammaticus. 

His Inglish histories he took from English chronicles and English ballads : 
and as the ancicnt writers were made known to his countrymen by versions, 
they supplied him with new subjects; he dilated some of Plutarch’s lives 
into plays, when they had been translated by North. 

His plots, whether historical or fabulous, are always crowded with inci- 
dents, by which the attention of a rude people was more easily caught than 
by sentiment or argumentation ; and such is the power of the marvellous, 
even over those who despise it, that every man finds his mind more strongly 
scized by the tragedies of Shakspeare than of any other writer: others please 
us by particular speeches ; but he always makes us anxious for the event, 
and has perhaps excelled all but Homer in securing the first purpose of a 
writer, by exciting restless and unquenchable curiosity, and compelling him 
that reads his work to read it through. 

The shows and bustle with which his plays abound have the same ori- 
ginal. As knowledge advances, pleasure passes from the eye to the ear, but 
returns, as it declines, from the ear to the eye. Those to whom our author's 
labours were exhibited had more skill in pomps or processions than in 
poctical language, and perhaps wanted some visible and discriminated events, 
as comments on the dialogue. He knew how he should most please ; and 
whether his practice is more agreeable to nature, or whether his example has 
prejudiced the nation, we still tind that on our stage something must be done 
as well as said, and inactive declamation is very coldly heard, however 
musical or elegant, passionate or sublime. 

Voltaire expresses his wonder that our author's extravagancies are en- 
dured by a nation which has seen the tragedy of ‘‘Cato.” Let him be 
answered, that Addison speaks the language of poets ; and Shakspeare, of 
then. We find in ‘‘Cato” innumerable beauties which enamour us of its 
author, but we see nothing that acquaints us with human sentiments or 
human actions; we place it with the fairest and the noblest progeny which 
judgment propagates by conjunction with learning; but ‘‘ Othello’ is the 
vigorous and vivacious offspring of observation impregnated by genius. 
‘Cato’ affords a splendid exhibition of artificial and fictitious manners, and 
delivers just and noble sentiments, in diction easy, elevated, and harmonious, 
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but its hopes and fears communicate no vibration to the heart; the compo- 
sition refers us only to the writer; we pronounce the name of Cato, but we 
think on Addison. 

The work of a correct and regular writer is a garden accurately formed 
and diligently planted, varied with shades, and sccnted with flowers ; the 
composition of Shakspeare is a forest, in which onks extend their branches, 
and pines tower in the air, interspersed sometimes with weeds and brambles, 
aad sometimes giving shelter to myrtles and to roses ; filling the eye with 
awful pomp, and gratifying the mind with endless diversity. Other poets 
display cabinets of precious rarities, minutely finished, wrought into shape, 
and polished into brightness. Shakspeare opens a mine which contains 
gold and diamonds in unexhaustible plenty, though clouded by incrusta- 
tions, debased by impurities, and mingled with a mass of meaner minerals. 

It has been much disputed whether Shakspeare owed his excellence to 
his own native force, or whether he had the common helps of scholastic 
education, the precepts of critical science, and the examples of ancient 
authors. 

There has always prevailed a tradition that Shakspeare wanted learning, 
that he had no regular education, nor much skill in the dead languages. 
Jonson, his friend, affirms, that he had small Latin, and less Greek; who, 
besides that he had no imaginable temptation to falschood, wrote at a time 
when the character and acquisitions of Shakspeare were known to multitudes. 
His evidence ought therefore to decide the controversy, unless some testi- 
mony of equal force could be opposed. 

Some have imagined that they have discovered deep learning in many 
ymitations cf old writers ; but the examples which I have known urged were 
drawn from books translated in his time; or were such easy coincidences of 
thought as will happen to all who consider the saine subjects; or such 
remarks on life or axioms of morality as float in conversation, and are trans- 
mitted through the world in proverbial sentences. 

I have found it remarked that, in this important sentence, Go before, [Ul 
follow, we read a translation of, J pr, seguar. T have been told that when 
Caliban, after a pleasing dream, says, J cry'd to sleep again, the author 
imitates Anacreon, who had, like cvery other man, the same wish on the 
same occasion. 

There are a few passages which may pass for imitations, hut so few, that 
the exception only confirms the rule; he obtained them from accidental 
quotations, or by oral communication, and as he used what he had, would 
have used more if he had obtained it. 

The ‘‘Comedy of Errors’ is confessedly taken from the A/ena@chmz of 
Plautus; from the only play of Plautus which was then in English. What 
can be more probable than that he who copied that would have copied 
more ; but that those which were not translated were inaccessible ? 

Whether he knew the modern languages is uncertain. That his plays 
have some French scenes proves but little ; he might easily procure them to 
be written, and probably, even though he had known the language in the 
common degree, he could not have written it without assistance. In the 
story of ‘‘Romeo and Juliet” he is observed to have followed the English 
translation, where it deviates from the Italian: but this on the other part 
proves nothing against his knowledge of the original. He was to copy, not 
what he knew himself, but what was known to his audience. 

It is most likely that he had learned Latin sufficiently to make him ac 
quainted with construction, but that he never advanced to an easy perusal 
of the Roman authors. Concerning his skill in modern languages, I can 
find no sufficient ground of determination ; but as no imitations of French 
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or Italian authors have been discovered, though the Italian poetry was then 
high in esteem, I am inclined to believe tfat he read little more than | 
English, and chose for his fables only such tales as he found translated. 

That much knowledge is scattered over his works is very justly observed 
by Pope; but it is often such knowledge as books did not supply. He that 
will understand Shakspeare must not be content to study him in the closet: 
he must look for his meaning sometimes among the sports of the ficld, and 
sometimes among the manufactures of the shop. . 

There is, howevcr, proof cnough that he was a very diligcnt reader; no 
was our language then so indigent of books but that he might very liberaliy 
indulge his curiosity without excursion into foreign literature. Many of the 
Roman authors were translated, and some of the Greck; the Reformation 
had filled the kingdom with theological learning ; most of the topics of 
human disquisition had found English writers; and poctry had been cul- 
tivated, not only with diligence, but success. This was a stock of knowledge 
sufficient for a mind so capable of appropriating and improving it. 

But the greater part of his excellence was the product of his own genius. 
He found the Inglish stage in a state of the utmost rudeness; no essays 
either in tragedy or comedy had appeared, from which it could be disco- 
vered to what degree of delight either one or other might be carried. Neither 
character nor dialogue were yet understood. Shakspeare may be truly said 
to have introduced them both amongst us, and in some of his happier 
scenes to have carricd them both to the utmost height. 

By what gradations of improvement he proceeded is not easily known ; 
for the chronology of his works is yet unsettled. Rowe is of opinion that 
‘‘perhaps we are not to look for his beginning, like those of other writers, 
in his least perfect works ; art had so little, and nature so large a share in 
what he did, that for aught I know,” says he, ‘‘the performances of his 
youth, as they were the most vigorous, were the best.’’ But the power of 
nature is only the power of using to any certain purpose the materials which 
diligence procures, or opportunity supplies. Nature gives no man know- 
ledge, and when images are collected by study and expcrience, can only 
assist in combining or applying them, Shakspeare, however favoured by 
nature, could impart only what he had learned ; and as he must increase 
his ideas, like other mortals, by gradual acquisition, he, like them, grew 
wiser as he grew older, could display life better as he knew it more, and 
instruct with more efficacy as he was himsclf more amply instructed. 

There is a vigilance of observation and accuracy of distinction which 

books and precepts cannot confer ; from this almost al] original and native 
excellence proceeds. Shakspeare must have looked upon mankind with 
-perspicacity, in the highest degree curious and attentive. Other writers 
borrow their characters from preceding writers, and diversify them only by 
the accidental appendages of present manners ; the dress is a little varied, 
but the body is the same. Our author had both matter and form to provide; 
for, except the characters of Chaucer, to whom I think he is not much in- 
debted, there were no writers in English, and perhaps not many in other 
modern languages, which shewed life in its native colours, 

The contest about the original benevolence or malignity of man had not 
yet commenced. Speculation had not yet attempted to analyse the mind, 
to trace the passions to their sources, to unfold the seminal principles of 
vice and virtue, or sound the depths of the heart for the motives of action. 
All those inquiries, which from that time that human nature became the 
fashionable study, have been masle sometimes with nice discernment, but 
often with idle subtlety, were yet unattempted. The tales, with which the 
infancy of learning was satisfied, exhibited only the superficial appearances 
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of action, related the events, but omitted the causes, and were formed for 
such as delighted in wonders rather than in truth. Mankind was not then 
to be studied in the closet; he that would know the world was under the 
necessity of gleaning his own remarks, by mingling as he could in its busi- 
ness and amusements. 

Boyle congratulated himself upon his high birth, because it favoured his 
curiosity, by facilitating his access, Shakspeare had no such advantage ; 
hg came to London a needy adventurer, and lived for a time by very mean 
employments. Many works of genius and learning have been performed in 
States of life that appear very little favourable to thought or to inquiry; so 
many, that he who considers them is inclined to think that he sees enter- 
prize and perseverance predominating over all external agency, and bidding 
help and hindrance vanish before them. The genius of Shakspeare was 
not to be depressed by the weight of poverty, nor limited by the narrow con- 
versation to which men in want are inevitably condemned; the incumbrances 
of his fortune were shaken from his mind, as dewdrops from a lion's mane. 

Though he had so many difficulties to encounter, and so little assistance 
to surmount them, he has been able to obtain an exact knowledge of many 
modes of life, and many casts of native dispositions; to vary them with great 
multiplicity; to mark them by nice distinctions; and to shew them in full 
view by proper combinations. In this part of his performances he had none 
to imitate, but has been himself imitated by all succeeding writers; and it 
may be doubted whether from all his successors more maxims of theoretical 
knowledge, or more rules of practical prudence, can be collected, than he 
alone has given to his country. 

Nor was his attention confined to the actions of men; he was an exact 
surveyor of the inanimate world; his descriptions have always some pceculia- 
rities, gathered by contemplating things as they really exist. It may be ob- 
served that the oldest poets of many nations preserve their reputation, and 
that the following generations of wit, after a short celebrity, sink into 
oblivion. The first, whoever they be, must take their sentiments and de- 
scriptions immediately from knowledge; the resemblance is therefore just, 
their descriptions are verified by every eye, and their sentiments acknow- 
ledged by every breast. ‘Those whom their fame invites to the same studies 
copy partly them, and partly nature, till the books of one age gain such 
authority as to stand in the place of nature to another, and imitation, al- 
ways deviating a little, becomes at last capricious andcasual. Shakspeare, 
whether life or nature be his subject, shews plainly that he has seen with his 
own eyes; he gives the image which he receives, not weakened or distorted 
by the intervention of any other mind; the ignorant feel his representations 
to be just, and the learned see that they are complete. 

Perhaps it would not be easy to find any author, except Homer, who in- 
vented so much as Shakspeare, who so much advanced the studies which 
he cultivated, or effused so much novelty upon his age orcountry. ‘Lhe 
form, the characters, the language, and the shows of the English drama are 
his. ‘'He seems,” says Dennis, ‘‘to have been the very original of our 
English tragical harmony, that is, the harmony of blank verse, diversified 
often by dissyllable and trisyllable terminations. For the diversity dis- 
tinguishes it from heroic harmony, and by bringing it nearer to common use 
makes it more proper to gain attention, and more fit for action and dialogue. 
Such verse we make when we are writing prose; we make such verse in 
common conversation.” 

I know not whether this praise is rigorously just. The dissyllable ter- 
mination, which the critic rightly appropriates to the drama, is to be found, 
though, I think, not in ‘‘Gorboduc,” which is confessedly before our 
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author; yet in ‘' Hieronymo,’* of which the date is not certain, but which 
there is reason to believe at least as old as his earlicst plays. This however 
is certain, that he is the first who taught either tragedy or comedy to please, 
there being no theatrical piece of any older writer of which the name is 
known, except to antiquaries and collectors of books, which are sought be- 
cause they are scarce, and would not have been scarce had they been much 
esteemed. 

To him we must ascribe the praise, unless Spenser may divide it with 
him, of having first discovered to how much smoothness and harmony the 
English language could be softened. He has speeches, perhaps sometimes 
scenes, which have all the delicacy of Rowe, without his effeminacy. He 
endeavours indeed commonly to strike by the force and vigour of his 
dialogue, but he never executes his purpose better than when he tries to 
soothe by softness. 

Yet it must be at least confessed that as we owe everything to him, he 
owes something to us; that, if much of his praise is paid by perception and 
judgment, much is likewise given by custom and veneration. We fix ou 
eyes upon his graces, and turn thcm from his deformities, and endure in him 
what we should in another loathe or despise. If we endured without praising, 
respect for the father of our drama might excuse us; but I have seen, in the 
book of some modern critic, a collection of anomalies, which show that he 
has corrupted language by every mode of depravation, but which his 
admirer has accumulated as a monument of honour. 

He has scenes of undoubted and perpetual excellence; but perhaps not 
one play, which, if it were now exhibited as the work of a contemporary 
writer, would be heard to the conclusion. Iam indeed far from thinking 
that his works were wrought to his own ideas of perfection; when they were 
such as would satisfy the audience, they satisfied the writer. It is seldom 
that authors, though more studious of fame than Shakspeare, rise much 
above the standard of their own age; to add a little to what is best will al- 
ways be sufficient for present praise, and those who find themselves exalted 
into fame are willing to credit thcir encomiasts, and to spare the labour of 
contending with themselves. 

It does not appear that Shakspeare thought his works worthy of 
posterity, that he levied any ideal tribute upon future times, or had any 
further prospect than of present popularity and present profit. When his 
plays had been acted his hope was at an end; he solicited no addition of 
honour from the reader. He therefore made no scruple to repeat the same 
jests in many dialogues, or to entangle different plots by the same knot of 
perplexity; which may be at least forgiven him by those who recollect, 
that of Congreve’s four comedies two are concluded by a marriage in a 
mask, by a deception which perhaps never happened, and which, whether 
likely or not, he did not invent. 

So careless was this great poet of future fame that, though he retired to 
ease and pleuty while he was yet little declined into the vale of years, before 
he could be disgusted with fatigue, or disabled by infirmity, he made no 
collection of his works, nor desired to rescue those that had been already 
published from the depravations that obscured them, or secure to the rest a 
better destiny, by giving them to the world in their genuine state. 

Of the plays which bear the name of Shakspeare in the late editions, the 
greater part were not published till about seven years after his death; and 
the few which appeared in his life are apparently thrust into the world with- 
out the care of the author, and therefore probably without his knowledge. 


"It appears, from the induction of Ben Jonson’s “ Bartholomew Fair,’ to have 
been acted before the year 1590.—Srszvens. 
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Of all the publishers, clandestine or professed, the negligence and unskil- 
fulness has by the late revisers been sufficiently shown. The faults of all 
are indecd numerous and gross, and have not only corrupted many passages 
perhaps beyond recovery, but have brouglit others into suspicion, which are 
only obscured by obsolete phraseology, or by the writer's unskilfulness and 
affectation. To alter is more casy than to explain, and temerity is a more 
cemmon quality than diligence. ‘Those who saw that they must employ 
conjecture to a certain degree, were willing to indulge ita little further. 
Had the author published his own works, we should have sat quictly down 
to disentangle his intricacics, and clear his obscuritics; but now we tear 
what we cannot loose, and eject what we happen not to understand, 

The faults are more than could have happened without the concurrence of 
many causes. ‘The style of Shakspeare was in itself ungrammatical, per- 
plexed, and obscure; his works were transcribed for the players by those 
who may be supposed to have seldom understood them; they were trans- 
mitted by copicrs equally unskilful, who still multiplied errors; they were 
perhaps sometimes mutilated by the actors, for the sake of shortening the 
speeches; and were at last printed without correction of the press. 

In this state they remained, not as Dr. Warburton supposes, because they 
were unregarded, but because the editor’s art was not yet applied to modern 
languages, and our ancestors were accustomed to so much negligence of 
English printers that they could very patiently endure it. At last an edition 
was undertaken by Rowe; not because a poet was to be published bya 
poet, for Rowe seems to have thought very little on correction or explanation ; 
but that our author's works might appear like those of his fraternity, with 
the appendages of a life and recommendatory preface. Rowe has been 
clamorously blamed for not performing what he did not undertake ; and it 
is time that justice be done him, by confessing that though he seems to have 
had no thought of corruption beyond the printer's errors, yet he has made 
many emendations, if they were not made before, which his successors have 
received without acknowledgment, and which, if they had produced them, 
would have filled pages and pages with censures of the stupidity by which 
the faults were committed, with displays of the absurdities which they in- 
volved, with ostentatious exposition of the new reading, and self-congratula- 
tions on the happiness of discovering. 

As of the other editors I have preserved the prefaces, I have likewise bor- 
rowed the author's life from Rowe, though not written with much elegafce 
or spirit ; it relates, however, what is now to be known, and therefore de- 
serves to pass through all succeeding publications. 

The nation had been for many years content enough with Mr. Rowe's 
performance, when Mr. Pope made them acquainted with the true state of 
Shakspeare’s text, showed that it was extremely corrupt, and gave reason 
to hope that there were means of reforming it. He collated the old copies, 
which none had thought to examine before, and restored many lines to their 
integrity ; but, by a very compendious criticism, he rejected whatever he 
disliked, and thought more of amputation than of cure. 

I know not why he is commended by Dr. Warburton for distinguishing the 
genuine from the spurious plays. In this choice he exerted no judgment of 
his own ; the plays which he received were given by Hemings and Condel, 
the first editors; and those which he rejected, though, according to the 
licentiousness of the press in those times, they were printed during Shak- 
speare's life, with his name, had been omitted by his friends, and were never 
added to his works before the edition of 1664, from which they were copied 
by the later printers. 

This is a work which Pope seems to have thought unworthy of his abilities, 
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being rot able to suppress his contempt of the dull duty of un editor, We 
understood but halt his undertaking. The duty of a collator is indeed dull, 
yet, like other tedious tasks, is very necessary; but an emendatory criti¢ 
would ill discharge his duty without qualities very different from dulness, 
In perusing a corrupted piece he must have before him all possibilities of 
meaning, with all possibilities of expression. Such must be his comprehen- 
sion of thought, and such his copiousness of language. Out of many read- 
ings possible he must be able to select that which best suits with the state, 
opinions, and modes of language prevailing In every age, and with his 
author's particular cast of thought and turn of expression. Such must be 
his knowledge, and such his taste. Conjectural criticism demands more than 
humanity possesses, and he that exercises it with most praise has very fre- 
quent need of indulgence. Let us now be told no more of the dull duty of 
an editor. 

Confidence is the common consequence of success. They whose excellence 
of any kind has been loudly celebrated are ready to conclude that their 
powers are universal. Pope's edition fell below his own expectations, and 
he was so much offended when he was found to have left anything for others 
todo, that he passed the latter part of his life in a state of hostility with 
verbal criticism. 

I have retained all his notes, that no fragment of so great a writer may be 
lost ; his preface, valuable alike for elegance of composition and justness of 
remark, and containing a general criticism on his author, so extensive that 
little can be added, and so exact that little can be disputed, every editor has 
an interest to suppress, but that every reader would demand its insertion. 

Pope was succeeded by Theobald, a man of narrow comprehension, and 
small acquisitions, with no native and intrinsic splendour of genius, with 
little of the artificial light of learning, but zealous for minute accuracy, and 
not negligent in pursuing it. He collated the ancient copies, and rectified 
many errors. A man so anxiously scrupulous might have been expected to 
do more, but what little he did was commonly right. 

In his reports of copies and editions he is not to be trusted without ex- 
amination. He speaks sometimes indefinitely of copies, when he has only 
one, In his enumcration of editions, he mentions the two first folios as of 
high, and the third folio as of middle authority ; but the truth is, that the 
first is equivalent to all others, and that the rest only deviate from it by the 
printer's negligence. Whoever has any of the folios has all, excepting those 
diversities which mere reiteration of editions will produce. I collated them 
all at the beginning, but afterwards used only the first. 

Of his notes I have generally retained those which he retained himself in 
his second edition, except when they were confuted by subsequent annotators, 
or were too minute to merit preservation. I have sometimes adopted his 
restoration of a comma, without inserting the panegyric in which he cele- 
brated himself for his achievement. The exuberant excrescence of his diction 
I have often lopped, his triumphant exultations over Pope and Rowe I have 
sometimes suppressed, and his contemptible ostentation I have frequently con-~ 
cealed ; but I have in some places shown him, as he would have shown him- 
self, for the reader’s diversion, that the inflated emptincss of some notes 
may justify or excuse the contraction of the rest. 

Theobald, thus weak and ignorant, thus mean and faithless, thus petulant 
and ostentatious, by the good luck of having Pope for his enemy, has 
escaped alone, with reputation, from this undertaking. So willingly does the 
world support those who solicit favour, against those who command reverence; 
and so easily is he praised, whom no man can envy. 

Our author fell then into the hands of Sir Thomas Hanmer, the Oxford 
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editor, a man in my opinion eminently qualified by nature for such studies. 
He had, what is the first requisite to emendatory criticism, that intuition by 
which the poet’s intention is immediately discovered, and that dexterity of 
intellect which dispatches its work by the easiest means. He had un- 
doubtedly read much; his acquaintance with customs, opinions, and 
traditions seems to have been large; and he is often learned without show. 
He seldom passes what he does not understand without an attempt to find 
gr to make a meaning, and sometimes hastily makes what a little more at- 
tention would have found, He is solicitous to reduce to grammar what he 
could not be sure that his author intended to be grammatical. Shakspeare 
regarded more the series of ideas than of words; and his language, not 
being designed for the reader’s desk, was all that he desired it to be, if it 
conveyed his meaning to the audience. 

IHianmer's care of the metre has been too violently censured. We found 
the measure rcformed in so many passages by the silent labours of some 
editors, with the silent acquisition of the rest, that he thought himself allowed 
to extend a little further the licence, which had already becn carried so far 
without reprehension ; and of his corrections in general it must be confessed 
that they are often just, and made commonly with the least possible violation 
of the text. 

But, by inserting his emendations, whether invented or borrowed into the 
page, without any notice of varying copies, he has appropriated the labours 
of his predecessors, and made his own edition of little authority. His con- 
fidence indeed, both in himself and others, was too great ; he supposes all 
to be right that was done by Pope and Theobald ; he seems not to suspect 
a critic of fallibility ; and it was but reasonable that he should claim what 
he so liberally granted. 

As he never writes without careful inquiry and diligent consideration, 
I have reccived all his notes, and believe that every reader will wish for 
more. 

Of the last editor it is more difficult to speak. Respect is due to high 
place, tenderness to living reputation, and veneration to genius and learn- 
ing ; but he cannot be justly offended at that liberty of which he has himself 
so frequently given an example, not very solicitous what is thought of notes, 
which he ought never to have considered as a part of his serious employ- 
ments, and which, I suppose, since the ardour of composition is remitted, 
he no longer numbers among his happy effusions. 

The original and predominant error of his commentary is acquiescence 
in his first thoughts ; that precipitation which is produced by consciousness 
of quick discernment ; and that confidence which presumes to do, by sur- 
veying the surface, what labour only can perform by penetrating the bottom. 
His notes exhibit sometimes perverse interpretations, and sometimes im- 
probable conjectures ; he at one time gives the author more profundity of 
meaning than the sentence admits, and at another discovers absurdities, 
where the sense is plain to every other reader. But his emendations are 
likewise often happy and just; and his interpretation of obscure passages 
learned and sagacious. 

Of his notes, I have commonly rejected those against which the general 
voice of the public has exclaimed, or which their own incongruity imme- 
diately condemns, and which, I suppose, the author himself would desire to 
be forgotten. Of the rest, to part I have given the highest approbation, by 
inserting the offered reading in the text ; part I have left to the judgment of 
the reader, as doubtful, though specious ; and part I have censured without 
reserve, but I am sure without bitterness of malice, and, I hope, without 
wantonness of insult. 
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It is no pleasure to me, in revising my volumes, to observe how much 
aper is wasted in confutation. Whoever considers the revolutions of learn- 
ing, and the various questions of greater or less importance, upon which wit 
and reason have exercised their powers, must lament the unsuccessfulness of 
inquiry, and the slow advances of truth, when he reflects that great part of 
the labour of every writer is only the destruction of those that went before 
him. The first care of the builder of a new system is to demolish the 
fabrics which are standing. ‘The chief desire of him that comments an 
author is to show how much other commentators have corrupteu 
and obscured him. The opinions prevalent in one age, as truths above the 
reach of controversy, are confuted and rejected in another, and rise again to 
reception in remoter times. ‘Thus the human mind is kept in motion with- 
out progress. Thus sometimes truth and error, and sometimes contraricties 
of error, take each other's place by reciprocal invasion. The tide of seeming 
knowledge which is poured over one generation retires and leaves another 
naked and barren; the sudden meteors of intelligence which for awhile 
appear to shoot their beams into the region of obscurity, on a sudden with- 
draw their lustre, and leave mortals again to grope their way. 

These elevations and depressions of renown, and the contradictions to 
which all improvers of knowledge must for ever be exposed, since they are 
not escaped by the highest and brightest of mankind, may surely be 
endured with patience by critics and annotators, who can rank themselves 
but as the satellites of their authors. How canst thou beg for life, says 
Homer's hero.to his captive, when thou knowest that thou art now to suffer 
only what must another day be suffered by Achilles ? 

Dr. Warburton had a name sufficient to confer celebrity on those who 
could exalt themselves into antagonists, and his notes have raised a clamour 
too loud to be distinct. His chief assailants are the authors of '‘ The Canons 
of Criticism,”” and of ‘‘ The Revisal of Shakspeare’s Text ;"’ of whom one 
ridicules his errors with airy petulance, suitable enough to the levity of the 
controversy ; the other attacks them with gloomy malignity, as if he were 
dragging to justice an assassin or incendiary. The one stings like a fly, 
sucks a little blood, takes a gay flutter, and returns for more ; the other 
bites like a viper, and would be glad to leave inflammations and gangrene 
behind him. When I think on one, with his confederates, I remember the 
danger of Coriolanus, who was afraid that girls with spits, and boys with 
stones, would slay hime in puny battle ; when the other crosses my imagina- 
tion, 1 remember the prodigy in ‘‘ Macbeth”’ : 


“ A falcon, tow’ring in his pride of place, 
Was by a mousing ow} hawk’d at and kill’d.” 


Let me however do them justice. One is a wit and one a Scholar*. The 
have both shown acuteness sufficient in the discovery of faults, and have bot 
advanced some probable interpretations of obscure passages; but when 
they aspire to conjecture and emendation, it appears how falsely we all 
estimate our own abilities, and the little which they have been able to per- 
form might have taught them more candour to the endeavours of others. 

Before Dr. Warburton’s edition, ‘‘ Critical Observations on Shakspeare”’ 
had been published by Mr. Uptont, a man skilled in languages, and 


* It is extraordinary that this gentleman should attempt so voluminous a work as 
the Revisal of Shakspeare’s text, when he tells usin his preface, “he was not so fortu- 
nate as to be furnished with either of the folio editions, much Icss any of the ancient 
is a and even Sir Thomas Hanmer's performance was known to him only by 

. Warburton’s representation,”"—FarmMar, 

¢ Republished by him in 1748, after Dr. Warburton's edition, with alteresens; &2— 

TREVENS. 
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acquainted with books, but who seems to have had no great vivour of genius, 
or nicety of taste. Many of his explanations are curious and useful, but he 
likewise, though he professed to oppose the licentious confidence of editors, 
and adhere to the old copies, is unable to restrain the rare of emendatio!l, 
though his ardour is ill seconded by his skill. Every cold empiric, when his 
heart is expanded by a successful experiment, swells into a theorist, and the 
laborious collator at some unlucky moment frolics in conjecture. 

e‘‘ Critical, Historical, and Explanatory Notes” have been likewise published 
upon Shakspeare by Dr. Grey, whose diligent perusal of the old [English 
writers has enabled him to make some useful observations. What he under- 
took he has well enough performed ; but as he neither attempts judicial or 
emendatory criticism, he employs rather his memory than his sagacity. It 
were to be wished that all would endeavour to imitate his modesty, who 
have not been able to surpass his knowledge. 

T can say with great sincerity of all my predecessors, what I hope will 
hereafter be said of me, that not one has left Shakspeare without improve- 
ment; nor is there one to whom I have not been indebted for assistance and 
information. Whatever I have taken from them it was my intention to 
refer to its original author, and it is certain that what I have not given tu 
another I believed when I wrote it tobe my own. In some perhaps I have 
been anticipated ; but if I am ever found to encroach upon the remarks ot 
any other commentator, [ am willing that the honour, be it more or less, 
should be transferred to the first claimant, for his right, and his alone, stands 
above dispute ; the second can prove his pretensions only to himsel:, nor can 
himself always distinguish invention, with sufficient certainty, from recollec- 
tion. 

They have all been treated by me with cundour, which they have not been 
careful of observing to one another. It is not easy to discover froran what 
cause the acrimony of a scholiast can naturally proceed. The subjects to be 
discussed by him areof very small importance ; they involve neither property 
nor liberty ; nor favour the interest of sect or party. ‘The various readings 
of copies, and different interpretations of a passage, seem to be questions 
that might exercise the wit without engaging the passions. _ But whether it 
be that swall things make mean men proud, and vanity catches small occae 
sions; or that all contrariety of opinion, even in those that can defend it no 
longer, makes proud men angry; there is often found in commentators a 
spontaneous strain of invective and contempt, more cager and venomous 
than is vented by the most furious controvertist in politics against those 
whon) he is hired to defame. 

Perhaps the lightness of the matter may conduce to the vehemence of the 
agency ; when the truth to be investigated is so near to inexistence as to 
escape attention, its bulk is to be enlarged by rage and exclamation: that 
to which all would be indifferent in its original state may attract notice 
when the fate of a name is appended to it. A commentator has indeed 
great temptations to supply by turbulence what he wants of dignity, to beat 
his little gold to a spacious surface, to work that to foam which no art or 
diligence can exalt to spirit. 

The notes which I have borrowed or written are either illustrative, by 
which difficulties are explained ; or judicial, by which faults and beauties are 
remarked ; or emendatory, by which depravations are corrected. 

The explanation transcribed from others, if I do not subjoin any other 
interpretation, I suppose commonly to be right, at least I intend by acqui- 
escence to confess that I have nothing better to propose. 

After the labours of all the editors I found many passages which appeared 
to me likely to obstruct the greater number of readers, and thought it my 
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duty to facilitate thefr passage. Itis impossible for an expositor not to write 
too little for some and too much for others. He can only judge what is 
necessary by his own experience ; and how long soever he may deliberate, 
will at last explain many lines which the learned will think impossible to be 
mistaken, and omit many ior which the ignorant will want his help. 
‘hese are censures merely relative, and must be quietly endured. I have 
endeavoured to be neither superfluously copious, nor scrupulously reserved, 
and hope that I have made my author's meaning accessible to many wher 
Lefore were frighted from perusing him, and contributed something to the 
public by diffusing innocent and rational pleasure. 

The complete explanation of an author not systematic and consequential, 
but desultory and vagrant, abounding in casual allusions and large hints, is 
not to be expected from any single scholiast. All personal reflections, when 
names are suppressed, must be in a few years irrecoverably obliterated ; and 
customs, too minute to attract the notice of law, such as modes of dress, 
formalities of conversation, rules of visits, disposition of furniture, and prac- 
tices of ceremony, which naturally find places in familiar dialogue, are so 
fugitive and unsubstantial that they are not easily retained or recovered. 
What can be known will be collected by chance, from the recesses of obscure 
and obsolete papers, perused commonly with some other view. Of this 
knowledge every man has some, and none has much; but whenan author has 
engaged the public attention, those who can add anything to his illustration 
communicate their discoveries, and time produces what had eluded diligence. 

To time I have been obliged to resign many passages, which though I did 
not understand them, will perhaps hereafter be explained ; having, I hope, 
illustrated some, which others have neglected or mistaken, sometimes by 
short remarks, or marginal directions, such as every editor has added at his 
will, and often by comments more laborious than the matter will seem to 
deserve ; but that which is most difficult is not always most important, and 
to an editor nothing is a trifle by which his author is obscured. 

The poetical beauties or defects I have not been very diligent to observe. 
Some plays have more, and some fewer judicial observations, not in propor- 
tion to their difference of merit, but because I gave this part of my design 
to chance and to caprice. ‘Thg reader, I believe, is seldom pleased to find 
his opinion anticipated ; it is natural to delight more in what we find or 
make than in what we receive. Judgment, like other faculties, is improved 
by practice, and its advancement is hindered by submission to dictatorial 
decisions, as the memory grows torpid by the use of a table-book. Some 
initiation is however necessary ; of all skill, part is infused by precept, and 
part is obtained by habit ; 1 have therefore shown so much as may enable 
the candidate for criticism to discover the rest. 

To the end of most plays I have added short strictures, containing a 
general censure of faults, or praise of excellence ; in which I know not how 
much I have concurred with the current opinion ; but I have not, by any 
affectation of singularity, deviated from it. Nothing is minutely and par- 
ticularly examined, and therefore it is to be supposed that in the plays 
which are condemned there is much to be praised, and in those which are 
praised much to be condemned. 

The part of criticism in which the whole succession of editors has laboured 
with the greatest diligence, which has occasioned the most errogant osten- 
tation, and excited the keenest acrimony, is the emendation of corrupted 
passages, to which the public attention having been first drawn by the 
violence of the contention between Pope and Theobald, has been continued 
by the.persecution, which, with a kind of conspiracy, has been since raised 
against all the publishers of Shakspeare, 
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That many passages have passed into a state of depravation through all 
the editions, is indubitably certain ; of these the restoration is only to be 
attempted by collation of copies, or sagacity of conjecture. The collator’s 
province is safe and easy, the conjecturer’s perilous and difficult. Yetas the 
greater part of the plays are extant only in one copy, the peril must not be 
avoided, nor the difficulty refused. 

Of the readings which this emulation of amendment has hitherto pro- 
duced, some from the labours of every publisher I have advanced into the 
txt ; those are to be considered as in my opinion sufficiently supported ; 
some I have rejected without mention, as evidently erroneous ; some I have 
left in the notes without censure or approbation, as resting in equipoise 
between objection and defence; and some, which scem specious but not 
right, I have inserted with a subsequent animadversion. 

Having classed the observations of others, 1 was at last to try what I could 
substitute for their mistakes, and how I could supply their omissions. I 
collated such copies as I could procure, and wished for more, but have 
not found the collectors of these rarities very communicative. Of the editions 
which chance or kindness put into my hands I have given an enumeration, 
that I may not be blamed for neglecting what I had not the power to do. 

By examining the old copies I soon found that the later publishers, with 
all their boasts of diligence, suffered many passages to stand unauthorised, 
and contented themselves with Rowe's regulation of the text, even where 
they knew it to be arbitrary, and with a little consideration might have found 
it to be wrong. Some of these alterations are only the ejection of a word for 
one that appeared to him more elegant or more intelligible. These corrup- 
tions I have often silently rectified ; for the history of our language, and the 
true force of our words, can only be preserved by keeping the text of 
authors free from adulteration. Others, and those very frequent, smoothed 
the cadence, or regulated the measure: on these I have not exercised the 
same rigour; if only a word was transposed, or a particle inserted or 
omitted, I have sometimes suffered the linc to stand ; for the inconstancy of 
the copies is such as that some liberties may be easily permitted. But this 
practice I have not suffered to proceed far, having restored the primitive 
diction wherever it could for any reason be preferred. 

The emendations, which comparison of copies supplied, I have inserted in 
the text : sometimes, where the improvement was slight, without notice, and 
sometimes with an account of the reasons of the change. 

Conjecture, though it be sometimes unavoidable, I have not wantonly nor 
licentiously indulged. It has been my settled principle that the reading of 
the ancient books is probably true, and therefore is not to be disturbed for 
the sake of elegance, perspicuity, or mere improvement of the sense. For 
though much credit is not due to the fidelity, nor any to the judgment of 
the first publishers, yet they who had the copy before their eyes were more 
likely to read it right, than we who read it only by imagination. But it is 
evident that they have often made strange mistakes by ignorance or negli- 
gence, and that therefore something may be properly attempted by criticism, 
keeping the middle way between presumption and timidity. 

Such criticism I have attempted to practise, and where any passage 
appeared inextricably perplexed have endeavoured to discover how it may 
be recalled to sense, with least violence. But my first labour is, always to 
turn the old text on every side, and try if there be any interstice through 
which light can find its way; nor would Huetius himself condemn me, as 
refusing the trouble of research, for the ambition of alteration. In this 
modest industry I have not been unsuccessful. I have rescued many lines 
from the violations of temerity, and secured many scenes from the inroads 

MM 


$30 PREFACE TO SHAKSPEARE. 


of correction. I have adop‘ed the Roman sentiment, that it is more honour- 
able to save a citizen than to kill an enemy, and have been more careful to 
protect than to attack, 

I have preserved the common distribution of the plays into acts, though 
1 believe it to be in almost all the plays void of authority. Some of those 
which are divided in the later editions have no division in the first folio, and 
some that are divided in the folio have no division in the preceding copies. 
The settled mode of the theatre requires four intervals in the play ; but few, 
if any, of our author's compositions can he properly distributed in that 
manner. An act is so much of the dramaas passes without intervention of 
time or change of place. A pause makes a new act. In every real, and 
therefore in every imitative action, the intervals may be more or fewer, the 
restriction of five acts being accidental and arbitrary. This Shakspeare 
knew, and this he practised ; his plays were written, and at first printed in 
one unbroken continuity, and ought now to be exhibited with short pauses, 
interposed as often as the scene is changed, or any considerable time is 
required to pass. ‘This method would at once quell a thousand absurdities. 

In restoring the author’s works to their integrity I have considered the 
punctuation as wholly in my power; for what could be their care of colons 
and commas who corrupted words and sentences? Whatever could be 
done by adjusting points is therefore silently performed, insome plays with 
much diligence, in others with less ; it is hard to keep a busy eye steadily 
fixed upon evanescent atoms, ora discursive mind upon evanescent truth. 

The same liberty has been taken with a few particles, or other words of 
slight effect. I have sometimes inserted or omitted them without notice. I 
have done that sometimes, which the other editors have done always, and 
which indeed the state of the text may sufficiently justify. 

The greater part of readers, instead of blaming us for passing trifles, will 
wonder that on mere trifles so much labour is expended, with such im- 
portance of debate, and such solemnity of diction. To these I answer with 
confidence, that they are judging of an art which they do not understand; yet 
cannot much reproach them with their ignorance, nor promise that they 
would become in general, by learning criticism, more useful, happier, or 
wiser. 

As I practised conjecture more, I Icarned to trust it Jess ; and after I had 
printed a few plays, resolved to insert none of my own readings in the text. 
Upon this caution I now congratulate myself, for every day increases my 
doubt of my emendations. 

Since I have confined my imagination to the margin, it must not be con- 
sidered as very reprehensible if I have suffered it to play some freaks in its 
own dominion. ‘There is no danger in conjecture, if it be proposed as con- 
jecture ; and while the text remains uninjured, those changes may be safely 
offered, which are not considered even by him that offers them as necessary 
or safe. 

If my readings are of little value, they have not been ostentatiously dis- 
played or importunately obtruded. I could have written longer notes, for 
the art of writing notes is not of difficult attainment. The work is performed, 
first by railing at the stupidity, negligence, ignorance, and asinine tasteless- 
ness of the former editors, and showing, from all that goes before and all 
that follows, the inelegance and absurdity of the old reading ; then by pro- 
posing something, which to superficial readers would seem specious, but 
which the editor rejects with indignation ; then by producing the true read- 
ing, with a long paraphrase, and concluding with loud acclamations on the 
discovery, and a sober wish for the advancement and prosperity of genuine 
criticism, 
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All this may be done, and perhaps done sometimes without impropriety. 
But I have always suspected that the reading is right, which requires many 
words to prove it wrong; and the emendation wrong that cannot without 
so much labour appear to be right. ‘The justness of a happy restoration 
strikes at once, and the moral precept may be well applied to criticism, 
guod dubitas ne feceris. 

To dread the shore which he sees spread with wrecks is natural to the 
sajor. I had before my eye so many critical adventures ended in mis- 
carriage, that caution was forced upon me. TI encountered in every page 
wit struggling with its own sophistry, and learning confused by the multi- 
plicity of its views. I was forced to censure those whom I admired, and 
could not but reflect, while I was dispossessing their emendations, how soon 
the same fate might happen to my own. and how many of the readings 
which I have corrected may be by some other cditor defended and esta- 
blished. 

* Critics T saw, that others’ names efface, 
And fix their own, with labour, in the place; 
Their own, like others, soon their place resign’d, 
Or disappear’d, and left the first aS 
OPE, 


That a conjectural critic should often be mistaken, cannot be wonderful, 
either to others or himself, if it be considered that in his art there is no 
system, no principal and axiomatical truth that regulates subordinate posi- 
tions. His chance of error is renewed at every attempt ; an oblique view ot 
the passage. a slight misapprehension of a phrase, a casual inattention to 
the parts connected, is sufficient to make him not only fail, but fail ridicu- 
Jously ; and when he sneceeds best, he produces perhaps but one reading 
of many probable, and he that suggests another will always be able to 
dispute his claims. 

It is an unhappy state, in which danger is hid under pleasure, The 
allurements of emendation are scarcely resistible. Conjecture has all the 
joy and all the pride of invention, and he that has once started a happy 
change is too much delighted to consider what objections may rise against 
it. 

Yet conjectural criticism has been of great use in the learned world; nor 
is it my intention to depreciate a study that has exercised so many mighty 
minds, from the revival of learning to our own age, from the Bishop of 
Aleria to English Bentley. The critics of ancient authors have, in the 
exercise of their sagacity, many assistances, which the editor of Shakspeare 
is condemned to want. ‘They are employed upon grammatical and settled 
languages, whose construction contributes so much to perspicuity, that 
Homer has fewer passages unintelligible than Chaucer. ‘The words have 
not only a known regimen, but invariable quantities, which direct and 
confine the choice. There are commonly more manuscripts than one; and 
' they do not often conspire in the same mistakes. Yet Scaliger could confess 
to Salmasius how little satisfaction his emendations gave him. J///udunt 
nobis conjecture nostra, quarum nos pudet, posteaquam in meliores codices 
tncidimus, And Lipsius could complain that critics were making faults b 
trying to remove them, U7# olim witiis, ita nunc remediis laboratur. And, 
indeed, where mere conjecture is to be used, the emendations of Scaliger 
and Lipsius, notwithstanding their wonderful sagacity and erudition, are 
often vague and disputable, like mine or Theobaid’s. 

Perhaps I may not be more censured for doing wrong than for doing 
little ; for raising in the public expectations which at last I have not an- 
swered. ‘The expectation of ignorance is indefinite, and that of knowledge 
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is often tyrannical. It is hard to satisfy those who know not what to demand, 
or those who demand by design what they think impossible to be done. I 
have indeed disappointed no opinion more than my own; yet I have en 

deavoured to perform my task with no slight solicitude. Not a single 
passage in the whole work has appeared to me corrupt, which I have not 
attempted to restore ; or obscure which I have not endeavoured to illustrate. 
In many I have failed, like others ; and from many, after all my efforts, I 
have retreated, and confessed the repulse. I have not passed over with 
affected superiority what is equally difficult to the reader and to myself; 
but, where I could not instruct him, have owned my ignorance. I might 
easily have accumulated a mass of seeming learning upon easy scenes ; but 
it ought not to be imputed to negligence that, where nothing was necessary, 
nothing has been done, or that, where others have said enough, I have said 
no more. 

Notes are often necessary, but they are necessary evils. Let him that is 
yet unacquainted with the powers of Shakspeare, and who desires to feel 
the highest pleasure that the drama can give, read every play, from the first 
scene to the last, with the utter negligence of all his commentators. When 
his fancy is once on the wing let it not stoop at correction or explanation. 
When his attention is strongly engaged, let it disdain alike to turn aside to 
the name of ‘Theobald and of Pope. J.et him read on through brightness 
and obscurity, through integrity and corruption ; let him preserve his com- 
prehension of the dialogue and his interest in the fable. And when the 
picasures of novelty have ceased let him attempt exactness, and read the 
commentators. 

Particular passages are cleared by notes, but the general effect of the 
_ work is weakened. The mind is refrigerated by interruption ; the thoughts 
are diverted from the principal subject ; the reader is weary, he suspects 
not why; and at last throws away the book which he has too diligently 
studied. 

Parts are not to be examined till the whole has been surveyed ; there is a 
kind of intellectual remoteness necessary for the comprehension of any great 
work in its full design and in its true proportions; a close approach shows 
the smaller niceties, but the beauty of the whole is discerned no longer. 

It is not very grateiul to consider how little the succession of editors has 
added to this author's power of pleasing. He was read, admired, studied, 
and imitated, while he was yet deformed with all the improprieties which 
ignorance and neglect could accumulate upon him; while the reading was 
yet not rectified, nor his allusions understood; yet then did Dryden pro- 
nounce that Shakspeare was the ‘'man, who, of all modern and perhaps 
ancient poets, had the largest and most comprehensive soul.’ All the 
images of nature were still present to him, and he drew them not labori- 
ously, but luckily: when he describes anything, you more than see it, you 
feel it too. Those who accuse him to have wanted learning, give him the 
greater commendation : he was naturally learned: he needed not the spec- 
tacles of books to read nature; he looked inwards, and found her there. I 
cannot say he is everywhere alike; were he so, I should do him injury to 
compare him with the greatest of mankind. He is many times flat and 
insipid ; his comic wit degenerating into clenches, his serious swelling into 
bombast. But he is always great when some great occasion is presented to 
him : no man can say he ever had a fit subject for his wit, and did not then 
raise himself as high above the rest of poets, 


“ Quantum lenta solent inter viburna cupressi.”” 


It is to be lamented that such a writer should want a commentary ; that 
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his language should become obsolete, or his sentiments obscure. But it is 
vain to carry wishes beyond the condition of human things; that which 
must happen to all, has happened to Shakspeare, by accident and time; 
and more than has been suffered by any other writer since the use of types 
has been suffered by him, through his own negligence of fame, or perhaps 
by that superiority of mind, which despised its own performances, when it 
compared them with its powers, and judged those works unworthy to be 
pfserved which the critics of following ages were to contend for the fame 
of restoring and explaining. 

Among these candidates of inferior fame, I am now to stand the judgment 
of the Public; and wish that I could confidently produce my commentary 
as equal to the encouragement which I have had the honour of receiving. 
Every work of this kind is by its nature deficient, and I should feel little 
solicitude about the sentence, were it to be pronounced only by the skilful 
and the learned. 
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[As the miscellaneous prose works of Johnson are now little read, and 
never reprinted, it has been suggested to the publisher that the best spe- 
cimen of his contributions to the critical literature of the day, the Review 
of Soame Jenyns’ /ree Enguiry into the Nature and Origin of Evil, might 
be acceptable to the many readers who are not inclined to purchase the 
fourteen bulky volumes of his ‘‘Works.” It was first published in 17$7, 
and Johnson thought so well of it that he reprinted it in a separate volume. 
Of its extraordinary merit no better testimony can be given than is contained 
in the following extract from Lord Macaulay’s article in the ‘‘ Iencyclopzedia 
Britannica’ :— 

‘Tie contributed many papers to a new monthly Journal, which was 
called the Lzterary Magazine. Few of these papers have much interest; but 
among them was the very best thing that he ever wrote, a masterpiece both 
of reasoning and of satirical pleasantry, the review of Jenyns’ Luguatry into 
the Nature and Origin of Evil."’} 


REVIEW OF SOAME JENYNS’ FREE ENQUIRY 


INTO THE 


NATURE AND ORIGIN OF EVIL* 






me Bl HIS is a treatise consisting of Six Letters upon avery difficult and 
ARNG 





important question, which I am afraid this author's endeavours 
will not free from the perplexity which has entangled the specu- 
latists of all ages, and which must always continue while we see 
but 77 part. He callsita /vee Enguiry, and indeed his freedom 
is, I think, greater than his modesty. Though he is far from the con- 
temptible arrogance, or the impious licentiousness of Bolingbroke, yet he 
decides too easily upon questions out of the reach of human determination, 
with too little consideration of mortal weakness, and with too much vivacity 
for the necessary caution. 

In the first letter 07 Zuzl in general, he observes, that, ‘‘ it is the solution 
of this important question, zAence came Evél, alone, that can ascertain the 
moral characteristic of God, without which there is an end of all distinction 
between Good and Evil.” Yet he begins this Enquiry by this declaration : 
‘* That there is a Supreme Being, infinitely powerful, wise, and benevolent, 
the great Creator and Preserver of all things, is a truth so clearly demon- 
strated, that it shall be here taken for granted.” What is this but to say, 
that we have already reason to grant the existence of those attributes of 
God, which the present l¢‘nquiry is designed to prove? The present En- 
quiry is then surcly made to no purpose. The attributes, to the demonstra- 
tion of which the solution of this great question is necessary, have been de- 
monstrated without any solution, or by means of the solution of some former 
writer. 






* This “ Enquiry,” published in 1757, was the production of Soame Jenyns, Esq., 
who never forgave the author of the Review. It is painful to relate, that after he 
had suppressed his resentment during Dr. Johnson’s life, he gave it vent in a petu- 
lant and illiberal mock-epitaph, which would not have deserved notice had it not been 
admitted into the edition of his works published by Mr. Cole. When this epitaph 
first appeared in the newspapers, Mr. Boswell answeredit by another upon Mr, Jenyns, - 
equal, at least, in illiberality. —CHaLMEas, 
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He rejects the Manichean system, but imputes to it an absurdity from 
which, amidst all its absurdities, it seems to be free, and adopts the system 
of Mr. Pope. ‘‘ That pain is no evil, if asserted with regard to the in- 
dividuals who suffer it, is downright nonsense; but if considered as it affects 
the universal system is an undoubted truth, and means only that there is 
no more pain in it than what is necessary to the production of happiness. 
How many soever of these evils then furce themselves into the creation, so 
1éng as the good preponderates, it is a work well worthy of infinite wisdom 
and benevolence; and notwithstanding the imperfections of its parts, the 
whole is most undoubtedly perfect... And in the former part of the Letter 
he gives the principle of his system in these words: ‘‘Omnipotence cannot 
work contradictions, it can only effect all possible things. But so little are 
we acquainted with the whole system of nature, that we know not what are 
possible, and what are not: but if we may judge from that constant mixture 
of pain with pleasure, and inconveniency with advantage, which we 
must observe in every thing round us, we have reason to conclude, that 
to endue created beings with perfection, that is, to produce Good exclu- 
sive of Evil, is one of those impossibilities which even infinite power cannot 
accomplish.” 

This is elegant and acute, but will by no means calm discontent, or silence 
curiosity: for whether Evil can be wholly separated from Good or not, it is 
plain that they may be mixed in various degrees, and as far as human eyes 
can judge, tle degree of Evil might have been less without any impediment 
to Good. 

The second Letter on the evils of imperfection, is little more than a para. 
phrase of Pope's Epistles, or yet less than a paraphrase, a mere translation 
of poetry into prose. ‘This is surely to attack difficulty with very dispro- 

ortionate abilities, to cut the Gordian knot with very blunt instruments. 

Vhen we are told of the insufficiency of former solutions, why is one of the 
latest, which no man can have forgotten, given us again? 1am told, that 
this pamphlet is not the effort of hunger: what can it be then but the pro- 
duct of vanity? and yet how can vanity be gratified by plagiarism or tran- 
scription? When this speculatist finds himself prompted to another per- 
formance, let him consider whether he is about to disburthen his mind, or 
employ his fingers; and if I might venture to offer him a subject, I should 
wish that he would solve this question, Why he that has nothing to write, 
should desire to be a writer? 

Yet is not this Letter without some sentiments, which, though not new, 
are of great importance, and may be read with pleasure in the thousandth 
repetition. 

‘* Whatever we enjoy is purely a free gift from our Creator; but that we 
enjoy no more can never sure be deemed an injury, or a just reason to ques- 
tion His infinite benevolence. All our happiness is owing to His goodness; 
but that it is no greateris owing only to ourselves; that is, to our not 
having any inherent right to any happiness, or even to any existence at all. 
This is no more to be imputed to Goi, than the wants of a beggar to the 
person who has relieved him: that he had something, was owing to his 
benefactor; but that he had no more, only to his own original poverty.” 

Thus far he speaks what every man must approve, and what every wise 
man has said before him. Hethen gives us the system of subordination, 
not invented, for it was known I think to the Arabian metaphysicians, but 
adopted by Pope; and from him borrowed by the diligent researches of this 
great investigator. 

‘* No system can possibly be formed, even in imagination, without a sub- 
ordination of parts. Every animal body must have different members sub- 
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servient to each other; every picture must be composed of various colours, 
and of light and shade; all harmony must be formed of trebles, tenors, and 
basses; every beautiful and useful edifice must consist of higher and lower, 
more and less magnificent apartments. ‘This is in the very essence of all 
created things, and therefore cannot be prevented by any means whatever, 
unless by not creating them at all.” 

These instances are used instead of Pope’s Oak and Weeds, or Fupiter 
and his Satellites; but neither Pope, nor this writer, have much contributed 
to solve the difficulty. Perfection or imperfection of unconscious beings 
has no meaning as referred to themselves; the dass and the ¢red/e are equally 
perfect; the mean and magnificent apartments feel no pleasure or pain from 
the comparison. Pope might ask the weed, why it was less than the oak, 
but the weed would never ask the question for itself. The dass and treble 
differ only to the hearer, meanness and magnificence only to the inhabitant. 
There is no Evil but must inhere in a conscious being, or be referred to it; 
that is, Evil must be felt before it is Evil. Yet even on this subject many 
questions might be offered, whicly human understanding has not yet 
answered, and which the present haste of this extract will not suffer me to 
dilate. 

He proceeds to a humble detail of Pope’s opinion: ‘‘ The universe is a 
system whose very essence consists in subordination; a scale of beings 
descending by insensible degrees from infinite perfection to absolute nothing ; 
in which, though we may justly expect to find perfection in the whole, could 
we possibly comprehend it ; yet would it be the highest absurdity to hope 
for it in all its parts, because the beauty and happiness of the whole depend 
altogether on the just inferiority of its parts, that is, on the comparative im- 
perfections of the several beings of which it is composed.” 

‘‘It would have been no more an instance of God's wisdom to have 
created no beings but of the highest and most perfect order, than it would 
be of a painter's art to cover his whole piece with one single colour, the most 
beautiful he could compose. Had he confined himself to such, nothing could 
have existed but demi-gods, or arch-angels, and then all inferior orders must 


~. have been void and uninhabited : but as it is surely more agreeable to in- 


finite Benevolence that all these should be filled up with beings capable of 
enjoying happiness themselves, and contributing to that of others, they must 
necessarily be filled with inferior beings, that is, with such as are less perfect, 
but from whose existence, notwithstanding that less perfection, more felicity 
upon the whole accrues to the universe, than if no such had been created. 
It is moreover highly probable that there is such a connexion between all 
ranks and orders by subordinate degrees, that they mutually support each 
other's existence, and every one in its place is absolutcly necessary towards 
sustaining the whole vast and magnificent fabric. 

‘‘Our pretences for complaint could be of this only, that we are not so 
high in the scale of existence as our ignorant ambition may desire; a pre- 
tence which must eternally subsist ; because, were we ever so much higher, 
there would be still room for infinite power to exalt us; and since no linkin 
the chain can be broke, the same reason for disquict must remain to those 
who succeed to that chasm, which must be occasioned by our preferment. A 
man can have no reason to repine that he is not an angel; nora horse that 
he is not a man ; much less, that in their several stations they possess not 
the faculties of another ; for this would be an insufferable misfortune.” 

This doctrine of the regular subordination of being, the scale of existence, 
and the chain of nature, I have often considered, but always left the inquiry 
in doubt and uncertainty. nak 

That every being not infinite, compared with infinity, must be imperfect, 


THE NATURE AND ORIGIN OF EVIL. 537 


is evident to intuition ; that whatever is imperfect must have a certain line 
which it cannot pass, is equally certain. But the reason which determined 
this limit, and for which such being was suffered to advance thus far and no 
farther, we shall never be able to discern. Our discoveries tell us the Creator 
has made beings of all orders, and that therefore one of them must be such 
as man. But this system seems to be established on a concession, which, if 
it, be refused, cannot be extorted. 

Every reason which can be brought to prove that there are beings of every 
possible sort, will prove that there is the greatest number possible of every 
sort of beings ; but this with respect to nan we know, if we know anything, 
not to be true. 

It does not appear even to the imagination that, of three orders of being, 
the first and the third receive any advantage from the imperfection of the 
second, or that indeed they may not equally exist, though the second had 
never been, or should cease to be ; and why should that be concluded neces- 
sary which cannot be proved even to be useful ? 

The scale of existence from infinity to nothing cannot possibly have being. 
The highest being not infinite, must be, as has been often observed, at an 
infinite distance below infinity. Cheyne, who, with the desire inherent in 
mathematicians to reduce everything to mathematical images, considers all 
existence as a cove, allows that the basis is at an infinite distance from the 
body. And in this distance between finite and infinite, there will be room 
for ever for an infinite series of indefinable existence. 

Between the lowest possible existence and nothing, wherever we suppose 
positive existence to cease, is another chasm infinitely deep ; where there is 
room again for endless orders of subordinate nature, continued for ever and 
for ever, and yet infinitely superior to non-existence. 

To these meditations humanity is unequal. But yet we may ask, not of 
our Maker, but of each other, since on the one side creation, wherever it stops, 
must stop infinitely below infinity, and on the other infinitely above nothing, 
what necessity there is that it should proceed so far either way that beings 
so high or so low should ever have existed? We may ask; butI believe no 
created wisdom can give an adequate answer. 

Nor is this all. In the scale, wherever it begins or ends, are infinite 
vacuities. At whatever distance we suppose the next order of beings to be 
above man, there is room for.an intermediate order of beings between them ; 
and if for one ordcr, then for infinite orders ; since everything that admits of 
more or less, and consequently all the parts of that which admits them, may 
be infinitely divided. So that, as far as we can judge, there may be room in 
the vacuity between any two steps of the scale, or between any two points of 
the cone of being, for infinite exertion of infinite power. 

Thus it appears how little reason those who repose their reason upon the 
scale of being have to triumph over them who recur to any other expedient 
of solution, and what difficulties arise on every side to repress the rebellions 
of presumptuous decision. Quz pauca considerat, facile pronunciat. 
In our passage through the boundless ocean of disquisition we often take 
fogs for land, and after having long toiled to approach them, find, instead 
of repose and harbours, new storms of objection, and fluctuations of un- 
certainty. 

We are next entertained with Pope’s Alleviations of those evils which we 
are doomed to suffer. 

‘Poverty, or the want of riches, is generally compensated by having more 
hopes, and fewer fears, by a greater share of health, and a more exquisite 
relish of the smallest enjoyments, than those who possess them are usually 
blessed with. The want of taste and genius, with all the pleasures that 


538 REVIEW OF SOAME JENYNS ON 


arise from them, are commonly recompensed by a more useful kind of common 
Sense, together with a wonderful delight, as well as success, in the busy pur- 
suits of a scrambling world. ‘The sufferings of the sick are greatly relieved 
by many trifling gratifications imperceptible to others, and sometimes almost 
repaid by the inconccivable transports occasioned by the return of health 
and vigour. Jolly cannot be very grievous, because imperecptible ; and | 
doubt not but there is some truth in that rant of a mad poet, that there isa 
pleasure in being mad, which none but madmen know. Ignorance, or the 
want of knowledge and literature, the appointed lot of all born to poverty 
and the drudgeries of life, is the only opiate capable of infusing that in 
sensibility which can enable them to endure the miseries of the one and the 
fatigues of the other. It is a cordial administered by the gracious hand of 
Providence ; of which they ought never to be deprived by an ill-judged and 
improper education, It is the basis of ail subordination, the support of 
society, and the privilege of individuals : and I have ever thought it a most 
remarkable instance of the divine wisdom, that whereas in all animals, whose 
individuals rise little above the rest of their species, knowledge is instinctive ; 
in man, whose individuals are so widely different, it is acquired by education ; 
by which means the prince and the labourer, the philosopher and the peasant, 
are in some measure fitted for their respective situations.” 

Much of these positions is perhaps true, and the whole paragraph might 
well pass without censure, were not objections necessary to‘the establishment 
of knowledge. /overty is very gently paraphrased by want of riches. In 
that sense almost every man may in his own opinion be poor. But there is 
another poverty, which is waz? of competence, of all that can soften the 
miseries of life, of all that can diversify attention, or delight imagination. 
There is yet another poverty, which is want of necessaries, a species of 
poverty which no care of the public, no charity of particulars, can preserve 
many from feeling openly, and many secretly. 

‘That hope and fear are inseparably or very frequently connected with 
poverty, and riches, my surveys of life have not informed me. ‘The milder 
degrtus of poverty are sometimes supported by hope, but the more severe 
often sink down in idtigniess despondence. Life must be seen before it can 
be known. ‘This author armd..Pope perhaps never saw the miseries which 
they imagine thus easy to be borne. The poor indeed are insensible of 
many little vexations which sometimes eiiibitter the possessions and pollute 
the enjoyments of the rich, They are not pained by casual incivility, or 
mortified by the mutilation of a compliment ; but this happiness is like that 
of a malefactor, who ceases to feel the cords that bind him when the pincers 
are tearing his flesh. 

That want of taste for one enjoyment is supplied by the pleasures of some 
other may be fairly allowed. But the compensations of sickness I have 
never found near to equivalence, and the transports of recovery only prove 
the intenseness of the pain. 

With folly no man is willing to confess himsclf very intimately acquainted, 
and therefore its pains and pleasures are kept secret. But what the author 
says of its happiness seems applicable only to fatuity, or gross dulness ; for 
that inferiority of understanding which makes one man without any cther 
reason the slave, or tool, or property of another, which makes him sometimes 
useless, and sometimes ridiculous, is often felt with very quick sensibility. 
On the happiness of madmen, as the case is not very frequent, it is no, 
necessary to raise a disquisition, but I cannot forbear to observe, that T never 
yet knew disorders of mind increase felicity: every madman is either 
arrogant and irascible, or gloomy and suspicious, or possessed by some pas- 
sion or notion destructive to his quiet, He has always discontent in his look, 
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and malignity in his bosom. And, if he had the power of choice, he would 
soon repent who should resign his reason to secure his peace. 

Concerning the portion of ignorance necessary to make the condition of 
the lower classes of mankind safe to the public and tolcrable to themselves, 
both morals and policy exact a nicer inquiry than will be very soon or very 
easily made. There is undoubtedly a degree of knowledge which will direct 
a man to refer all to Providence, and to acquiesce in the condition 
which omniscient Goodness has determined to allot him: to con- 
sider this world as a phantom that must soon glide from before his eyes, 
and the distresses and vexations that encompass him as dust scattered in his 
path, as ablast that chills him for a moment, and passes off for ever. 

Such wisdom, arising from the comparison of a part with the whole of our 
existence, those that want it most cannot possibly obtain from philosophy ; 
nor, unless the method of education and the general tenor of life is changed, 
will very easily receive it from religion. “The bulk of mankind is not likely 
to be very wise or very good; and I know not whether there are not many 
States of life in which all knowledge, less than the highest wisdom, will pro- 
duce discontent and danger. I believe it may be sometimes found that a 
little learning is to a poor man a dangerous thing. But such is the condi- 
tion of humanity, that we easily see, or quickly feel the wrong, but cannot 
always distinguish the right. Whatever knowledge is superfluous, in irre- 
mediable poverty, is hurtful, but the difficulty is to determine when poverty 
is irremediable, and at what point superfluity begins. Gross ignorance 
every man has found equally dangerous with perverted knowledge. Men 
left wholly to their appetites and their instincts, with little sense of moral or 
religious obligation, and with very faint distinctions of right and wrong, can 
never be safely employed, or confidently trusted : they can be honest only 
by obstinacy, and diligent only by compulsion or caprice. Some instruction, 
thercfore, is necessary, and much perhaps may be dangerous. 

Though it should be granted that those who are Jorn fo poverty and 
drudgery should not be deprived by an zmproper education of the opiate of 
tgonorance ,; even this concession will not be of much use to direct our prac- 
tice, unless it be determined who are those that are dor” to poverty. To en- 
tail irreversible poverty upon generation after generation, only because the 
ancestor happened to be poor, is in itself crucl, if not unjust, and is wholly 
contrary to the maxims of a commercial nation, which always suppose and 
promote a rotation of property, and offer every individual a chance of mend- 
ing his condition by his diligence. Those who communicate literature to the 
son of a poor man, consider him as one not born to poverty, but to the 
necessity of deriving a better fortune from himself, In this attempt, as in 
others, many fail, and many succecd. Those that fail will feel their misery 
more acutely ; but since poverty is now confessed to be such a calamity as 
cannot be borne without the opiate of insensibility, I hope the happiness of 
those whom education enables to escape from it, may turn the balance 
against that exacerbation which the others suffer. 

I am always afraid of determining on the side of envy and cruelty. The 
privileges of education may sometimes be improperly bestowed, but I shall 
always fear to withhold them, lest I should be yielding to the suggestions of 
pride, while I persuade myself that Iam following the maxims of policy: 
aid, under the appearance of salutary restraints, should be indulging the lust 
fi dominion, and that malevolence which delights in seeing others depressed. 

Pope's doctrine is at last exhibited in a comparison, which, like other proofs 
of thesamekind, is better adapted to delight the fancy than convince the reason. 

‘‘ Thus the universe resembles a large and well-regulated family, in which 
all the officers and servants, and even the domestic animals are subservient 
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to each other in a proper subordination; each enjoys the privileges and 
perquisites peculiar to his place, and at the same time contributes by that 
just subordination to the magnificence and happiness of the whole.” 

The magnificence of a house is of use or pleasure always to the master, 
and sometimes to the domestics. But the magnificence of the universe adds 
nothing to the Supreme Being; for any part of its inhabitants with which 
human knowledge is acquainted, an universe much less spacious or splendid 
would have been sufficient ; and of happincss it does not appear that any it 
communicated from the beings of a lower world to those of a higher. 

The Enquiry after the cause of zatural Evilis continued in the third 
Letter, in which, as in the former, there is a mixture of borrowed truth, and 
native folly, of some notions just and trite, with others uncommon and 
ridiculous. 

Elis opinion of the value and importance of happiness is certainly just, 
and I shall insert it, not that it will give any information to any reader, but 
it may serve to show how the most common notion may be swelled in 
sound, and diffused in bulk, till it shall perhaps astonish the author himself. 

‘‘ Happiness is the only thing of real value in existence, neither riches, 
norpower, nor wisdom, nor learning, norstrength, nor beauty, nor virtue, nor 
religion, nor even life itself, being of any importance, but as they contribute to 
its production. All these are in themselves neither good nor evil: happ‘ness 
alone is their great end, and they are desirable only as they tend to promote it.”’ 

Success produces confidence. After this discovery of the value of happi- 
ness, he proceeds, without any distrust of himself, to tell us what has been 
hid from all former inquirers. 

‘‘The true solution of this important question, so long and so vainly 
searched for by the philosophers of all ages and all countrics, I take to be at 
last no more than this, that these real evils proceed from the same source 
as those imaginary ones of imperfection before treated of, namely, from that 
subordination without which no created system can subsist ; all subordina- 
tion implying imperfection, all imperfection Evil, and all Evil some kind of 
inconveniency or suffering : sothat there must be particular inconveniences 
and sufferings annexed to every particular rank of created beings by the 
circumstances of things, and their modes of existence. 

‘*God indeed might have made us quite other creatures, and placed us in 
a world quite differently constituted ; but then we had been no longer men, 
and whatever beings had occupied our stations in the universal system, they 
must have been liable to the same inconveniences.” 

In all this there is nothing that can silence the inquiries of curiosity, or 
calm the perturbations of doubt. Whether subordination implies imperfec- 
tion may be disputed. The means respecting themselves may be as perfect 
astheend. The weed as a weed is no less perfect than the oak as an oak. 
That zmperfection implies Evil, and Evil suffering, is by no means evident. 
Imperfection may imply private Evil, or the absence of some good, but this 
privation produces no suffering, but by the help of knowledge. An infant at 
the breast is yet an imperfect man, but there is no reason for belief that he 
is unhappy by his immaturity, unless some positive pain be superadded. 

When this author presumes to speak of the universe, I would advise him 
a little to distrust his own faculties, however large and comprehensive. 
Many words easily understood on common occasion become uncertain and 
figurative when applied to the works of Omnipotence. Subordination in 
humaa affairs is well understood ; but when it is attributed to the universal 
system, \ts meaning grows less certain, like the petty distinctions of locality, 
which a@ge of good use upon our own globe, but have no meaning with regard 
to infinfte space, in which nothing is A¢gh or low, 
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That if man, by exaltation toa higher nature, were exempted from the 
evils which he now suffers, some other being must suffer them ; that if man 
were not man, some other being must be man, is a position arising from his 
established notion of the scale of being: a notion to which Pope has 
given some importance by adopting it, and of which.] have therefore endea- 
vourcd to show the uncertainty and inconsistency. This scale of being I have 
demonstrated to be raised by presumptuous imagination, to rest on nothing at 
éhe bottom, to lean on nothing at the top, and to have vacuities from step to 
Step through which any order of being may sink into nihility without any 
inconvenience, so far as we can judge, to the next rank above or below it. 
We are therefore little enlightened by a writer who tells us that any being 
in the state of man must suffer what man suffers, when the only question 
that requires to be resolved is, Why any being is in this state? 

Of poverty and labour he gives just and clegant representations, which 
yet do not remove the difficulty of the first and fuudamental question, though 
supposing the present state of man necessary, they may supply some motive, 
to content. 

‘* Poverty is what all could not possibly have been exempted from, not 
only by reason of the fluctuating nature of human possessions, but because 
the world could not subsist without it; for had all been rich, none could 
have submitted to the commands of another, or the necessary drudgeries of 
life ; thence all governments must have been dissolved, arts neglected, and 
lands uncultivated, and so an universal penury have overwhelmed all, 
instead of now and then pinching a few. Hence, by the by, appears the 
great excellence of charity, by which men are enabled, by a particular dis- 
tribution of the blessings and cnjoyments of life, on proper occasions, to 
prevent that poverty which by a general one Omnipotence itself could never 
have prevented: so that, by inforcing this duty, God as it were demands 
our assistance to promote universal happiness, and to shut out misery at 
every door, where it strives to intrude itself. 

‘Labour, indeed, God might easily have excused us from, since at His 
command the earth would readily have poured forth all her treasures with- 
out our inconsiderable assistance: but if the severest labour cannot suffi- 
ciently subdue the malignity of human nature, what plots and machinations, 
what wars, rapine, and devastation, what profligacy and licentiousness, 
must have been the consequences of universal idleness! so that labour 
ought only to be looked upon as a task kindly imposed upon us by our 
indulgent Creator, necessary to preserve our health, our safety, and our 
innocence.” 

I am afraid that che Litter end of his commonwealth forgets the beginning. 
If God could easily have excused us from labour, 1 do not comprehend why 
he could not possibly have exempted all from poverty. For poverty, in its 
easier and more tolerable degree, is little more than necessity of labour ; 
and in its more severe and deplorable state, little more than inability for 
labour. ‘To be poor is to work for others, or to want the succour of others 
without work. And the same exuberant fertility which would make work 
unnecessary, might make poverty impossible. 

Surely a man who seems not completely master of his own opinion, should 
have spoken more cautiously of Omnipotence, nor have presumed to say 
what it could perform, or what it could prevent. I am in doubt whether 
those who stand highest in ¢he scale of being speak thus confidently of the 
dispensations of their Maker : 


“ For fools rush in where angels fear to tread.” 
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Of our inquietudes of mind his account is still less reasonable. ‘‘ Whilst 
men are injured, they must be inflamed with anger; and whilst they see 
cruelties, they must be melted with pity; whilst they perceive danger, they 
must be sensible of fear."’ This is to give a reason for all Evil, by showing 
that one Evil produces another. If there is danger there ought to be fear; 
but if fear is an Evil, why should there be danger? His vindication of pain 
is of the same kind: pain is useful to alarm us, that we may shun greater 
evils, but those greater evils must be presupposed, that the fitness of pain 
may appear. 

Treating on death, he has expressed the known and true doctrine with 
sprightliness of iancy, and neatness of diction. I shall therefore insert it. 
There are truths which, as they are always necessary, do not grow stale by 
repetition. 

‘Death, the last and most dreadful of all Evils, is so far from being one, 
that it is the infallible cure for all others. 


**To die, is landing on some silent shore, 
Where billows never beat, nor tempests roar. 
Ere well we feel the friendly stroke, ’tis lar 
ARTH. 


For, abstracted from the sickness and sufferings usually attending it, it is 
no more than the expiration of that term of life God was pleased to bestow 
on us, without any claim or merit on our part. But was it an Evil ever so 
great, it could not be remedied but by one much greater, which is by living 
for ever ; by which means our wickedness, unrestrained by the prospect ofa 
future state, would grow So insupportable, our sufferings so intolerable by 
perseverance, and our pleasures so tiresome by repetition, that no being in 
the universe could be so completely miserable as a species of immortal men. 
We have no reason, therefore, to look upon death as an Evil, or to fear it 
as a punishment, even without any supposition of a future life: but if we 
consider it as a passage to a more perfect state, or a remove only in an 
eternal succession of still-improving states (for which we have the strongest 
reasons) it will then appear a new favour from the divine munificence ; and 
aman must be as absurd to repine at dying, as a traveller would be, who 
proposed to himself a delightful tour through various unknown countries, 
to lament that he cannot take up his residence at the first dirty inn which he 
baits at on the road. 

‘The instability of human life, or of the changes of its successive periods, 
of which we so frequently complain, are no more than the necessary pro- 
gress of it to this necessary conclusion; and are so far from being Evils 
deserving these complaints, that they are the source of our greatest pleasures, 
as they are the source of all novelty, from which our greatest pleasures are 
ever derived. The continual succession of seasons in the human life, by 
daily presenting to us new scenes, render it agreeable, and like those of the 
year, afford us delights by their change, which the choicest of them could 
not give us by their continuance. In the spring of life, the gilding of the 
sunshine, the verdure of the fields, and the variegated paintings of the sky, 
are so exquisite in the eyes of infants at their first looking abroad intd a new 
world, as nothing perhaps afterwards can equal. The heat and vigour of 
the succeeding summer of youth ripens for us new pleasures, the blooming 
maid, the nightly revel, and the jovial chase: the serene autumn of complete 
manhood feasts us with the golden harvests of our worldly pursuits: nor is 
the hoary winter of old age destitute of its peculiar comforts and enjoyments, 
of which the recollection and relation of those past are perhaps none of the 
least ; and at last death opens to us a new prospect, from whence we shall 
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probably look back upon the diversions and occupations of this world with 
the same contempt we do now on our tops and hobbyhorses, and with 
the same surprise that they could ever so much entertain or engage us.” 

I would not willingly detract from the beauty of this paragraph; and in 
gratitude to him who has so well inculcated such important truths, I will 
venture to admonish him, since the chief comfort of the old is the recollec- 
tion of the past, so to employ his time and his thoughts, that when the 
imbecility of age shall come upon him, he may be able to recreate its 
languors by the renembrance of hours spent, not in presumptuous decisions, 
but modest inquiries, not in dogmatical limitations of Omnipotence, but in 
humble acquiescence and fervent adoration. Old age will show him that 
much of the book now before us has no other use than to perplex the scru- 
pulous, and to shake the weak, to encourage impious presumption or stimu- 
late idle curiosity. 

Having thus despatclied the consideration of particular evils, he comes at 
last to a general reason for which Zwz/ may be said to be ou» Good. He is 
of opinion that there is some inconceivable benefit in pain abstractedly 
considered ; that pain, however inflicted, or wherever felt, communicates 
some good to the general system of being, and that every animal is some 
way or other the better for the pain of every other animal. This opinion he 
carries so far as to suppose that there passes some principle of union through 
all animal life, as attraction is communicated to all corporeal nature; and 
that the Lvils suffered on this globe may by some inconceivable means con- 
tribute to the felicity of the inhabitants of the remotest planet. 

How the Origin of Evil is brought nearer to human conception by any 
tnconcetvable means, I am not able to discover, We believed that the 
present system of creation was right, though we could not explain the 
adaptation of one part to the other, or for the whole succession of causes 
and consequences. Where has this inquirer added to the little knowledge 
that we had before? He has told us of the benefits of Evil, which no man 
feels, and relations between distant parts of the universe, which he cannot 
himself conceive. There was enough in this question inconceivable before, 
and we have little advantage from a new inconceivable solution. 

I do not mean to reproach this author for not knowing what is equally 
hidden from learning and from ignorance. The shame is to impose words 
for ideas upon ourselves or others. ‘To imagine that we are going forward 
when we are only turning round. To think that there is any difference 
between him that gives no reason, and him that gives a reason, which by 
his own confession cannot be conceived. 

But that he may not be thought to conceive nothing but things incon- 
ceivable, he has at last thought on a way by which human sufferings may 
produce good effects. He imagines that as we have not only animals for 
food, but choose some for our diversion, the same privilege may be allowed 
to some beings above us, who may deceive, torment, or destroy us for the 
ends only of their own pleasure or utility, ‘This he again finds impossibie 
to be conceived, but that intpossibility lessens not the probabilily of the con- 
jecture, which by analogy ts so strongly confirmed, 
~ I cannot resist the temptation of contemplating this analogy, which, I 
think, he might have carried further, very much to the advantage of his 
argument. He might have shown that these hunters, whose game ts man, 
have many sports analogous to our own. As we drown whelps and kittens, 
they amuse themselves now and then with sinking a ship, and stand round 
the fields of Blenheim or the walls of Prague, as we encircle a cock-pit. 
As we shoot a bird flying, they take a man in the midst of his business or 
pleasure, and knock himdown with an apoplexy. Some of them, perhaps, are 
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virtuosi, and delight in the operations of an asthma, as a human philosopher 
in the effects of the air-pump. To swell a man with a tympany is as good 
sport as to blow a frog, Many a merry bout have these frolic beings at the 
vicissitudes of an ague, and good sport it is to see a man tumble with an 
epilepsy, and revive and tumble again, and all this he knows not why. As 
they are wiser and more powerful than we, they have more exquisite diver- 
sions, for we have no way of procuring any sport so brisk and so lasting as 
the paroxysms of the gout and stone, which undoubtedly must make hich 
mirth, especially if the play be a little diversified with the blunders and 
puzzles of the blind and deaf. We know not how far their sphere of obser- 
vation may extend. Perhaps now and then a merry being may place him- 
self in such a situation as to enjoy at once all the varieties of an epidemical 
disease, or amuse his leisure with the tossings and contortions of every 
possible pain exhibited together. 

One sport the merry malice of these beings has found means of enjoying, 
to which we have nothing equal or similar. ‘They now and then catcha 
mortal proud of his parts, and flattered either by the submission of those 
who court his kindness, or the notice of those who suffer him to court theirs. 
A head thus prepared for the reception of false opinions, and the projectica 
of vain designs, they easily fill with idJe notions, till in time they make their 
plaything an author: their first diversion commonly begins with an ode or 
an epistle, then rises perhaps to a political irony, and is at last brought to its 
height, by a treatise of philosophy. Then begins the poor animal to entangle 
himself in sophisms, and flounder in absurdity, to talk confidently of the 
scale of being, and to give solutions which himself confesses impossible to be 
understood. Sometimes, however, it happens that their pleasure is without 
much mischief. The author feels no pain, but while they are wondering at 
the extravagance of his opinion, and pointing him out to one another as a 
new example of human folly, he is enjoying his own applause, and that of 
his companions, and perhaps is elevated with the hope of standing at the 
head of a new sect. 

Many of the books which now crowd the world may be justly suspected 
to be written for the sake of some invisible order of beings, for surely they 
are of no use to any of the corporeal inhabitants of the world. Of the pro- 
ductions of the last bounteous year how many can be said to serve any 
purpose of use or pleasure? The only end of writing is to enable the readers 
better to enjoy life, or better to endure it: and how will either of those be 
put more in our power by him who tells us that we are puppets, of which 
Some creature not much wiser than ourselves manages the wires? Thata 
set of beings unseen and unheard are hovering about us, trying experiments 
upon our sensibility, putting us in agonies to see our limbs quiver, torturing 
us to madness, that they may laugh at our vagaries, sometimes obstructing 
the bile, that they may see how a man looks when he is yellow ; sometimes 
breaking a traveller's bones, to try how he will get home; sometimes wasting 
a man to a skeleton, and sometimes killing him fat for the greater elegance 
of his hide. 

This is an account of natural Evil, which though, like the rest, not quite 
new, is very entertaining, though I know not how much it may contribute to 

atience. The only reason why we should contemplate Evil is, that we may 
so it better ; and I am afraid nothing is much more placidly endured, for 
the sake of making others sport. 

The first pages of the fourth Letter are such as incline me both to hope and 
wish that I shall find nothing to blame in the succeeding part. He offers a 
criterion of action, on account of virtue and vice, for which I have often con- 
tended, and which must be embraced by all who are willing to know why 
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ey act, or why they forbear to give any reason of their conduct to them- 
selves or others. 

‘In order to find out the true Origin of moral Evil, it will be necessary, in 
the first place, to inquire into its nature and essence; or what it is that consti- 
tutes one action evil, and another good. Various have been the opinions 
of various authors on this criterion of virtue; and this variciy has rendered 
that doubtful which must otherwise have been clear and manifest to the meanest 
cgpacity. Some indeed have denied that there is any such thing, because 
different ages and nations have entertained different sentiments concerning 
it; but this is just as reasonable as to assert that there are ncither sun, 
moon, nor stars, bccause astronomers have supported different systems of 
the motions and magnitudes of these celestial bodies. Some have placed it 
in conformity to truth, some to the fitness of things, and others to the will 
of God. But all this is merely superficial: they resolve us not why truth, or 
the fitness of things, are either eligible or obligatory, or “why God should 
require us to act in one manner rather than another. ‘lhe true reason of 
which can possibly be no other than this, -because some actions produce 
happiness, and others misery : so that all moral Good and Evil are nothing 
more than the production of natural. ‘This alone it is that makes truth 
preferable to falschood, this that determines the fitness of things, and this 
that induces God to command some actions, and forbid others. They who 
exioi the truth, beauty, and harmony of virtue, exclusive of its consequences, 
deal but in pompous nonsense; and they who would persuade us that Good 
and Evil are things indifferent, depending wholly on the will of God, do but 
confound the nature of things, as well as all our notions of God Himself, by 
representing Him capable of willing contradictions ; that is, that we should 
be, and be happy, and at the same time that we should torment and destroy 
each other; for injuries cannot be made benefits, pain cannot be made 
pleasure, and consequently vice cannot be made virtue by any power what- 
ever. It is the consequences, therefore, of all human actions that must 
stamp their value. So far as the general practice of any action tends to 
produce good, and introduce happiness into the world, so tar we may pro- 
mounce it virtuous ; so much I<vil as it occasions, such is the degree of vice 
it contains. I say the general practice, because we must always remember, 
in judging by this rule, to apply it only to the general species of actions, and 
not to particular actions ; fur the infinite wisdom of God, desirous to set 
bounds to the destructive consequences which must otherwise have followed 
from the universal depravity of mankind, has so wonderfully contrived 
the nature of things, that our most vicious action’ nay sometimes acci- 
dentally and collaterally produce good. ‘Thus, for instance, robbery may 
disperse useless hoards to the benefit of the public; adultery may bring 
heirs and good humour too into many families, where they would otherwise 
have been wanting ; and murder free the world from tyrants and oppressors. 
Luxury maintains its thousands, and vanity its ten thousands. Superstition 
and arbitrary power contribute to the grandeur of many nations, and the 
liberties of others are preserved by the perpetual contentions of avarice, 
knavery, selfishness, and ambition ; and thus the worst of vices, and the 
worst of men, are often compelled by Providence to serve the most beneficial 
purposes, contrary to their own malevolent tendencies and inclinations ; 
and thus private vices become public benefits, by the force only of accidental 
circumstances. But this impeaches not the truth of the criterion of virtue 
before mentioned, the only solid foundation on which any true system of 
ethics can be built, the only plain, simple, and uniform rule by which we 
can pass any judgment on our actions ; but by this we may be enabled, not 
only to determine which are Good, and which are Evil, but almost mathe- 
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matically to demonstrate the proportion of virtue or vice which belongs to 
each, by comparing them with the degrees of happiness or misery which 
they occasion. But though the production of happiness is the essence of 
virtue, it is by no means the end ; the great end is the probation of mankind, 
or the giving them an opportunity of exalting or degrading them- 
selves in another state by their behaviour in the present. And thus indeed 
it answers two most important purposes; those are the conservation of 
our happiness and the test of our obedience; or had not such a test 
seemed necessary to God's infinite wisdom, and productive of universal 
good, He would never have permitted the happiness of men, even in this 
life, to have depended on so precarious a tenure as their mutual good beha- 
viour to each other. For it is observable that He who best knows our for- 
mation, has trusted no one thing of importance to our reason or virtue: He 
trusts only to our appetites for the support of the individual, and the con- 
tinuance of our species; to our vanity or compassion, for our bounty to 
others; and to our fears, for the preservation of ourselves; often to our vices 
for the support of government, and sometimes to our follies for the preser- 
vation of our religion. But since some test of our obedience was necessary, 
nothing sure could have been commanded for that end so fit and proper, 
and at the same time so useful, as the practice of virtue: nothing could have 
been so justly rewarded with happiness as the production of happiness in 
conformity to the will of God. It is this conformity alone which adds merit 
to virtue, and constitutes the essential difference between morality and 
religion. Morality obliges men to live honestly and soberly, because such 
behaviour is most conducive to public happiness, and consequently to their 
own; religion, to pursue the same course, because conformable to the will 
of their Creator. Morality induces them to embrace virtue from prudential 
considerations; religion from those of gratitude and obedience. Morality 
therefore, entirely abstracted from religion, can have nothing meritorious in 
it; it being but wisdom, prudence, or good economy, which like health, 
beauty, or riches, are rather obligations conferred upon us by God, than 
merits in us towards him; for though we may be justly punished for in- 
juring ourselves, we can claim no reward for self-preservation; as suicide 
deserves punishment and infamy, but a man deserves no reward or honours 
for not being guilty of it. ‘This I take to be the meaning of all those 
passages in our Scriptures, in which works are represented to have no merit 
without faith; that is, not without believing in historical facts, in creeds, and 
articles; but without being done in pursuance of our belief in God, and in 
obedience to his commands. And now, having mentioned Scripture, I can- 
not omit observing that the Christian is the only religious or moral institu- 
tion in the world, that ever set in a right light these two material points, the 
essence and the end of virtue, that ever founded the one in the production 
of happiness, that is, in universal benevolence, or, in their language, charity 
to all men; the other, in the probation of man, and his obedience to his 
Creator. Sublime and magnificent as was the philosophy of the ancients, 
all their moral systems were deficient in these two important articles. ‘They 
were all built on the sandy foundations of the innate beauty of virtue, or 
enthusiastic patriotism; and their great point in view was the contemptible 
reward of human glory; foundations which were by no means able to support 
the magnificent structures which they erected upon them ; for the beauty of 
virtue, independent of its effects, is unmeaning nonsense; patriotism, which 
injures mankind in general for the sake of a particular country, is but a more 
extended selfishness, and really criminal: and all human glory but a mean 
and ridiculous delusion. The whole affair then of religion and morality, the 
subject of so many thousand volumes, is, in short, no more than this; the 
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Supreme Being, infinitely good, as well as powerful, desirous to diffuse 
happiness by all possible means, has created innumerable ranks and orders 
of beings, all subservient to each other by proper subordination. One of 
these is occupied by man, a creature endued with such a certain degree of 
knowledge, reason, and free-will, as is suitable to his situation, and placed 
for a time on this globe as in a school of probation and education. Here 
he has an opportunity given him of improving or debasing his nature, in 
sych a manner as to render himself fit fora rank of higher perfection and 
happiness, or to degrade himself to a state of greater imperfection and 
misery; necessary indeed towards carrying on the business of the universe, 
but very grievous and burdensome to those individuals who, by their own 
misconduct, are obliged to submit to it. The test of this his behaviour, is 
doing good, that is, co-operating with his Creator, as far as his narrow 
sphere of action will permit, in the production of happiness. And thus the 
happiness and misery of a future state will be the just reward or punishment 
of promoting or preventing happiness in this. So artificially by this means 
is the nature of all human virtue and vice contrived, that their rewards and 
punishments are woven, as it were, in their very essence ; their immediate 
effects give us a foretaste of their future, and their fruits in the present life 
are the proper samples of what they must unavoidably produce in another. 
We have reason given us to distinguish these consequences, and regulate 
our conduct; and, lest that should neglect its post, conscience also is ap- 
pointed as an instinctive kind of monitor, perpetually to remind us both of 
our interest and our duty.” 

St ste omnia dixisset! To this account of the essence of vice and virtue, 
it is only necessary to add, that the consequences of human actions being 
sometimes uncertain, and sometimes remote, it is not possible in many cases 
for most men, nor in all cases for any man to determine what actions will 
ultimately produce happiness, and therefore it was proper that revelation 
should lay down a rule to be followed invariably in opposition to ap- 
pearances, and in every change of circumstances, by which we may be cer- 
tain to promote the general felicity, and be set free from the dangerous 
temptation of doing Lwil that Good may come. 

Because it may easily happen, and in effect will happen very frequently, 
that our own private happiness may be promoted by an act injurious to 
others, when yet no man can be obliged by naturc to prefer ultimately the 
happiness of others to his own; therefore, to the instructions of infinite 
wisdom it was necessary that infinite power should add penal sanctions. 
That every man to whom those instructions shall be imparted may know, 
that he can never ultimately injure himself by benefiting others, or ultimately 
by injuring others benefit himself; but that however the lot of the good and 
bad may be huddled together in the seeming confusion of our present state, 
the time shall undoubtedly come, when the most virtuous will be most 
happy. 

fan sorry that the remaining part of this Jetter is not equal to the first. 
The author has indeed engaged in a disquisition in which we need not 
wonder if he fails, in the solution of questions on which philosophers have 
employed their abilities from the earliest times, 


And found no end, in wand’ring mazes lost. 


He denies that man was created #erfect, because the system requires sub- 
ordination, and because the power of losing his perfection, of ‘' rendering 
himself wicked and miserable, is the highest imperfection imaginable.” Be- 
sides, the regular gradations of the scale of being required somewhere ‘‘such — 
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a creature as man with all his infirmitics about him, and the total remova 
of those would be altering his nature, and when he became perfect he must 
sease to be man.” 

I have already spent some considerations on the scale of being, of which 
yet I am obliged to renew the mention whenever a new argument is made to 
rest upon it ; and I must thercfore again remark, that consequences cannot 
have greater certainty than the postulate from which they are drawn, and 
that no system can be more hypothetical than this, and perhaps no hyyo- 
thesis more absurd. 

He again deceives himself with respect to the perfection with which man 
is held to be originally vested. ‘‘’That man came perfect, that is, endued 
with all possible perfection, out of the hands of his Creator, is a false notion, 
derived from the philosophers.—The universal system required subordina- 
tion, and consequently comparative imperfection.” That man was ever 
exntucd with all possible perfection, that is, with all perfection of which the 
idea is not contradictory, or destructive of itself, is undoubtedly false. But 
it can hardly be called @ fzlse notion, because no man ever thought it, nor 
can it be derived from the Philosophers, for without pretending to guess 
what philosophers he may mean, it is very safe to affirm, that no philosopher 
ever said it. Of those who now maintain that maz was once perfect, who 
may very easily be found, let the author inquire whether maz was ever 
omniscient, whether he was ever omnipotent, whether he ever had even the 
lower power of archangels or angels. ‘Their answers will soon inform him, 
that the supposed perfcction of man was not absolute, but respective, that 
he was perfect in a sense consistent enough with subordination; perfect, not 
as compared with different beings, but with himself in his present de- 
generacy ; not perfect as an angel, but perfect as man. 

From this perfection, whatever it was, he thinks it necessary that man 
should be debarred, because pain is necessary to the good of the universe; 
and the pain of one order of beings extending its salutary influence to innu- 
merable orders above and below, it was neccessary that man should suffer; 
but because. it is not suitable to justice that pain should be inflicted on 
innocence, it was necessary that man should be criminal. 

This is given as a satisfactory account of the Original of moral Evil, which 
amounts only to this, that God created beings whose guilt he foreknew, in 
order that he might have proper objects of pain, because the pain of part is, 
_- no man knows how or why, necessary to the felicity of the whole. 

The perfection which man once had, may be so easily conceived, that 
without any unusual strain of imagination we can figure its revival. All the 
duties to God or man that are neglected we may fancy performed; all the 
crimes that are committed we may conceive forborne. Man will then be 
restored to his moral perfections: and into what head can it enter, that by 
this change the universal system would be shaken, or the condition of anv 
order of beings altered for the worse? 

He comes in the fifth Letter to political, and in the sixth to religious Evils. 
Of political Evil, if we suppose the Origin of moral Evil discovered, the ac- 
count is by no means difficult : polity being only the conduct of immoral 
men in public affairs, Thg Evils of each particular kind of government 
are very clearly and elegantly displayed, and from their secondary causes 
very rationally deduced ; but the first cause lies still in its ancient obscurity. 
There is in this Letter nothing new, nor anything eminently instructive ; one 
of his practical deductions, that ‘‘from government Evils cannot be eradi- 
cated, and their excess only can be prevented,” has always been allowed ; 
the question upon which all dissension arises is, when that excess begins, 
at what point men shall cease to bear, and attempt to remedy. 
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Another of his precepts, though not new, well deserves to be transcribed, | 
because it cannot be too frequently impressed. 

‘*What has here been said of their imperfections and abuses, is by no 
means intended as a defence of them : every wise man ought to redress them 
to the utmost of his power; which can be effected by one method only ; 
that is, by a reformation of manners: for as all political Evils derive their 
original from moral], these can never be removed, until thoseare first amended. 
He, therefore, who strictly adhcres to virtue and sobricty in his conduct, and 
enforces them by his example, does more real scrvice to astate, than he who 
displaces a minister, or dethrones a tyrant; this gives but a temporary re- 
licf, but that exterminates the cause of the disease. No immoral man then 
can possibly be a true patriot : and all those who profess outrageous zeal for 
the liberty and prosperity of their country, and at the same time infringe her 
laws, affront her religion, and debauch her people, are but despicable quacks, 
by fraud or ignorance increasing the disorders they pretend to remedy.” 

Of religion he has said nothing but what he has learned, or might have 
learned from the divines: that it 1s not universal, because it must be reccived 
upon conviction, and successively reccived by those whom conviction reached ; 
that its evidences and sanctions are not irresistible, because it was intended 
to induce, not to compel; and that it is obscure, because we want faculties 
to comprehend it. What he means by his assertion, that it wants policy, I 
do not well understand ; he does not mean to deny that a good Christian 
will be a good governor, or a good subject ; and he has before justly observed, 
that the good man only is a patriot. 

Religion has been, he says, corrupted by the wickedness of those to whom 
it was communicated, and has lost part of its efficacy by its connexion with 
temporal interest and human passion, 

He justly observes, that from all this, no conclusion can be drawn against 
the divine original of Christianity, since the objections arise not from the 
nature of the revelation, but of him to whom it is communicated. 

All this is known, and all this is true ; but why, we have not yet discovered, 
Our author, if I understand him right, pursues the argument thus: the 
religion of man produces evils, because the morality of man is imperfect ; 
his morality is imperfect, that he may be justly a subject of punishment : he 
is made a subject to punishment because the pain of part is necessary to the 
happiness of the whole: pain is necessary to happiness no mortal can tell 
why or how. 

Thus, after having clambered with great labour from onc step of argumen- 
tation to another, instead of rising into the light of knowledge, we are de- 
volved back into dark ignorance ; and all our effort ends in belief, that for the 
Evils of life there is some good reason, and in confession, that the reason 
cannot be found. This is all that has been produced by the revival of 
Chrysippus’s untractableness of matter, and the Arabian scale of existence. 
A system has been raised, which is so ready to fall to pieces of itself, that no 
great praise can be derived from its destruction. ‘I’o object is always easy, 
and it has been well observed by a late writer, that the hand which cannot 
build a hovel, may demolish a temple.* 


* New Practice of Physia. 
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{IT will not be thought out of place at the end of this Volume to mention 
a few of the more important facts regarding our greater poets which have 
come to light since Johnson wrote their lives. 

1. ABRAHAM COWLEY was the son of a Stationer, not of a grocer. 
Thomas Cowley, the father, died before the birth of his son, leaving by 
Will 1407. to each of his six children, and the same sum to ‘‘ the child or 
children which my wife now goeth withal.””. The poct’s own Will, a very 
interesting one, was discovered by Peter Cunningham, in the Prerogative 
Will Office of the Court of Canterbury, and printed by him in the Shakspeare 
Society Papers. 

2. ‘hirty-nine years after Johnson’s death, an old bundle of papers ad- 
dressed 70 Mr. Skinner, Aferchant, turned up in the State Paper Office ; 
and amongst its contents was the long-lost Essay by MILTON, on the 
Doctrines of Christianity. The discovery created considerable excitement, 
and George IV. ordered that the MS. should be translated and edited by 
Charles Sumner, afterwards Bishop of Winchester. It is perhaps as well 
that it was unknown to Johnson, as the opinions maintained in it would 
certainly not have diminished the acrimony of the abuse, or the reluctance 
of the praise, which he has bestowed upon its illustrious author, At the 
same time, as Macaulay says, it is difficult to understand how any person 
could have read Paradise Lost without suspecting Milton of Arianism, or 
have studied his life without perceiving his peculiar theories on the subject 
of Marriage. But School Divinity in one sense is almost as extinct a scicnce 
as Alchymy or Astrology. Even the name of Milton could do no more than 
excite a galvanic spasm or two in its bulky corpse; and the long-lost 
Treatise is now only remembered as the text on which the young Macaulay 
framed the first, and perhaps the most admirable, of his noble series of 
Essays. ‘This is strange enough, but it is still stranger that while such 
editors as Thomas Warton, Sir Igerton Brydges, and Dr. Mitford have 
taken the most elaborate care to preserve the most minute verbal differences 
between the printed version of Comws, and the original autograph copy pre- 
served at Cambridge, they should have taken no notice whatever of a long 
passage of fourteen lines, essential to the sense of the noble opening speech 
of the Masque, and evidently omitted for the mere convenience of repre. 
sentation. The omitted lines are marked with inverted commas. 


Before the starry threshold of Jove's court 

My mansion is, where those immortal shapes 

Of bright aérial] spirits live insphered 

In regions mild of calm and serene air, 

‘* Amidst the Hesperian gardens, on whose banks, 
** Bedewed with nectar and celestial songs, 
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‘* Eternal roses grow, and hyacinth, 
‘+ And fruits of golden rind, on whose fair tree 
‘* The scaly harnessed dragon ever keeps 
** His unenchanted eye ; around the verge 
** And sacred limits of this blissful isle, 
‘* The jealous ocean, that old river, winds 
‘* His far-cxtended arms, till with steep fall 
e ‘* Half his waste flood the wild Atlantic fills, 
‘* And half the slow, unfathomed Stygian pool. 
‘** But soft, I was not sent to court your wonder 
‘With distant worlds, and strange removed climes, 
** Yet thence I come, and oft from thence bchold,”’ 
Above the smoke and stir of this dim spot 
Which men call earth, &c. &ce. 


3. The entry of the marriage of Fohn Dryden's father and mother has 
been hunted out in the Register of the parish of Pilton in Northampton- 
shire. 

1630. Erasmus Dreydon, gent., and Mary Pyckeringe, were marricd the 
one-and-twentieth day of October. 


The poet was thus not only the eldest son, but eldest child also, a fact 
which had been doubted by Malone. Still more interesting is the entry of 
the poet’s own marriage in the Register of the Church of St. Swithin, by 
London Stone, December rst, 1663. He was wedded to the Lady Elizabeth 
Howard, by licence. He signs his name Driden, and in the entry for the 
licence he is also so called, but in the Register itself the bridegroom is 
Draydon, and the bride Haward. All the contemporary insinuations 
against the lady’s character and conduct previous to her marriage have been 
more than confirmed by the publication of the correspondence of the second 
Earl of Chesterfield. 


4. A singularly pleasing memorial of Pope's feelings towards his friends 
and contemporaries has bcen discovered written on the fly leaves of an 
Elzevir Virgil, now in the Library of the Earl of Mansfield, and is printed 
by Mr. Elwin in the first volume of what promises to be a most admirable 
edition of Pope's Works. He records the date of cach individual's death in 
Latin, and appends a few words descriptive of their characters and his 
feelings towards them. It opens with John Dryden, semper venerandus, 
poetarum princeps. The next is Walsh; eréticus sagax, amicus, et vir 
bonus. Then come Betterton, Woscius sui temporis, who leaves the world 
with the praise of all good men ; Parnell, Joetica laude et moribus suavis- 
simis insignis ; Wycherley, poeta morum scientid clarus, ‘‘ the first who 
had my love ;” James Craggs generosus et ingenuus ; Robert, Earl of Oxford, 
mthi perfamiliaris et jucundus; William Congreve, poela eximius, vir 
comis, urbanus, et mihi perquam familiaris ; John Gay, proditate morum 
et simplicttate insignis, soctus peramabilis, ‘‘who dicd under my eyes ;’, 
and John Arbuthnot, vér doctissimus, probitate ac pictate insignis. ‘These 
simple notices appear infinitely more valuable than the formal epitaphs 
which Johnson attacks with hypercritical ingenuity ; but, pleasant as they are, 
the poet appears in a yet more admirable light when he records the death of 
mater mea charissima, pientissima et optima, Editha Pope, and of nutrix 
mea fidelissima, Al, Beech.—¥. C.] 
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Pep cocoate 461 ; the birthplace of Dyer, 461 
Abney, Sir Thomas, 449; his kindness to Dr. Watts, 449 
Act of Succession, the, 210 
**An Act of Grace,” 259; Prior excepted, 259 
Addison, Joseph, his opinion of Cowley’s conccits, 20; his opinion of Sinith’s 
“Phaedra,” 201; his praise of Halifax, a11; his birth and porentanes 2213 
christened tho day of birth, 221; educated at home, at Ambrosebury, Salisbury, 
and Lichfield, 221 ; his father made Dean of Lichfield, 221; a barring out, 221 ; 
goes to the Chartreux, 221 ; contracts an intimacy with Steele, 321; enters, 1669, 
Queen’s College, Oxford, 222; gains the patronage of Dr. Lancaster, 222; 18 
elected Demy of Magdalen College, Oxford, 222; obtains a fellowship, 222; grows 
eminent by his Latin compositions, 222; the Muse Anglicanm, 222; his poem on the 
Peace, 222 ; presents the collection of his Latin poems to Boileau, 222; his verses 
to Dryden, 222; translates the greater part of the Fourth Book of the Georgics, 
222; publishes an essay on the Georgics, 222; also verses on the English poets, 
222 ; is introduced by Congreve to Montague, 223 ; is persuaded not to tuke orders, 
223; writes, 1695, a poem to King William, with an introduction to Bomers, 
223; his Latin verses on the Peace of Ryswick, 223; obtains a pension on which 
to travel, 223; stays a year at Blois, 223 ; then proceeds to Italy, 223; writes his 
‘* Dialogues on Medals,” and four acts of “Cato,” 223; his letter to Lord 
Holland, 223; is obliged to earn his way home, 223; publishes his Travels, dedi- 
cated to Lord Somers, 223; its rapid advance in vulue, 223; undertakes to cele- 
brate Blenheim, 224; 1s rewarded by being made Commissioner of Appeals, 224 ; 
goes with Halifax to Hanover, 224; is Under Secretary of State first to Hodges 
and then to Sunderland, 224; his opera of “ Rosamond,” and its dedication, 224 ; 
is secretary to Wharton, Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, 224; made Lord Keeper of 
the Records, 224; his contributions to the ‘‘Tatler,” 325; the ‘* Spectator,” 
225; a daily newspaper, 225; its aims and objects, 225; itslarge sale and low . 
rice, 224; produces, 1713, ‘* Cato,” 224; the bistory of its completion and pro- 
uction, 228; its great success, 228; its unprecedented run, 228; the reason of 
its being printed without a dedication, 228 ; attacked and defended by various 
parties, 229; translated and acted in foreign countrics, 229; contributes to the 
“Guardian,” a daily paper, 229; author of the “ Drummer,” 330; writes, 1704, 
“The Present State of the War, and the Necessity of an Augmentation,” 330; 
“The Whig Examiner,” 230; the ‘* Spectator” revived, 230; is secretary to the 
Regency, 231; his duty to send messages to Hanover of Anne’s death, 231; is too 
slow for the Council, who employ Southwell, 231; publishes “ The Freeholder,” 
331; marries, after a long courtship, 1716, Dowager Countess of Warwick, 331; 
becomes, 1717, Secretary of State, 232, finds kimself unfitted for the task, and 
retires on the plea of failing health, with a pension, 232; his purposed literary 
works, 232; writes a portion of a Defence of Christian Religion, 222; engagea, 
1418—19g in a controversy with Steele, on the Peerage Bill, 232; answers “The 
Plebeian” by “ The Old Whig,” 253; Steele writes a ‘ Second Plebeian,”’ and 
Addison grows personal, 233 ; 4 ee by shortness of breath, 234; is attacked 
by dropsy, 234; his interview with Gay, 234; also with the Eerl of Warwick, 334; 
leaves dircctions about his works, 234; dies at Holland House, 234; leaves a 
daughter, 234; his character, manners, and habits, 234—334 ; his style of com- 
osition, 23 a Sener review of his works, 237--248; the contemporary of 
alden at Oxford, 295; remains his friend through life, 295; reason of his 
patronage of Tickell, 297; praises in the “Spectator” Tickell’s ‘Prospect of 
Peace,” 298; practically evinces his friendship, 299; the coldness between him 
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and Pope, 298, 299; praises the * Essay on Criticism,” pi ; advises him not to 
alter the *‘ Rape of the Lock,” 380; his praise of the ‘“‘ Rape of the Lock,’ 380; 
pees Philips in the “ Guardian,” 454 
Addison, Rev. Lancelot, 321; Deau of Lichfleld, 221 
Agar, Mr. B., is in the Crown Office, 63; marries Mra, Philips, 63 
Akenside, Mark, his opinion of Dycr’s poetry, 462; birth and parentage, 4933 
educated at Newcastle and Edinburgh, 493; receives moncy from the dissenting 
fund, 493: returns the money on deciding not to be a minister, 493; ‘‘The 
Pleasures of Imayination,” 493; goes to Leyden, 493; becomes, 1744, Doctor of 
© Physic, 493; ‘f The Original and Growth of the Human Foetus,” 493 ; attacked by 
Warburton, and defended by Dyson, 493; publishes, 1745, his first collection of 
odes, 944; his epistle to Pulteney, 494; starts as physician at Northampton, 
04; removes to Hampstead, 494; comes into town, 494; his allowance from 
itr. Dyson, 494; becomes Fellow of the Royal Society, 494; takes a degree at 
Cambridge, 494; admitted to the College of Physicians, 494; writes medical 
essays, 494; becomes physician to St. Thomas’s Hospital, 494; Gulstoncan 
. Lectures in Anatomy, 494; the Croonian Lectures, 494; his Discourse on 
Dysentery, 494; dies, 1770, of a putrid fever, 494; his character as 8 poct, and hiv 
poetry, 494—496 
Akenside, Mark, 493; father of the poct, 493 
Aldrich, 123; Master of Christchurch at the time of Philips, 123; said by Duckot t4 
have corrupted Clarendon’s History, 202 
Aldwinkle, 131; the birthplace of Dryden, 131 
Allen, Mr., 400; becomes the friend of Pope, 400; offers to pay the cost of ea 
edition of Pope’s letters, 400 
Andrews, Dr., 96; Bishop of Winchester, 96; his conversation with James I, and 
Dr. Neale as to the right of the sovercign to his people’s money, 96 
Anglesea, Earl of, 206; is sued Ly his wite for a divorce, 206; King’s brilliant but 
futile defence, 206 
Anne, Princess, 121 ; goes to Nottingham escorted by Dorsct, 121 
Arbuthnot, Dr., 288; his advice to Gay with reference to his money, 288 | 
Ashe, Dr., Bishop of Clogher, gives Parnell the archdeaconry of Clogner, a12; 
marries Swift to Miss Johnson, 361 
Atterbury, admits the name of Milton into Westminster Abbey, 61; said by Ducket 
to have corrupted Clarendon’s History, 202; positively denies the statement, 
202; his plot, 296; Yalden accused of being a member, 206; asks Pope to study 
the Popish controversy, 395; Pope a witneas in his defence, 395 ; presents Popo 
with a Bible, 395 
Aubigny, Lady, 101 ; brings Crispe’s Commission of Array to London, 101; the Com- 
mission found in her garden, 102; committed to custody, 103 
Aubrey, 90; his account of Wentworth Dillon’s vision of his futher’s death, go 
Ayes rabazon, 58; buy’s ‘* Paradiso Lost,” from Simmons, 58; sells it to Jaccb 
onson, 58 
“ Azaria and Hushai,” 148; one of the answers to ** Absalom and Achitophel,”’ 148 


AMPTON, 123; the birthplace of Philips, 123 : 
Bangorian Controversy, the, 306 ; Savage attacks the bishop, 306 

Banks, Mrs., 94 ; a great city heircas, 97; destined by the Court for Mr, Crofts, 97; 
marries Waller, 97; has two children, 97; dies in childbirth, 97 

Barber's, Mr. John, monument to Butler, 80 

Barber, Mrs., 364 

Barberini, Cardinal, 41 ; his patronage of Milton, 41 

Barn Elms, 4 

Barnes, in “ Barnesii Anacreontem,” on Cowley’s amourousness, § 

Beattie, Dr., 498 ; becomes the friend of Gray, 498 

Bennet, Mr., afterwards Earl of Arlington, 3 

Berger, 85; Wilmot’s display of courage, 85 

Berkeley, Earl of, 355 ; invites Swift to go to Ireland as his secretary, 355; displaces 
him at Dublin, 355; praises ‘‘ The Rape of the Lock,” 380 

Homer cs 3; his story respecting the services rendered to each other by Davenant 
and Milton, 53 

Bettesworth, 363; the effect of Swift’s satire, 365; his interview with Swift, 369s 
his threat on Swift, 365; prevented by tbe populace, 365; his asserted pecw 
niary loss, 365 
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Binning, Lord, 444; keeps Thomson for some time, 444; recommends Thomson to 
dedicate “Summer” to Mr. Doddington, 444 

Birch, Dr., 108 ; marries Waller’s daughter, 108 

Blackhead, Stephen, 208 ; engages with Young to ruin Sprat, 208; draws up a plot 
to subvert the authorities, and attaches forged signatures, 208; the way in which 
Sprat’s is obtained, 208; his part in the conspiracy, 208; its failure, 208 

Blackmore, Sir Richard, 272; his parentage, 270; educated at a country school, 
Westminster, and Edmund Hall, Oxford, 272, 273; resides thirteen years, 273 ; 
travels, 273; made at Padua doctor of physics, 273; after wandering some time 
returns home, 273; is a schoolmaster, 273 ; Dr. Sydenham’s direction as to thé 
books he should read, 273 ; becomes a Fellow of the College of Physicians, 273 ; 
resides in Cheapside, 243; publishes, 1695, in ten books, * Prince Arthur,’ 243; 
his introductory apology, 273; in 1697 publishes in twelve books “ King 
Arthur,” 244; is made wu physician in ordinary to King William, and knighted 
with a present, 274; asserts to have helped on the accession of the House of 
Hanover, 244; his paraphrase of the Book of Job and other parts of Scripture, 
294; “A Satire on Wit,” 274; publishes in 140s, in ten books, “ Eliza,” 248 ; 
writes a poem on the Kit Cut Club, 275; ‘ Advice to Poets huw to Celebrate the 
Duke of Marlborough,” 275; “ Advice to a Weaver of Tapestry,” 248; publishes 
in 1412, “ The Creation,” 275 ; publishes in conjunction with Hughes, ‘‘ The Lay 
Monastery,” three times a week, 276; its plan, 276; the principal character, 276 ; 
publishes 1416 and 1414, two volumes of Essays, 276—278 ; becomes by turns an 
elect and censor of the College of Physicians, 278 ; his poem on ‘‘ Redemption,” and 
also that of the “‘ Nature of Man,” 248; attempts a version of the Psalms, but fuils, 
278; writes 1723 a epic poem, in twelve books, ‘ King Alfred,” 2478; his practice 
drops away, 270 5 employs his enforced leisure in incessant writing on medical 
topics, 279; publishes a “ Histury of the Plot against King William in 1695,” 
279; his theological works, 279 ; attended on his deathbed by Mr. White, of 
Nayland, 279 ; his death, 280; criticism on his character and works, 280—282 

Blakeney, Robert, 362 ; Swift’s butler, 362 ; takes the ‘‘Drapier Letters” to the 
printers, 362; is suspected by Swift of betraying him, and dismissed, 362; after- 
wards made Verger of St. Patrick’s, 363 

Blandford, the birthplace of Pitt, 441 

Blount, Martha, 411; ber acquaintance with Pope, 411 

ithe go; protessor at the Protestant University, Caen, 90; teaches Wentworth 

on, 90 

Bodleian Library, 4 

Boileau, 222: his aversion to modern Latin, 222, converted by Addison’s [presenta- 
tion of a copy of ‘* Musxe Anglicaney,”’ 222 

Bolingbroke, Lord (Mr. St. John), 254 ; his opinion, as expressed to the Queen, of 
Prior, 257; his letters to Prior, 255, 258; induces Fenton to leave his school for 
hopes of official life, 283; quarrels with Karl of Oxford, 359; Swift called from 
Ireland to reconcile them, 360; finds this impossible, 360; admits Swift's asser. 
tion, that the Tory cause is lost, 360; asks Swift to spend the winter with him in 
France, 363 ; obtains thefirst MSS. of Pope’s “Iliad,” 385 ; the present depository 
of the copy, 385 ; said to have furnished Pope with the materials for “ The Essay 
on Man,” 402; quarrels with Warburton, 404; his affection for Pope, 411; one of 
Pope’s executors, 411; Offended by Pope's action with reference to ‘“‘ The 
Patriot King,” 411 

Boulter, Archbishop, makes A. Philips his secretury, 45s 

Bonet. Archibald, 503; the friendship of Lyttleton, 503 ; the general attack and his 

efence, 503 

Brackley, Lord, 32 3 is benighted in Haywood, Herefordshire, 40; takes part in the 
“¢ Masque of Comus,’ 4o 

Bramhal, 48; said by Milton to have ropuee to ** Defensio Populi,” 48 

Bridekirk, 297; the birthplace of Tickell, 29 

Bridgewater, Eurl of, 39; president of Wales, 39; resident at Ludlow Castle, 3 

Bright, Mr. Henry, 78 ; master in the time of Butler of Worcester Grammar School, 


7 
Broome, William, 283; associated with Fenton in translating for Pope parts of the 
Odyssey, 284; his parentage and birth, 371; on the foundation at Eton and 
captain of the school, 371; sent to St. John’s College, 371; his college com- 
anion, 371; his addiction to metre, 3471; translates in conjunction with Ozell and 
ldisworth the Iliad into prose, 372; introduced to, and employed by Pope, 342; 
translates a third of Pope’s “‘ Odyssey,’’ and writes the notes, 342 ; his opinion of 
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the payment for this work, 372; the quarrel between him and Pope, 342; pub- 
lishes a miscellany of poems, 372; rector of Sturston, 372; marries a widow, 373; 
becomes, 1728, D.C.L., 372; obtains the rectory of Pulham, 373; resigns Pulham, 
and obtains Oakley Magna, and Kye, 373; translates Odes to Anacreon, 373 ; 
dies, 1445, at Bath, 373; his poetry, 373 

Brown, 150; his three dialogues attacking Dryden on his conversion to popery, 150, 


1st 
Brown, Sir George, 380; objects to being “Sir Plume,” in the ‘‘ Rape of the Lock,” 


380 
*Buckingham, Duke of, 43 j opposes Dryden, 143; writes with the assistance 
of Butler, Clifford, and Sprat, the “ Rehearsal,’ the persons attacked in it, 


144 

Buckinghamshire, Duchess of, 206; tho wife of the Earl of Anglesea, 206; sues for 
a divorce, 200; the Karl defended by King, 206; obtains her suit, 206 

Buckinghamshire, Duke of (Sheffield), 85; his assertion that Wilmot will not 
fight, 8s; his parentage and birth, 251; has a tutor, 251; at twelve begins to 
educate himself, 251; goes to sea with Rupert, 251; is made commander ofa 
troop of horse, 251; is summoned to Parliament, 261; his return objected 
to, and disallowed, 251 ; his quarrel with the Earl of Rochester, 281; is a volunteer, 
1642, on board Lord Ossory’s ship, 251; his two observations, 251; advanced to 
the command of tho Xutherine, 251; raises and commandsa regiment of foot, 291 ; 
is familiar with Schomberg, 251; is made commander of the old Holland 
regiment, 251; obtains at twenty-five the garter, 251; made Gentleman of the 
Bedchamber, 251; serves in France under Turenne, 251; applies for the first 
troop of horse, 251; is opposed by Monmouth, 281; makes Monmouth to be sus- 
pected, 251; obtains the heutenancy of Yorkshire and tho Governorship of Hull, 
2é1; his reported recommendation of Dryden to the laureatship, 2,2; goes to the 
relief of ‘Tangiers, are the story of his voyage, 252; his expedition successful, 
282; composes “The Vision, 252;” admitted by James IT. into the Privy 
Council, 252; made Lord Chamberlain, 252; accepts # place inthe High Com- 
mission, 252; attends the king to mass, 252; his objection to the Roman 
Catholic doctrines, 253; acquiesces in the Revolution, 252; his vote on the con- 
juncture of the Sovereignty, 252; lives some years without employment, 252; is, 
1694, made Marquis of Normanby, 252; opposes the Court on some important 
ueslions, 252; 18s reccived into the cabinet council, 252; hie pension, 252; highly 
avoured by Queen Anne, 252; made in succession lord privy seal, lieutenant of 
the North Riding of Yorkshire, commissioner for treating with the Scots, first 
Duke of Normanby, and then of Buckinghamshire, 252, 253; resizns the privy 
seal, 253; joins in the motion asking the Princess Sophia to visit England, 253; 
is offered but refuses the Chancellorship, 253; builds buckingham Palace, 253; is 
made, 1710, Lord Chamberlain, 253; endeavours to protect the Catalans, 253 ; 
persistently opposes George I., 253; hia death, 253; his three wivee, 253; his 
children, 253; his character, 253; his poetry, 253; his Essay on Satire, 253; his 
Essay on Poetry, 253; his verses, 254. 

Burgess, Anne, 248; marries Johu Hughes, 248; mother of the poet, 248 

Burlington, Lady Frances, 90; widow of Col. Courteney, 90; marries Wentworth, 
fourth Earl of Ruscommon, go 

Burnet, Dr., 85; becomes acquainted with Rochester, 86; reclaims him, 86 ; his 
“© Some Passages on the Life and Death of John Wilmot, Earl of Rochester,’’ 86 ; 
on Dryden’s contemplated translation of Varillas’ ** History of Heresies,” 149, 
1x0; his opinion of Waller’s oratorical powers, 187; censures Pope’s ‘* Iliad,” 
394; his funeral sermon on the Rev. K. Young, 467 

Burnet, Thomas, 294; rejoins to Granville’s reply to Dr. Burnet’s accusations 
against Monk, 294 

Butler, Samuel, 44; 9 life by an unknown author, 77; another by Wood, 44; place 
and date of his birth, 77; date of his christening, 77; the condition of his 
father, "3 is educated ut the Worcester Grammar School, 78; the question 
whether he obtained a university education, 478; for some time clerk to Mr, 
Jefferys of Earls Croomb, 48; his habits while holding this situation, 48; ad. 
mitted into the family of the Countess of Kent, 78; is employed by Seiden, the 
steward, in literary work, 78; afterwards in the family of Samuel Luke, 48; said 
to have now commenced ‘ Hudibras;”? made at the Restoration secretary to 
Earl Carbery, 79; appuinted to the stewardship of Ludlow Castle, 79; marries 
Mrs, Herbert, 79; publishes, 1663, first part of ‘‘ Hudibras,” 79; publishes, 1664, 
the second part of “‘ Hudibras,” 79; his empty reward, 49; asserted gift of the 


king, 49; asserted to be secretary to Villicrs, Duke of Buckingham, 79; publishes, 
168, the third part of ‘‘ Hudibras,” 49; dies 1680, 80; his funeral and place of 
interment, 80; the question of a pension, 80; the monument by Mr. Barber, 80; 
his posthumous works, 80; one of the epponen of the Royal Society, 80; a re- 
view of “ Hudibras,” 80—82; also of Butler’s humour, and style, 82—-84 ; both the 
author and the work unique, 84 

Butler's Tenement, 78 

Byron, Lord, v, ; opinion of the Lives, v,; on Johnson’s ‘* Vanity of Human Wishes,” 
XXili. ; 


ADELTI, v.; goes, with Tom Davies and Strahan, to Johnson about the Lives, v. ; 
unites with Strahan in publishing Cook’s Voyager, vi. 
Caen, 90 i the Protestant University, go; Bochart a professor, go; Wentworth Dillon 
& pupil, go 
Cambridge, 2; passed through by Charles I, on his way to York, 2 
Carbery, Earl of, 40; marries the Lady Alice Egerton, 4o; hides Dr. Jeremy Taylor, 
40; Butler, his secretary, 79 
Cartaret, Lord, 362; issues a reward for the discovery of the author of ** The 
Drapier Letters,’ 362 
Carlton, Lord (Mr. Boyle), 22 
Carlyle’s, ‘Thomas, opinion of boswell’s life of Johnson, xxiii. ; on Johnson’s married 
life, xxiii.; also on the outcry against his pension, xxiii. 
Caryl, Mr., 379; secretary to Mary d’Este, 379; induces Pope to write a poem to 
secure the reconciliation of the Pctres and the Fermors, 3479 
Caston, Miss, 34; belonga to a Welsh fumily, 37; is mother of the poet Milton, 34 
Chaloner, 103; hanged for ‘* Waller’s Plot,”’ 103 ; attended by Hugh Peters, 103 
Charles I., King, passes through Cambridge on his way to York, 2; tries the Virgiliap 
lots at Oxford, 4 
Chauncey, Dr., 449 
vipadaats Lord Herbert of, 40; marries Lady Mary Egerton, 4o 
ertsey, 8 
Chichester, 488; tho birthplace of Collins, 458 
Chillingworth, 148; seeks refuge in the Romish Church, 148 
ia oneal arl of, 293; displaces Granville from his posts at the accession of 
eorge I., 2 
Christina, Queen of Sweden, 4o 
Cibber, 283; his brutal refusal of Fenton’s “ Mariamne,” 283 
Cibber, Colley, 328; succeeds Mr. Eusden as Laureat, 328 
Clarendon; his opinion of Cowley, 28; relates that Cowley was always grateful 
to Jonson, 28; ou Waller’s continus] speaking in the House, 100; his version 
of the discovery of Waller’s plot, 101, 102; his deduction from Lord Conway's 
connexion with ‘ Waller’s Plot,” 1cr; his belief as to the limits of the plot, 101; 
his remarks on Waller’s behaviour on arrest, 102; opinion of Waller’s conduct 
with reference to the plot, 104; his character of Waller, 109, 110 
Clarges, Sir Thomas, 53 
Clifford, Martin, 139; Sprat’s “ Life of Cowley,” dedicated to him, 139; his attack 
upon the ‘‘ Conquest of Granada,” 139; extracts from his attack, 139 
Colbatch, Dr., 294; his rough rejoinder to Granville’s reply to Dr. Burnet’s accuea- 
tions against Monk, 294 
Coleshill, 95; the birthplace of Waller, 9s 
Collier, 268; his controversy with the poets, 268; the history of its cause, 268 ; his 
‘Short View of the Immorality and Profanity of the English Stage,” 268 ; the re- 
ie of Congreve and Vanbrugh, 268; the resolt of the struggle, 269 
Collins, William, 458; his parentage and lirth, 458; is a scholar at Winchester, 4s8; 
becomes a commoner at Queen’s College, 458; is elected a demy of Magdaien 
College, 458; obtains his 3.A., and leaves the university, 458; comes, 1744, to 
London, 458; his verses to a lady weeping, 458; is in great want, 459; obtains 
money on a proposal to write a translation of Aristotle's poems, 459; is left a 
legacy, and returns the money tothe booksellers, 459; his brain distempered, 
459; his last illness, 460 
Compton, Sir Spencer, 443 ; his return for the dedication to him of “* Winter,” 443 
Congreve, William, 153; his narration of Dryden’s funeral, 153; the antiquity ot his 
family, 266; his parentage, 266; the uncertainty of the lace and date of his birth, 
266; place and date of his baptism, 266; educated at Kilkeuny and Dublin, 266; 
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ta sent hy his father to study law at the Middle Temple, 366; prefors authorahip 
to the law, 260; his novel,  Incognita, or Love and Duty Keconciled,” 260; his 
drama, “'The Old Bachelor,” 266; his detence against Collier, 266; the play secures 
the patronage of Halifax, 267; is made a commissioner for licensing coaches, 
267; obtains a place in the Pipe Office, 267; and a lucrative one in the Customs, 
267; “ writes ‘*The Double Dealer,” 267 ; the dedication to Halifax, 267; both 
plays honoured by the Queen’s presence, 267; writes un clegiac pastoral on the 
Queen’s death, 207; produces, 16gs, “‘ Love for Love,” 307; in, 1697, ‘* The 
Mourning Bride,” 267; his reply to Collier’s “Short View of the Immorality and 
Profanity of the English Stage,” 268; ‘Tho Way of the World,” 269 ; its recep- 
tion, 269; retires into private life, 269; is the friend of all the leadmg men in 
town, 209; protected by both parties, 269; made secretary to the Island of 
Jamaica, 269 ; is made patron of Steele’s Miscellanies, 269; the Tliad of Pope dedi- 
cated to him, 26y; his interview with Voltaire, 269; becomes blind, 269; has the 
yout, 270; 18 overturned while journeying to Bath, 270; dies at his house in 
ondon, 1428-9, 240; lies in state, and is buried at Westminster, 270; monument 
erected to him by Henrietta, Duchess of Marlborough, 270; bequeathes to her a 
legacy of 10,000/., 270; criticism on his works, 270-—272 
Conway, Lord, 101; joins Waller’s plot, 102: committed to prison, 103; the 
evidence againt him, 103; admitted to bail, 104 
Cook’s Voyages, vi. 
Conwallis, Lord, 373; makes Broome his Chaplain, 343 
Cowley, Abraham, 1; Dr. Sprat’s biography, 1; date of birvn, 1; father a grocor, 
and probably a sectary, 1; a posthumous child, 1; atan early yo reads Spenser's 
* Fuiry Queen,” and becomes o lover of verse, 1; admilted into Westminster 
School, 1; assertion of Sprat as to his defective powers of learning, 1; shown to 
be erroneous, 2; publishes, at an early age, a collection of poems, 2; the principal 
pieces, 2; writes while sat school, “* Love's tiddle,” 2; removes, 1636, to Cambridge 
2; this year, an unsuccessful candidate for election to Trinity College, 2; is sui 
to have now compiled the greater portion of the ** Davideis,” 2; publishes, 1638 
* Love’s Kidde,” dedicated to Sir Kenelm Digby, 2; ulzo, “ Naufragium Joculare,’ 
dedicated to Dr. Comber, 2; the author of the ‘“ Guardian,’ acted before 
Charles I., at Cambridge, 2; ejected, 1643, by the Parliament from Cambridge, 
2; goes to St. John’s College, Oxford, 2; publishes, according to Wood, “ the 
Puritan und the Papist,” 2; is divtinpaishod for his ardent loyalty, 2; gains the 
confidence of Lord Falkland, 2; follows the Queen to Paris, 3; becomes secretary 
to Lord Jermyn, 3; his duties and their extent, 3; publishes, 1047, the ‘‘ Mistress,” 
3; his belief as to poets’ obligations towards love, 3; his paucity of amourous 
passion, 3; his letters from Paris to Mr, Bennet, afterwards Kar] of Arlington, 3; 
extract from one on the Scotch Treaty, 4; appears to have consulted the 
Virgilian lots, 4; comes back, 1636, to Mugland, §; urrested suon after his arrival, 
8; bailed by Dr. Searborongh, §; publishes an edition of his works, §; in the 
preface expresses strongly his desire for retirement, g; becomes a physician, § ; 
Dr. Sprat, and also Mr. Wood on this, §; returns to France and remains there till 
the Kestoration,s; obtains bis physician’s degree, 6; attends the meeting of the 
Royal Society, 6; during his preparatory studies for his degree studies botany, 6; 
writes in Latin verse a work in five books on the subject, 6; at the Restoration 
writes a song of triumph, 6; was promised, but does not get the mastership of 
dhe Savoy, 6; the reason of this, 6; reproduces the ‘* Guardian” with alterations 
under the title of ‘‘ Cutter of Coleman Street,” 6; this not a success, 6; considered 
to have been a satire on tho royalists, 7; publishes ‘* ‘he Complaint,” 7; his 
desire for retirement returns, 7; according to Wood goes into Surrey, 7; first to 
Barn Elms, 4; then to Chertsey, 7; obtaius through the Earl of St. Albans and 
the Duke of Buckingham a lease of some of the Queen’s lands, 7; the letter, pre- 
served by Mr. Peck, addressed to Dr. Sprat, 8; dics, 1667, at Porch House, 
Chertsey, 8; is buried byChaucer and Spenser, 8; Charles L1.’s verdict, 8; Dr. Sprat’s 
opinion, 8; bis character, 8; extracts from his works, 1o—17; criticism on his 
Ode to Wit, 18; on his verses to Lord Faukland, 18; on his * Klegy on Sir Henry 
Wotton,” 18; on his poem on the death of Hervey, 18; on “ The Chronicle,” 18; 
on the verses to Davenant, 1g; on the lines from Jersey, 19; Ou his two metrical 
disquisitions for-and against Reason, 19; on the lines to Crashaw, 19; on the 
Avacreontiques, 19; on “ The Mistress,” 20; on the Pindurique Odes, 21; on the 
“6 Davideis, ’ 24; general review of his writings, 28; bis diction, 29; bis versifica- 
tion, 29; his contractions, 29; his rhymes, 29; the first to mingle at pleasure 
Alexandrine with common heroics, jo; criticism on the Exsays, 31 
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Cowper, Lord, aso; is Lord Chancellor, 230; makes Hughes secretary to the Com- 
missions of the Peace, 250 

Oraggs, 283; becomes Secretary of State, 283; requires literary assistance, 283 ; 
employs, through Pope, Fenton, 283 ; is completely suited, 283; on the point of 
rewarding him, but dies of small-pox, 283 

Crawley, Judge, 99; prosecuted by the Commons for his opinion on the question of 
ship money, 99 

Crispe, Sir Nicholas, tor; his position in the city, 101; his practical loyalty, 101; 
raises and commands @ regiment for the King, 101; his opinion of the state of 
affuirs, 101; obtains from Chartes a commission of array, 101 

Croft, Sir Herbert, writes the Life of Young for Johnson, vi.; behaviour to the 
Chatterton family, vi.; on Young’s morality and religion in early life, 468; on 
the Epistle to Lord Lansdowne, 468; on the assertion that Young is a Court 
writer, and on his dedication to the ‘‘Poem on the Last Day,” 469, 470; on 
Young’s verses on the accession of George I., 470; on Young’s dedication of 
“Tho Revenge” to the Duke of Wharton, 471; on the satires, and the preface to 
them of Young, 473; on Young's, ‘The Instalment,” and “ Ocean, an Ode,” 474; 
on Young's fairness as a critic, 475; on the praises accorded to Mr. Doddington, 
477; the history of * Resignation,” 484; on the uncertainty of friendship, 485, 
480; on Young's character and habits, 486—489; on the question of who was 
Philander and Narcissa, 477; on Young’s domestic grief, 448; on the question of 
who is Lorenzo, 479—481; on the dedication of the various Nights, 481; on his 
acceptance of a dedication of a book attacking Pope, 481, 482 

Crofis, Lord, 33; goes with Sir John Denham to Poland, 33; his reward, 33 

Crofts, Mr., 97; destined by the Court to marry Mrs. Banks, 97 

Cromwell, Mr., 376; the friend of Pope, 376; their correspondence, 376 

Crousay, his criticism of “ ‘he Essay on Man” 402 

Cunningham, 54; his version of the reason ot Milton’s inclusion in the act of oblivion, 


53 
Curll, 400; is cited before the House of Lords for publishing Pope’s correspondence, 
400; his account of how he came by the letters, 400 


AGGE, buries Savage at his own expense, 350; akeeper at the Newgate, Bristol, 
348; his kind treatment of Savage, 348 

Dati, Carlo, 40; presents Milton with an encomiastic inscription, 40 

Davenant, 53; taken prisoner during the Civil War, 53; condemned to death, 53; 
said to have been saved by Milton, 53; and to have returned the service by getting 
Milton included in the act of oblivion, 53 

Davies, Tom, v.; goes, with Strahan and Cadell, to Johnson about the Lives, v. 

Delany, Dr., 360; account of Swift’s reception in Ireland, 360; on the character of 
Switt, 370, 341 

Denham, Sir John, his elegy on Cowley, 27; bern, 1615, in Dublin, 33; his 
parentage, 32; comes with his futher to London, 32; is, 1631, sent to Oxtord, 32; 
the opinion there respecting him, 32; removes to Lincoln’s Inn, and there 
studies common law, 32; still addicted to cards and dice, 33; is reclaimed from 
this propensity, 32; publishes “‘An Essay upon Gaming,” 32; translates, 1636, 
the second book of the Atneid, 32; loses his father, 32; returns to gaming and 
loses a fortune, 32; publishes in 1642, ‘‘ ‘lhe Sophy,” 32; Waller’s eulogium of 
this production, 32; pricked Sheriff of Surrey, 32; made govenor of Farnham 
Castle, 32; resigns this and retreats to Oxford, 32; publishes, 1643, ‘‘ Cooper’s 
Hill,” 32; the rumour respecting this production, 32; entrusted, 1647, by the 
Queen with a message to the King, 32; obtains an interview with him, 32; 
his condescension, 32; carries on the King’s correspondence, 32; his opinion 
as to the manner of his services, 32; his lucky escape, 32; conveys, 1648, 
Duke of York to France, 33; publishes a translation of “Cato Major,’’ 333 
resides in France, 33; his ode on the Embassy to Poland, 33; the reward for 
that service, 33; the remainder of his estates sold by the Parliament, 33; re- 
turns, 1652, to England, 33; entertained by the Earl of Pembroke, 33; made 
surveyor to the King’s buildings, 33; obtains the order of the Bath, 33; necording 
to Wood makes money by his poet, 33; publishes ** Prudence and Justice,” 33; 
attempts a metrical version of the psalms, 33 ; this a failure, 33 ; marries a secon 
time, 33; is for some time a lunatic, 33; lampooned by Butler, 33; publishes his 
poem on the death of Cowley, 33; dies, 1668, 33; is buried by the side of Cowley, 
93; the opinio; of various writers on bis merits, 33; his character, 33; his at- 
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tempts at ludicrousness, 33; his ‘Speech against Peace in the close Committee,” 
33; his occasional poems, 34; his verses to Fletcher, 34; an image copied by 
Owen and Pope, 34; his lines to Fanshaw, 34; his opinion of translators, 34; his 
elegy on Cowley, 34; criticism on “ Cooper’s Hill,’’ 34; the founder of local poetry, 
34; copied by Garth and Pope, 34; his translation of Virgil, 35; his imitation of 
Puily on * Old Age,’’ 35; extracts from his works, 35, 36 

Denham, Sir John, of Little Horsley, Essex, 32; Chief Baron of the Irish Exchequer, 
32; made a Baron of the English Exchequer, 32 

Denums, 228; his attack on Addison’s “ Cato,” 229; his criticism of ‘ Cato,” ago— 
s46; his praise of Blackmore's ‘‘ Creation,” 275; remarks on “The Essay on 
Criticism,” 344, 378; attacks “The Rape of the Lock,” 380; attacks Fopo’s 
“¢ Tliad,” 394; resents ‘‘ The Dunciad,” 398 

Derby, Dowager Countess of, 40 

Derrick, Mr., 131; his statement as to Dryden’s paternal inheritance, 131 3 and as te 
his being an anabaptist, 131 

Derry. Bishop of, 212; grants a dispensation to enable Parnell to be ordained a 

eacon, 212 

Dictionary of Latin language, 49; left in MSS., and incomplete by Milton, 49; used 
for another and later work, 49; their {ate unknown, 49 

Digby, Sir Kenelm, 2; embraces popery, 148 

Dingley, Mrs., 355; her small annual income, 355; goes with “Stella” to Ireland, 


385 

Diodate, Charles, 41; Milton’s memorial poem of, “‘ Epitaphium Damonis,” 41 

Diodate, John, 41; a professor of divinity at Geneva, 41; becomes acquainted with 
Milton during his stay there, 41 

Ditchley, 85 ; birthplace of Lord Wilmot, 85 

Dobson, 404; commences # Latin translation of the “* Essay on Man,” 4o4 

Doddington, Mr., 444; ‘‘ Summer,” dedicated to him, 444 

Dodsley, 464; his opinion of Shenstone, 464; history with reference to the purchase 
of Imagination, 493. 

Dolman, Rev. Mr., 402, 443 : ; 

pone: 10 : founder of the English school of metaphysical poets, 10; extracts from 
lis Works, 11-17 

Dorset, Ear] of, 79; makes “ Hudibras,” known at Court, 79; Prior’s life of, 120; 
his birth, 120; his education, 120; travels in Italy, 120; sitsin the first Parlia- 
ment of Charles II., 120; his frolic in Bow Street, and its results, 120; goes asa 
volunteer to the Dutch war, 120; takes part in the battle of June 5s, 166s, 120; 
composes “ To aj] you Ladies now at Land,” 120; made a gentleman of the beds 
chamber, 120; goes on an Kmbassy to France, 120; obtains the estates and the 
title of the Earl of Middlesex, 120; succeeds, 1677, on the death of his father, to thie 
Earldom of Dorset, 120; marries for the second time, 121; is favourably treated by 
James I., 12x; countenances the Bishops on their trial, 121; concurs in the Revo- 
lution, 121; sits in tho Council for the preservation of the public pence, 121; con- 
ducts the Princess Anno to Nottingham, 121; is a great favourite with William 
III., 121; made Lord Chamberlain of the Household, 121; cbtains the Garter, x27; 
tossed with the King in an open boat, rer; dies at Bath, 1708, 121; his character and 
his poems, 121 

Dorset, Duke of, his opinion of Savage's position, and the way in which he ought to be 
treated by the nobility, 309 

Dryden, Charles, 155; assists his father in his translation of ‘ Juvenal and Persius,” 
155; is usher in the Court of Pope Clementinus, 155; drowned, 1704, attempting to 
swim the Thames, 155 

Dryden, Erasmus, 131; father of John the poet, 131 

Dryden, Erasmus, Sir, Bart., 13; grandfather of the poet, 131 

Dryden, Henry, 155; enters some religious order, 155 

Dryden, John, report as to the way in which Cowley bears roverses, 6; his opinion 
of the metaphysical poets, 9; his opinion of Denham, 33; remurks on Ros- 
common’s “Essay on Translated Verse,” 92; his praise of Dorset, 121; his opinion 
of Walsh as a critic, 139; his birth, 131; his parentage and descent, 131; his re- 
ported inheritance, 131; his reported breeding, 131; 2 king’s scholar at West- 
minster, 131; elected to 2 Westminster scholarship at Cambridge, 132; wrote at 
school a@ poem on the death of Lord Hastings, 132; writes nothing at the Uni- 
versity, 132; obtains no fellowship, 132; writes heroic stanzas on the death of the 
Lord Protector; publishes at the Restoration “ Astron Kedux,” 132; writes a 
second poem to the King, 132; is ridiculed for some expressions, 132; his first 
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picce the “ Wild Gallant,” 133; publishes in 1664 “The Rival Ladies,” 133; joined 
with Sir Robert Howard, ‘The Indian Queen,” 133; publishes in 1607 the 
‘Indian Emperor,” 133; defends in the dedication dramatic rhyme in reply to a 
censure in the preface of the “ Duke of Lerma,’’ 133; publishes, 1667, ‘* Annus 
Mirabilis, the year of Wonders,” 133; becomes, 1688, Poet Laureate, 134; the 
emoluments of this office, 134; publishes the same year his “Essay on Dramatie 
Poetry,” 134; also publishes ‘Secret Love, or the Maiden Queen,” 134; alse 
Sir Martin Marr All,’ 134; publishes, 1672, an adaptation of Shakespeare’s 
** Tempest,” 134; is annoyed by the success of Settle’s “ Empress of Morocco,” 
135; his criticism on this nuthor and his play, 13s—137; publishes 1761, “An 
Kivening’s Love, or the Mocx Astrologer,” 138; publishes, 1672, ‘‘ T'yrannic Love, 
or the Royal Martyr,” 138: the ‘ Conquest of Granada,” 138; publishes, 1673, 
** Marriage a Ja Mede,” 141; also “ Assignation, or Love in a Nunnery,” 142; its 
reception, 142; also “ Amboyna,” 142; “The Virgin Martyr,” 142; publishes, 
1649, * Troilus and Cressida,”’ 1423 in 1681, ‘The Spanish Fryer,” 142; in 1683, 
“The Duke of Guise,” 142; in 1685, ** Albion and Albanians,’ 142; ‘* The State 
of Innocence and tho Fall of Man,” 143; ‘ Aureng Zebe,” 143; ‘ All for Love, 
or the World well Lost,’ 143; * Limberham, or the Kind Keeper,” 144; pub- 
lishes, 1690, ‘‘ Don Sebastian,” 145; also “ Amphytrion,” 145; **dipus,” 148 3 
in 1692, “ Cleomenes,” 145 ; in 16g1, “* King Arthur,” 145; his last drama, “‘ Love 
Triumphant,” 145 ; the commencement and ending of his dramatic labours, 146; 
his celerity of publication, 145 ; his dramatic opponents, 145 ; his reported curious 
habit beforo writing, 146; suspected to be tho author of ‘* An Essay on Satire,” 
147; waylaid and beuten, 147 ; writes for numerous publications, 147; writes 
the ‘ Life of Polybius,” 147; also those of Lucian and Plutarch, 147; 
translates the first book of Tacitus, 147; assists in the Translation of the Epistles 
of Ovid, 147; writes the preface on Translation, 147; publishes, 1681, ** Absalom 
and Achitophel,” 144; its great sale, 147; the tworephes, 148; publishes, 1681, 
“The Medal,” 148; Settle’s reply, 148; the opinion of the public on the rival 
works, 148; attacks Settle as Doeg, in the second part of ‘ Absalom and Achi- 
tophel,” 148; is converted tou Popery, 148; is employed to defend the contro- 
versial papers found in the strong box of CharlesT1., 149; translates and prefixes 
an introduction to Mainbourg’s ‘* History of the League,” 149; his name prefixed 
to the translation of Francis Xavier, 149; undertakes the translation of Varillas’s 
“History of Heresies,” 149; is attacked by Burnet, 149; his answer, 149; pub- 
lishes, 1687, “¢ ‘fhe Hind and Panther,” 150; the attacks on his conversion, 1503 
ublishes a poem on the birth of James IL.’s son, 151; loses the laureatship at the 

fevolution, 151; his poem on the Imagination, 151; the reported bounty of 
Dorset, 151; publishes in 1693, a new version of ‘ Juvenal and Persius,” 1513 is 
assisted by his two sons, 152; his design of an epic poem, 152; charges Black- 
more with stealing this plan, 152; commences, 1694, the translation of Virgil, 
1§2; in two months turns Fresnoy’s ‘Art of Painting” into English prose, 152; 
writes a copious preface in twelve mornings, 152; publishes, 1697, his version of 
Virgil’s works, 152; his dedications to the various parts, 152; ‘‘The Fubles,” 
152; the supposed reason for this production, 1523; ‘The Ode of St. Cecilia’s 
Day,” 152; the time spent in the composition of this ode, 152; his death, 153; 
the story relating to his funeral, 153, 154; his wife and family, 155; his mind, 
character, manner, and habits, 155, 156; the immorality of his verses, 156; his 
servile adulation, 157; answers to his crilics, 157,158; his dislike of priests and 
the priesthvod, 158; his irreverence for religion, 159; hisnarrow means, 159; the 
agreement for ‘The Fables,” 159, 160; his summer and winter seat, 160 ; his 
belief in judicial astrology, 160, 161; general dissertation on his style, composie 
tion, and works, 161—188 ; his notes on the blank leaves of Rymer'’s “ Remarks 
on the Tragedies of the Last Age,” 188—191 ; a letter to his sons in Italy, 197, 
192; Opinion of the ‘‘ Old Bachelor,” 267 ; ridicules Blackmore's “ Paraphrase of 
the Book of Job, and other parts of the Scriptures,’’ in @ prologue, 274; his 
opinion of Swift’s poetry, 355 : ; 

Dryden, John, 155; author ot ‘‘The Husband his own Cuckold,” 153; said to have 
died at Rome, 155 

Ducket threatens Pope with, on account of ‘* The Dunciad,” corporal punishment, 
398; is, however, appeased, 398; communicutes a story to Oldmixon respecting 
the corruption of Clarendon’s Ilistory, 202; censures Pope's “ Lliad,” 394 

Dnke, Richard, 204; educated at Westminster and Cambridge, 204; tutor to the 
Duke of Richmond, 204; the familiar friend of Otway, 204; engaged in the 
translation of Ovid and Juvenal, 204; his Review, 204; writes a poem on the 


INDEX. 561 


marriage of the Princess Anne with Prince George of Denmark, 205; takes 
ordera, 305 ; made Prebendary of Gloucester, 205, becomes a proctor to Con- 
vocation, 205 ; sad Fs to Queen Aune, 20s ; presented, 1710, to the living of 
Witney, 205; found dead, 205; mention of his death, 205 

Dyer, John, 461; parentage and birth, 461; educated at Westminster, 461; destined 
for the law, 461; loses his father, 461; turns painter, 461; wanders in South 
Wales, 461; writes “Grongar Hill,” 461; goes to Italy, 461; on hisreturn, 1440, 
publishes ‘‘ Ruins of Rome,” 461; takes holy orders, 461; marries, 461; his 
various livings and stipends, 461 ; publishes, 1757, “The Fleece,” 461; dies, 17538, 


@ 461 

Dyer, Robert, 461 ; father of the poet, 461 ‘ 

Dyson, Mr., defends Akenside from Dr, Warburton, 494; gives Akenside @ pension, 
494 


DNAM, 442; the birthplace of Thomson, 442 
Egerton, Hon. Mr., 39; is benighted in Haywood, Herefordshire, 403 takes 

part in the ‘* Masque of Comus,” 40 

Egerton, Lady Alice, 39; is lost in Maywood, Herefordshire, 40; takes part in 
the “ Masque of Comus,” 40; Dr. Jeremy Taylor's funeral sermon, 40 

Egerton, Lady Mary, 40; marries Lord Herbert, of Cherbury, 40 

Ellis, Sir William, 291 ; conducts the early education of Grenville, 291 

Elwood, 54; visits Milton daily, 54; learns tho Italian pronunciation of Latin, §5 ; 
peruscs the MSS. of “ Paradise Lost,” 58; his remark thereon, 58 

Ensor, Miss, 461 ; her descent, 461; marries Dyer, 461 

Episcopacy, removal of, 99; Waller’s speech against it, 99, 100 

Eusden, Mr., 328; is poet laureat, 328; at his death the post promised by the Kivg 
to Savage, 328; given hy the Lord Chamberlain to Colley Cibber, 328 

Exeter, 295 ; the birthplace of Yalden, 295 


tee ee Lord, 2; has confidence in Cowley, 2; tries the Virgilian lots at 

xford, 4 

Farnham Castle, 32 

Fell, Dr., 123; Master of Christ Church at the time of Philips, 123 

Fenton, Elijah, 31 ; opinion of Cowley, 31; his account ofan adventure of Rascommon’s 
in Dublin, go; the poetical character of Roscommon, g1; speculation as to the dato 
of Waller’s ‘* Address to the Queen,” 96; his assertion as to Waller’s ‘‘ Amoret,” 94; 
his reason for Waller’s plot, 100; his recital of Waller’s letter to the Earl of Port- 
land, 103; place and date of birth, 282; educated at a school and Jesus College, 
Cambridge, 282; became a B.A., 282; secretary to the Karl of Orrery, in Flanders, 
283; tutor to his son, 283; is usher in a school, 283; starts one for himself, 283; 
gives this up at the persuasion of Mr. St. John, 283; praises Queen Anne, and 
extols Marlborough, 283; is the friend of Southern and Pope, 283; publishes a 
collection of poems, 283; is by the introduction of Pope associated with Craggs, the 
Secretary of State, 283; assists Pope in translating the “‘ Odyssey,” 283; mm 1723, 
writes ‘‘ Mariamne,” 283; rejected by Cibber, but accepted at the other house, 
283; its success, 283; with the profits clears off a debt, 283; an episode at the 
theatre, 284; publishes a repunctuated edition of Milton’s works, and prepares a 
life, 284; publishes an edition of Waller’s works, with notes, 284, obtains through 
Pope the tutorship of the son of Lady Trumbull,284 ; is auditor of her accounts, 284 ; 
dies at her seat at Berkhampsted, 284; his epitaph written by Pope, 284; his per- 
sonal appearance, character, and morals, 284; a story much in his favour, 284 ; 
his poems, 284, 285; the letter of Pope to Mr. Broome respecting his decease, 
285, 286; his advice to Gay to sell out his South Sea stock, 288 

Fenton, John, 282: father of Elijah Fenton, 282; the son’s epitaph on the 
father’s tomb, 282 

Fermor, Miss Arabella, 349; has her hair cut off by Lord Petre, 379 

Ford, 371; his opinion of Broome, 371 

Francini, 40; writes an ode to Milton, 40 


ALILEO, 41; a prisoner at Rome of the Inquisition, 41; visited by Milton, 4: 
Garrick seta out with Johnson from Lichfield for London, xx 
Garth, Dr. Samuel, 154; raises a subscription to bury mat hag 1§4; the body taken 
from the College of Physicians to Westminster, 154; his descent, 253; becomes 
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a student at Peterhouse, Cambridge, 213; becomes, 1691, doctor of physic, 214; 
admitted a fellow, 1693, 313; obtains an extensive practice, 213; assists in the 
formation of the dispensary, 213; writes a poem in its support, 214; pro- 
nounces in 1694, the Harveian oration, 214; becomes, 1703, a censor of the 
college, 214; a member of the Kit Kat Club, 214; writes a poem to Lord Go- 
dolphin, 214; its attack and vindication, 214; knighted with the sword of Marl- 
borough, 215 ; made physician in ordinary to the King, 215; physician-general 
to the army, 215; edits a translation of Ovid’s “ Metamorphoses,” 215; his 
death, 215; place of interment, 215; his personal character, 215 ; the question 
of his religion, 215 ; his poetry, 215 
Gay, John, 286 ; of un old family, 286; date and place of birth, 286 ; educated at the 
town school, 286; apprenticed to a silk merchant in London, 286; changes his 
avocation for that of secretary to the Duchess of Monmouth, 286; publishes 
‘¢ Rural Sports,” 286 ; inscribes it to Pope, with whom he soon becomes a fast 
friend, 286; publishes, 1714, ‘‘The Shepherd’s Week,’’ 286; produces, 1415, 
‘6 The Wife of Bath,” 287; made secrctary to the Ear] of Clarendon, ambassador 
to the Court of Hanover, 28) ; writes a poem on the arrival of the Princess of 
Wales, 287; the King and Queen go to see his ** What-d’-ye-call-it,” 287; pre- 
sents, 1917, “‘Three Hours after Marriage,” 287; his assistants in this work, 
284; goes into Devonshire, 287; is taken next year to Aix, 287 ; goes next year 
to Lord Harcourt’s seat, 287; the result: of the subscription publication of his 
poems, 284; the consultation with his friends as to what he should do with the 
proceeds, 288 ; receives as a present some South Sea Stock, 288; is importuned 
xy his friends to sell his shure, 288; declines, the bubble bursts, and nearly 
kills him, 288; writes ‘‘ The Captives,” 288; has to read it before the Princess 
of Wales, 288; the incident of his introduction, 288; it is performed at Drury 
Lane, 288; writes a volume of * Fables,” 288 ; is offered, but declines the post of 
entleman usher to the Princess Louisa, 288; the appearance of ‘‘ The Beggar’s 
pera,” 288; the origin and progress of the play, 288: the record of its success 
in the *‘ Dunciad,” 289 ; writes a second part entitled ‘ Polly,” this prohibited by 
the Lord Chamberlain, 289; publishes it by subscription with very large profits, 
289 ; taken into the house of the Duke and Duchess of Queensberry, 289 ; the 
cause and date of his death, 290; buried in Westminster Abbey, 290; his post- 
humous works, 290; his character, and his works, 290, 291 
baie Dr., 449; bis relation of the friendship between Dr. Watts and the Abney 
ami © 
Gladstone, Ar., on Johnson’s identification with Abyssinia, xxiii, 
Goldsmith, on Parnell’s poems, 212, 213 
Goode, Mr., 102; a Presbyterian, 102; Miss Price Waller's chaplain, 102; said to 
have helped to betray Waller's plot, 104 
Goodwin, 53 ; his ‘‘ Obstructors of Justice” ordered to be burnt, 53 ; incapacitated 
from holding public trust, 53 
wisrardy: wre of, 498 ; gives Gray the professorship of modern history at Cam- 
N1GZe, 49 
Granville (Greenville, or Grenville), George, 291 ; birth and parentage, 291; his early 
education conducted by Sir William Ellis, 291; goes to Cambridge, 391 ; pro- 
nounces his own verses to Mary d’Este of Modena, 291; addresses King James on 
his accession, 291; his letter to his father at the time of the landing of the Prince 
of Orange, 292; lives throughout the reign of Wililam in literary retirement, 
293; becomes enamoured of the Countess of Newburgh, 293; celebrates her under 
the name of “ Mira,’’ 293; supposed to have written during his retirement 
various pieces for the ane 293; his fortune improved by bequests, 293 ; sits in 
Anne’s first Parliament for Fowey, 293; engages in a translation of the “ In- 
vectives against Philip,” 293 ; his fortune increased by an inheritance from his 
eldest brother, 293 ; in the ninth year of Anne chosen Knight of the Shire for Corn- 
wall, 293 ; in 1710, made Secretary of War, 293; create, 1411, Lord Lansdowne, 
and Baron Bideford, 293; in 1713, made Comptroller of the Household, and a 
Privy Counsellor, 293 ; Pope's ‘‘ Windsor Forest’ dedicated to him, 293; 1413, 
made Treasurer of the Household, 293 ; loses his position on the accession of 
George I, 293° 294; seized as a puapocee traitor, and confined for eighteen 
months in the Tower, 294; restored to his seat in Parliament, 294 ; speaks against 
the repeal of the Act for preventing occasional conformity, 294 ; goes about, 1722, 
into foreign countries, 294 ; receives in his retirement the first volume of Burnet’s 
History of His Own Times, and undertakes to answer some charges against Monk, 
294; the rejoinders of Thomas Burnet, Oldmixon, and Dr. Colbatch, 294; his 
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defence of his relation, Sir Richard Greenville, 294; collects and publishes an 
edition of bis works with emendations and additions, 294; is well received at 
Court, 294; presents copies of his works to Queen Caroline and the Princess 
Anne, 294; dies, 294, his wife not long precedes him, 294; his character, 294; 
criticism on his works, 294, 298 

Gray, Philip, 496; father of the poct., 496 P 

Gray, Thomas, 496: parentage and birth, 496; educated at Eton and Peterhouse, 

‘ambridge, 496: becomes acquainted with Horace Walpole, 496; travels with 

him in France and Italy, 496; quarrels with, and Icaves him at Klorence, 496, 

® returns, 1741, to England, 496; buries his father, 496; becomes B.C.L. 496; loses 
his friend, Mr. West, 496 ; commences to write “ Agrippina,” 496; desists at the 
advice of Mr. Mason, 496; publishes in 1742, ‘Ode to Spring,” “ Prospect of 
Eton,” and ‘ Ode to Adversity.” 497; writes, 1747, “Death of Mr. Walpole’s 
Cat,” 497; 1948, ** Poem on Government and Education,” 497; 1750, ‘* Elegy ina 
Churchyard,’ 497 ; writes a ‘‘ Long Story,” 497; leaves Peterhouse for Pembroke 
Hall, 494; publishes: 17 sg, ** The Progress of Poetry,” 494; is clfered, but refuses 
the Laureatship, 497; lives three years in London, 494; tries unsuccessfully for | 
the Professorship of Modern History at Cambridge, 497; visits Scotland, 498, 
nis friendship with Dr. Beattie, 498; is oflered at Aberdeen, but declines 
D.C.L., 498; obtains, 1768, the Professorship of Modern History at Cambridge, 
498; travels in Westmoreland and Cumberland, 498; attacked by gout and dies, 
498; his character, 498, 499 ; his poetry, 499—502; his opinion of Shenstone, 464 

Greenville, Bernard, 291; cntrusted by Monk with great political secrets, * 291 ; 
father of the poct, 291 

Greenville, Sir Bevil, 291; dies in the King’s cause at the Battle of Lansdowne, 291 

Greenville, Sir Bevill, elder brother of the poet, 293 ; is Governor of Barbadoes, 293 ; 
dies on the homeward voyage, 293; leaves his fortune to the poet, 293 

Griffin, 287; a player, 287; writes in conjunction with Theobald, a “ Key to the 
What-d’-ye-call-it,” 284 

Gregory, Mr., 312; is engaged with Savage and Merchant in the brawl in Robinson’s 
Coffee House, 312; condemned to death, 314; pardoned, 316; collector of An- 
tizua, 316; his opinion of Suvuge, 316 

Grotius, 40; Swedish Ambassador at Paris, 40; visited by Milton, 40 


I AGLEY, s02: birthplace of Lyttleton, so2 
Halibarn, 104; the residence of Waller on his return from Exile, 10 
Halifax, Karl of, 121; the friend of Stepney, 121 ; comes to London with him, 122; 
introduced into public life by the Duke of Dorset, 121 ; subscribes to the funeral 
expenses of Dryden, 153; is much annoyed at the conduct of the family, 153; 
refuses to listen to their explanation, 154; his birth and parentage, 209; educated 
in the country and at Westminster, 209 ; elected a King’s scholar, 209 ; his extem- 
porary epigrams, 209; the friend of Stepney, 210; should have gone to Oxford, 
but at his entreaty is sent to Cambridge, 210; his uncle the master of his college, 
210; becomes the friend of Newton, 210; publishes, 1685, verses on the death of 
King Charles, 210 ; their effect, 210; is invited by Dorset to town, 210; joins with 
Prior inthe “City Mouse and the Country Mouse,” 210; signs the invitation to the 
Prince of Orange, 210; sits inthe Convention, 210; marries the Dowager Countess 
of Manchester, 210; becomes by purchase a Clerk of the Council, 210, his epistle 
on the victory of the Boyne, 210; is presented by Dorset to William IIT,, 210; is 
ordered a pension, 210; in 1691, argues in favour of counsel ern’ granted to 
criminals charged with high treason, 210; is made a Commissioner of the Treasury, 
210; called to the Privy Council, 210; becomes, 1694, Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer, 210; his attempt at recoinage, 210; projects, 1696, the General Fund, 
310; ia voted by Parliament worthy of his Majesty’s favour, 210; in 1698, First 
Commissioner of the Treasury, 210; one of the Regency, 210; in 1699, Auditor 
of the Exchequer, 210; impeached by the Commons, 210; the articles dismissed 
by the Lords, 210; made a Baron, 210; dismissed by Queen Anne from the 
ouncil, 210; is again impeached by the Commons, 210; again protected by the 
Lords, 210; answers Bromley’s speech against occasional conformity, 210; heads 
the inquiry into th® danger of the church, 210; proposes and negociates, 1406 
the union with Scotland, 210; is appointed to carry the Garter to the Elector o 
Hanover, 211; is one of Sacheverell’s judges, 211 ; his vote, 211 ; oblains a writ for 
summoning the Electoral Prince to Parliament, 211; is appointed at the Queen’s 
death one of the Regents, 211; is made an Ear], K.G., First Commissioner of 
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the Treasury, and receives a grant for his nephew, 211 3 his death and its cause, 
211; the general patron of poets, 211; his criticism of Pope’s “‘ Iliad,” 390, 391; 
his offer and Pope’s reply, 391 

Hall’s (Bishop of Norwich), ‘ Fumble Remonstrance in Defence of Episcopacy,’’ 43 

Hamilton, Mr., 442; Professor of Divinity at Edinburgh, 442; his strictures on 
Thomson's sacred poem, 442 

Hammond, James, 300; Shiel’s Narrative of his Life, 300; his parentage, birth, 
early career, friends, position at Court, habits of life, and death, 300; the elegies, 
300, 301 

Hampden, Alexander, 104; concerned in “ Waller’s Plot,” 104 ; a perpetual prisoner, 


104 

Hampden, Miss, 95: sister to the great Hampden, 9s; the mother of Waller the 

_ poet, 95 

Hampton, Mr., 38 ; his opinion respecting Milton’s Elegies, 38 

Handley, 199: the birthplace of Edmund Smith, 199 

Hanover, Elector of, 210; heir to the throne, 210; receives the Garter, aro; is 
made Duke of Cambridge, 211 

Harcourt, Sir Simon, 123; erects a monument to J. Philips, 123 . 

pe 40; seat of the Dowager Countess of Derby, 40; visited occasionally by 

ilton, 40 

Harley, Ear] of Oxford, 259; son of the celebrated Earl, 259; gives Prior a home and 
an income, 259; takes Swift into confidence, 357; quarrels with Bolingbroke, 
359; Switt called from Treland to attempt a reconciliation, 360: finds this im- 
possible, 360; denics Swift's assertion that the Tory cause is lost, 360 

Harper, Mr., gives Dyer the living of Calthorp, Leicestershire, 461 

Harrington, 52; bis ideas on Government, 52 

Hartopp, Sir Jobn, 449 ; Watts five years tutor to his son, 449 

Hassal, 104; King’s messenger, 104; concerned in ‘‘ Waller's Plot,’’ 104; dies the 
night before his trial, 104 

Hastings, Lord, 132; dies of small-pox, 132; Dryden’s poem on his death, 132 

Hawkesworth, gets osool. for Cook’s Voyages, vi. 

Heathcote, Sir John, gives Dyer the livings of Coningsby and Kirkby, 461 

Henley, 350; his advertisement, “ Pope's conduct to Savage,” 350 

Herring, Dr., 289; his censure of “The Beggar’s Opera,” 259 

Herbert, Mrs., 99; marries Butler, 79; loses her fortune, 79 

Hertford, Countess of, 31 ; ; takes the part of Savage, 315; shows the Queen the 
Countess of Macclesfield is not to be relied upon regarding Savage, 315 ; induces 

. the Queen to pardon Savage, 315; “Spring,” dedicated to her, 444; invites 

Thomson into the country, 444 

Hill, Aaron, 398; his expostulations with Pope on account of “ The Dunciad,” 398, 
399; supports Savage, 310; writes the Prologue and Epilogue to “ Sir Thomas 
Overbury,” 310; his appeal in support of Savage’s collection of Miscellaneous 
Poems, 311; his notice of Thomson, 443 

Hobbes, 47; his opinion of  Defensio Regis,” and Milton’s reply, 47 

Hoffman, on the Virgilian lots, 

Holstenius, 41; keeper of the ‘Vatican library, 41; his stay at Oxford, 41; intro. 
duces Milton to Cardinal Barberini, 41 

Horne Tooke’s Grammatical Discoveries, xx. 

mone Dr., 449; the fellow student of Dr. Watts, 449; afterwards Archbishop of 

‘am, 44 

Horton, 209 the birthplace of Montague, Earl of Halifax, 209 

Hough, Dr., 295; Master of Magdalen College, Oxford, 295 ; suspezis Yalden of 
unfair practices, 295; finds he is wrong, 295; confesses, and gives Yalden a 
scholarship, 295 

Howard, Lady Elizabeth, rss; daughter of the Earl of Berkshire, 155; tne wife of 
Dryden, 155; her children, 155 

Howard, Mrs., 288; afterwards Countess of Suffolk, 288; is entreated in vain to flud 
room for Gay in the royal household, 288 

Howard, Sir Richard, 133 ; writes with Dryden, ‘‘ The Indian” 

Howard, Sir Robert, 133 ; Dryden’s letters to him, 133 

Hughes, John, 248; father of the poet, 248 

Hughes, John, 248; his parentage and birth, 248; educated at a dissenting 
academy, 248; his master and fellow students, 248; draws out the plan of « 
tragedy, 248; paraphrases “‘Integer Vite,” 249; has a knowledge of music 
and painting, 249; is in the office of ordnance, 249; secretary to several come 
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miasions for purchasing lands for royal docas, 249; acquires a knowledge ct 
modern languages, 249; publishes, 1697, a poem on “ The Peace of Ryswick,” 349; 
in 1699, ‘‘ The Court of Neptune,” 249; his song on the Duke of Gloucester’s 
birthday, 249; his “ Essay on the Pleasure of being Deceived,” 249; in 1402, pub- 
lishes ‘* The House of Nassau,” 249; eg tare the ‘‘Otiam Divos’ of 
Horace, 249; the performance of his ‘‘Ode on Music,” a49; his six cantatas, 
249; writes a preface to the “ Translation of Boccalini,” 249; translates Fon- 
tenelle’s ‘‘ Dialogues of the Dead,” 249; dedicates this to the Earl of Wharton, 
e249; Wharton's offer of preferment in Ireland declined, 249; translates “The 
Miser,” of Molitre, 249; assists “The Tatler,” “The Spectator,” and * The 
Guardian,” 249; translates 1412, Vertot’s “History of the Revolution of Por. 
tugal,’’ 249; produces an ‘“ Ode to the Creator of the World,” from the frag- 
ments of Orpheus, 249; his opera, ‘‘ Calypso and ‘elemachus,” 249; the opposi- 
tion of the supporters of Tes iui opera, 249; translates the tonth Book of the 
“ Pharsalia,” 249; asked by Addison to write a fifth act for ‘ Cato,” ag0; pub- 
lishes Spenser’s works with a Life and Glossary, 250; his *‘ Apollo and Daphne,” 
250; made 1717; secretary to the Commission of the Peace, 250; publishes his 
last work, “The Siege of Damascus,” 250; his original design, and the alteration, 
2503 writes the dedication ten days before his death, 250; dies on the day his 
play is produced, 250; his character, 350; the opinion of his vontemporarice, 
2so; the fellow student of Dr. Watts, 449 
Hume, Mrs., 442; marries Mr. Thomson, 442; mother of the poet, 443 


AMES I., 96; the conversation with the bishops on the King’s right to his 
subjects’ money, 96 
Jeffery, Lord, 153; son of the Lord Chancellor, 153; stops the funeral procession 
at Davdan, 183; intrudes into the presence of his widow, 153; misinterprets her 
answer, 153 ; sends the corpse into the city, 153; after some days turns off the 
matter with a joke, 153; wil have nothing to do with the matter, 154; refuses to 
fight Charles Dryden, 154 
Jeflery, Mr., 78; employs Bentham as his clerk, 78 
Jermyn, Lord, makes Cowley his eae 3 
Jermyn, Sir Thomas, 98; called upon by Waller to deny Vano’s statement respecting 
Charies I.’s views on subsidies, 98; his asserted cowardly silence, 99 
Johnson, Michael, father of Samuel Johnson, xxiii ; comes from Lichfield to Birming- 
ham on market days, xxiii 
Johnson, Mrs., is left a legacy, 355; goes to Ireland, 353; marries Swift, 361; does 
not reside with him, 361; her death, 364 
Johnson, Samuel, is born at Lichfield, xix; his father a bookseller aud magistrate, 
xix; educated at Lichfield and Pembroke College, Oxford, xix; leaves college on 
his father’s death, xix; translates ‘‘ Father Lobo’s Voyage to Abyssinia,’ xxx 
obtains for this five pounds, xxiii; marries, xx; respective ages of huaYan 
and wife, xxiii; attempts a school, but fails, xx; his advertisement of this 
venture, xxiii; sets out with Garrick for London, xx; takes with him ‘ Irene,” 
xx; his satire, ‘*‘ London,” xx; also “The Vanity of Human Wishes,” xx; 
“Trene,’” unsuccessful xx; he gradually rises in estimation, xx; employed on 
“ A Dictionary of the Language,” xx; publication of the “ Rambler,” xx; loses 
his wife, xx; publishes the “Idler,” xx; publishes ‘“ Rasselas,” xx; reason of 
and time taken in its composition,xx; price paid by the publishers, xx ; receives 
& pension, xx; writes “The False Alarm,” xxi; also “ Tho Falkland Islands,” 
XXi; paves a subscription Shakespeare, xxi; ‘‘ Journey to the Hebrides,” 
xxi; his pamphlet, “Taxation no Tyranny,” xxi; writes, in 1777, the present 
work, xxi; dies in 1784, xxi; his last duys, xxi; opinion on his manners, cha- 
racter, and works, xxii, xxiii; his apology for doing business on Easter Eve, v; 
his original opinion of the scope of the Lives, v, vi; his opinion as to the origin 
of amorous ditties, 3 ; comparison between Petrarch and Cowley in favour of the 
former, 3 ; opinion on writers of amorous songs, 3 ; his opinion on Cowley’s desire 
for retirement, 5 ; also on Cowley’s submission to the ruling powers, 5 ; contradicts 
Wood as to Cowley’s verses on Cromwell’s death, 6; his comparison of Cowley’s 
and Milton’s Latin productions, 6; his opinion on “ The Cutter of Coleman Street,” 
; difference between his and Donne’s style, 10 ; bis opinion of Cowley, 8; his dis- 
sertation and judgement on the metaphysical poets, 8—17; his criticism on 
Cowley’s works, 17—32 ; his opinion of Denham, 33 ; his criticism of his works, 
$4—36; his opinion of Milton’s Elegies, 38 ; his opinion of Milton’s consideratiun 
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of other writers, 40; his opinion on Franconi’s ode to Milton, yo, 41; his opinion 
of the various Italian encomiums paid to Milton, 41; remarks on Milton’s actions 
on his return from the Continent, 41; also on Milton's system of education, 42; 
what education sbould be to be practically useful, 42, 43 ; bis reason for quoting 
Milton’s title to ‘* Prelatical Episcopacy” in full, 43; his opinion of Milton's 
controversial writings, 44; bis opinion of Milton’s doctrines of divorce, 44; 

remarks suggested by the “ Areopagitica,” 4s ; his sarcasms on Phillips’ extenua- 
tion of the fact of Milton being a schoolmaster, 46; his opinions respecting 
Milton’s political honesty, 46; remarks on Salmasius, 46—48; his remarks qn 

Milton’s flattery of Cromwell, 48 ; his remarks on Milton’s three great projects, 

49) 50, §2: his remarks on temporary and forcible sustained government, §2; 

also on the conduct of the supporters of the Commonwealth, s2; his opinion of 
the history of Milton’s escupe from punishment at tho Restoration, 53; his 
opinion of Charles II.’s lenity, 53; his remarks on Milton’s wives, 54; also on 

the story of Milton dectining to continue in office under Charles LI., 54; his re- 
marks on Milton’s ideas respecting Latin pronuneiation, 54; disquisition as tothe 
continual power of the mind to work, 56; also on Milton's habits of composition, 
87; remarks on Milton’s complaint, ‘‘fallen on evil days and evil tongues, aad 
with darkness and with dangers compassed roand”, 57, 58; remarks on tho 

slow sale and tardy reputation of “* Paradise Lost,” 58, 59; also as to how Milton 

must have viewed its slow progress, <9; remarks on Milton’s treatment of his 

daughters, 9,60 ; remarks on the fondness of Milton for ‘* Paradise Regained,” 

60; also on his condescension to small things, 60; remarks on the composition and 

gtyle of Milton’s “History of England,” 60; on Milton’s appearance, domestic 
habits, his means, his literature, religion, political notions, family relations, and 
descendants, 61—64 ; general examination, review, and criticism of Milton’s pro- 
ductions, 64—477; remarks on Hudibras being incomplete, 80; on Butler's 
asserted pension, 80 ; his character of Butler, 80; his remarks on “ Hudibras,” 

8o0—84 ; his censure of Wilmot’s conduct, 83 ; his eulogy of Burnet’s ‘ Life and 
Death of Rochester,” 86; his character of Rochester, 86 ; his criticism of his works 
and style, 86, 87; remarks on Aubrey’s statement as to Wentworth Dillon’s vision 
of his father’s death, 90; disquisition of the idea to form a literary academy, 91 ; 

remarks on the poetical character of Roscommon, 92; disquisition on preat dra- 
matic authors not being good actors, 93, 94 ; remarks on connexion between writers 
aud the dissolute wits, 94; criticism on Otway’s “ Don Carlos,” and the “ Orphan,* 
94; also on “ Venice Preserved,” 95 ; remarks on Otway’s death, 95 ; general criticism 
on his works, gs; criticism on Waller’s ‘The Prince’s Escape at St. Anders,” 96, 
97; also on his verse, g6; criticism on Waller’s ‘ Address to the Queen,” 96, 97 : 
remarks on Waller’s passion for Lady Dorothy Sidney, 97; judgment on Waller's 
SUE pone voyage to the Bermudas, 71 ; remarks on Waller’s second nuptial choice, 
gS; his opinion of his first speeches in Parliament, 98 ; his opinion of Waller's and 
Tompkyn’s conduct on their arrest, 102; bis opinion of the Commons’ action on 
“ Waller’s Plot,” 103 ; opinion of Waller’s conduct with reference to the Plot, 

104; remarks on the connexion between poetry and fiction, 106; remarks on 
Wualler’s “ Panegyric on Cromwell,” 106; iso on the War with Spain, 106; also 
on that on tho Protector’s death, 106; opinion of Waller’s Congratulation of 
Charles II., 107; his comments on Clarendon’s character of Waller, 110; on 
Waller’s works, rro—117; on the style and composition of his verse, 114—119; 
his remarks on Dorset’s curly life, 120; his criticism on Pomfret’s ‘‘ Choice,” 120; 
also of his other works, 120; remarks on Dorset, his literary abilities, and 
Dryden's praise of Dorset, 121; his opinion of Stepney’s poems, 121; on Philips’ 
character, and works, 125, 126; on Derrick’s stutements respecting Dryden’s in- 
heritance and religion, 131; remarks on making tragedies in rhyme, 133; opinion 
of the Heroic Stauzus on Cromwell, 132; remarks on Dryden’s inconsistency, 132; 
also on the ridiculed lines of the Astra Redux, 132; on Dryden becoming a dra- 
matist, 133 ; on the letter of Dryden to Sir Robert Howard, 133 ; and on the conduct 
of the one to the other, 133; has apoet aright to pronounce on his own abilities, 
134; on Dryden’s criticism of Settle, 134, 138; his d. escription of “The Conquest of 
Granada,” 138, 139; criticism of Dryden’s flattery of the Duchess of York, 141; 
remarks on ‘*‘ Aureng Zebe,’ 141; remarks on Buckingham’s and Rochester's 
attacks on Dryden, 144; also on the charge of plagiarism against Dryden, 142; 
remarks on “ All fur Love; or, the World well Lost,” 142: also on “ Don 
Sebastian,” 142; on Dryden’s general reputation, 147; also on his efforts to {ree 
translation from its shackles, 147; on the manner and style of Dryden’s dramas, 
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143; remarks on Dryden’s conversion {o popery, 149; opinion of Brown’s 
Dialogues, 150; on Dryden’s design for an epic poem, 152; on the accounts re- 
specting Dryden’s funeral, 154; criticism on Dryden’s mind, character, habits, 
and matter of his writings, 155—161; general dissertation on his style, composi 
tion, and works, 161—-188 ; remarks on Smith’s ode on Dr, Pollock, 200; remarks 
on Smith’s “‘ Phoedra,” 2013 general sketch of Smith’s habits of life and study, 202, 
203; his reminiscence of Gilbert Walmsley, 203, 204 ; remarks on King’s character 
and works, 205; remarks on the character of King and the nature of his works, 
207; his opinion of Sprat’s poetry, 209; remarks on the dedications to Halifax, 
2113; on Pope's statements of Parnell’s intemperance, 212; on Parnell’s general 
character, and on his works, 213; remarks on Garth’s “ Dispensary,” 214; also 
on his general character and his poetry, 215; on Pope’s censure of Rowe, 219; 
his criticism on Rowe as a dramatist and translator, 220; opinion of ihe 
**Quardian,” 229; remarks on Addison’s papers in the ‘Spectator’ and the 
“ Guardian,” 230; his opinion of the “ Whig Examiner,” 230; remarks on 
Addison's courtship of the Dowager Countess of Warwick, and on their married 
state, 231; on the contents of “The Freeholder,” 231; on Pope’s assertion that 
Addison metricised the psalms with a view toa Bishopric, 232; on the contro- 
versy between Addison and Steele, the diflicully of writing biographies of con. 
temporaries, 233, on Addison's character, habits, and manners, 234—237 3 on his 
style of composition, 237; gencral review of his works, 237—248; on the opposi- 
tion to Hughes’s opera, 249; on Hughes’s translation of Fontenelle’s Dialogues 
of the Dead, 24g; on “The Siege of Damascus,” 250; on Hughes's life, 
2so; on the odes on the death of Queen Mary, 283; also on Le Brun’s 

ictures of Lewis’s victories, 253; on the character and works of Shetlicld, 
Duke of Buckinghamshire, 253, 254; on the Poem to the Deity, 253; on the 
tale of Dryden being affected to tears by the attack in “'lhe City Mouse and 
Country Mouse,” 255; remarks on the War of Succession and Conduct of English 
Ministers, 256; account of the origin of the “ Examiner,” 257; on the character 
and habits of Prior, 260, 261; eritticism on his works, 261—205 ; remarks on Cone 
greve's ignorance of his birth, 206; on the desire of authors to convince that 
their works are the result of chance, 266; remarks ou “ ‘The Old Bachelor,” 
266, 267; remarks on Congreve’s “The Double Dealer,” Jines on the Queen’s 
Death, * Love for Love,” and ** The Mourning Bride,” 267, 268; remarks on the 
controversy between Collier and the poets, 268; on Congreve’s retirement to 

rivate life uiter the appearance of the “ Way of the World,” his treatment of 
iterature, and his interview with Voltaire, 269; crificism on his works, 270— 
242; remarks on Blackmore’s “ Prince Arthur,’ 293; on the conduct of Black- 
more towards his critics, 274; remarks on the attacks on‘ King Arthur,” 274; 
remarks on Blackmore’s, “A Satire on Wit,” and the opposition which it evoked, 
244; remarkson “ Eliza,” and on * The Creatfon,” 275 ; remarks on Blackmore's 
und JIughes’s Newspuper, “The Lay Mouastary,” 275; remarks on Blackmore's 
two volumes of Essays, and on his Prose, 276, 277; on Blackmore’s “ King Alfred,” 
278; on Blackmore’s conceited arrogance, 28y; criticism on Blackmore's cha- 
racter and works, 280—282; apology for the briefuess of the account of the Life 
of Fenton, 282; remarks on Fenton’s “ Mariamne,” 23; on the clegance of 
Fenton's poetry, 283; on the persunal appearance, character, morals, and pocms 
of Fenton, 284, 285; on the origin and manner of Gay's, “ The Shepherd’s Week,” 
286, 287; on Ciay’s, ‘The Wile of Bath,” 287; on Guy’s “ What-d’-ye call il,” 
28; on the manner in which Gay met variety of fortunc, 287; remarks on 
Three Hours alter Marriage,” 287; his opinion of the praise and censure awarded 
to Gay’s, “ The Beggar’s Opera,” 289 ; examination of Gay’s character and works, 
290; his opinion of Granville’s poems to King James II., 291; opinion on 
Granville’s dramatie efforts, 293; remarks on the title of Granville’s peerage, 
293; on Granville’s poetical effusions to Mary d’Este, 291; his opinion of 
Granville’s loyalty, 292 ; on Granville’s behaviour during the reign of William ILL, 
293; on the verses to “ Mira,” 293; his opinion of Grunville’s defence of his re- 
lation, Sir Richard Granville, 294; criticism of the character and works of 
Granville, 294, 295; criticism of Yalden’s poems, 297; on Tickell’s praise of 
Addison, 297, 298; his opinion of Tickell’s ‘* Prospect of Peace,” the translation 
of tne first book &f the Iliad, and “Kensington Gardens,” 298, 299; hia position 
among the poets, 300; his opinion of Shiel’s Lives of the Puets, 300; his opinion 
of Hammond and his Elegies, 300, 301; opinion of Somervile’s character, works, 
and metre, 302; on the probability of good fortune and fair reputation not 
bringing happiness, 303; on the Countess of Macclesfield’s disowning her illegiti- 
mate son, 304; on the kindness of Lady Mason and Mrs, Lloyd to Suvyage, 304; 
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on the Countess of Macclesfield’s lie to Eurl Rivers to prevent him leaving 
Bavage a lepacy, 305 ; on her design to send him to the American Plantations, 
30s ; on the friendship between Steele and Savage, 304; and on its termination, 
308; on the benevolence of Mr. Wilks, 308; on the obstinate cruelty of the 
Countess of Macclestield towards Savage, 309; his criticism of Mrs. Oldfield, 
309; on Savage’s condition while writing ‘‘Sir Thomas Overbury,” 310; on 
the difficulties to which Savage had to submit to get “Sir Thomas Overbury,” 
on the Stage, 310; on the dedication to Savage’s Miscellany of Poems, 312; 
on the poems written on the Death of the King, 312 ; on the incidents of Savage’s , 
trial, 318, 316; on the generosity and compassion of Savage, 316, 317; on the 
golden part of Savage's Life, 314, 318; on **The Author to be Let,” 318; on 
Savave’s Satires and Lampoons, 318; on the dedication to “The Author to be 
Let,” 318, 319; on the panegyric to Sir Robert Walpole, 320; opinion on the 
** Wanderer,” 320, 321; on the poem to Lord Tyrconnel, 321; on Savage’s 
“Triumph of Health and Mirth,” 323; on Savage’s manner of life while at Lord 
Tyreonnel’s 323; onthe behaviour of Lord Tyrconnel and Savage to cach other, 

24; on Savage’s position after leaving Lord Tyrconnel, 324, 325; on “The 
Bastard,” 326; on the conduct of the bookseNer who purchased “ ‘The Bastard,” 
324; on the way in which Savage reccived praise, and examined himself, 327; on 
the principles which governed Savage, 328; comparison of the motives with which 
the Queen and Mrs. Oldfield gave pensions to Savage, 329; criticisms on Savage's 

early celebrations of the Queen’s Birthday, 329; on Savage’s, The Progress of a 
Divine,” and on his proposed “The Progress ofa Free Thinker,” 332; on themanner 
in which Savage spent his pension from the Queen, 333; on the place promised by Sir 
Robert Walpole, 333 ; on the poem “On Publhe Spirit, with regard to Public Works,” 
333) 334) 3353 On Savage's hubits of life, 336, 337; its effects 338 ; on the opinion of 
Savage’s friends as to the second piey entitled * Sir Thomas Overbury,” 339; on 
his Elegy on the Queen 340; on the manner in which Savage bears his misfor- 
tunes, 341; on the behavivur of the subscribers of the pension to Savage, 342; 
remarks on the smallness of the pension aloted to Sauvage, 343; on Savage’s re- 
marks on the conduct of the subscribers to the fund, 344; on his conduct at 
Bristol, 344, 348 ; on Savage's fortitude in prison, 348; on the kind treatment of 
his keeper, 348; on Savage’s determination to publish ‘* London and Bristol 
Delineated,” 349; on the various phases of Savage's character, 3s0—352; an 
apology for his life, 352; on the uncertainy of the parentage and birth of Swift, 
353; on the laxity of his university studies and his application afterwards, 356; 
on Miss Johnson, known as Swift’s “Stella,” 355; has 10002. left her by Sir William 
Temple, 38s; goes with Mrs. Dingley to Ireland at the invitation of Swift, 35s; 
her curious relations with him, 355; his opinion of “The Tale of a Tub,” 355, 350: 
also on “ The Battle of the Books,’’ 356; on the works published by Swift in the 
year 1708, also on ‘The Project forthe Advancement of Religion,” 256; on the 
October Club, its object and opinions, 357; on the slowness of Harley, 357; 
on Swift’s idea of improving the English tongue, 358; also on his ‘* Conduct of 
the Allies,” 358; on Swift's “ Reflections on the Barricr Treaty,” and on his treat- 
ment of lsurnet, 358; on the pains attending a high position, 358, 359; on Swift’s 
conduct towards the Ministry, 359; on Swilt’s Journal, 359; on the discrepancies 
of Lord Orrery’s and Dr, Delany’s accounts of Swift's reception in Lreland, 360; 
on Swift’s, ‘‘ The Public Spirit of the Whigs,” 360; on Swift’s reputed ‘* History 
ofthe Four Last Years of Queen Anne,” 360; on his habits of life in Dublin, 361, 
on his intimacy with ‘‘ Vaneasa” (Mrs, Van Homrigh), 361; Miss Johnson falls into 
a decline, 363; recovers somewhat by Swift’s return to Ireland, 363; on the effect 
of “The Drapier’s Letters,” 363 ; on the reception of “ Gulliver’s Travels,” 363; 
Miss Johnson, dies, 1728, 364; on the reciprocal dislike of Swift and the Queen, 364 5 
on the character of ‘ Stella,” and the behaviour of Swift towards her, 364; on his 
‘© Letter toa Lady onher Marriage,” 364, 365 ; on Swift’s state of mind and habits 
in the latter part of his life, 366; on ‘* Polite Conversation and Directions to Ser- 
vants,” 366; on Swift’s Works and manners, 367—370; his character, 371; his 
authority for the statement of the manner in which the * Odyssey” was translated, 
372; on Broome’s payment for his share of the work, 372 ; on Lroome’s poetry, 
373; 00 Pope’s “ Ode on Solitude,” 375, and on his early knowledge of versifica- 
tion and human life, 375; on Pope’s Studies, 377; on the story on which the 
* Verses to an Unfortunate Lady” were founded, 379 ; onthe ** Rape of the Lock,” 
379; on “The Essay on Criticism,” 377, 379; on the manner on which the 
Fermors took “The Rape of the Lock,” 380; on the piece itself, 380; on the 
epistle from * Eloisa to Abelard,” 380, 381; on ‘“‘ Windsor Forest,” 381; on the 
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friendship of Addison and Pope, 381; on the eomparison Letween the Pastorals 
of Philips and Pope, 381; on Pope's difliculties in the translation of the * Iliad,” 
384, 385; on the connexion of Halifax and Pope, 391; on the quarrel between 
Addison and Pope, 391—393; on “ Pope's Shakspeare,” 395 ; on the preface to Pope’s 
and Swift’s three volumes of “ Miscellanies,” 396; on ‘* The Dunciad,’’ 397; on Pope’s 
glee at his victory over the Dunces, 398; on Pope’s poem, ‘‘ On Taste,’ 399; on 
Pope's threat to discontinue writing, 399; on his filial piety, 379; on the publi- 
cation of Pope's correspondence, 400; on Pope’s letters, 400, 401; on the caro of 
Pope to guard himself against the critics, gor; on the assertion of Bolingbroke’s 
aid in the composition of “The Essay on Man,” 402; onthe position of War- 
burton, 403; on “The Useof Riches,” 405; on Wyrle, the Man of Ross, qos; on 
Pope’s “ Charncters of Men,” and “ The Characters of Women,” 405, 4003 on 
Pope’s imitation of parts of Horace, 406; on the Epistle to Dr. Arbuthnot, 406; 
on the Dialogues, ‘ Seventeen Hundred and Thirty-eight,” 407; why Pope ceased 
to satirise, 407; on the acquaintance between Pope and Martha Blount, 411; 
on Pope’s personal appearance, character, manners, habits, religion, style of 
composition, and works, 413, 440; on Pitt’s version of Lucan’s poems, 4413 0% 
Pitt’s translation of the first book of the ** Ameid,” 441 3 comparison of Pitt's 
and Dryden’s versions, 441, 442; on Thomson’s aptitude for dramatic writing, 
445; on **The Castle of Indolence,” 446; on the appearance, character, and 
works of Thomson, 446—448; his apology for introducing the works of certain 
poets, among them Watts, into the collection, 448; on Dr. Watts’ Latin Essays 
and Verses, 449; on the works and character of Dr. Watts, 4so—452; on A, 
Philips’ Epitome of Hackett’s Life of Archhishop Williams, 483 ; on the propriety 
of Epilogues, 453; on A. Philips’ Six Pastorals, 453; on Pastorals in nical, 453, 
484; his opinion of Boulter, primate of Ireland, 455 ; on the character and works of 
A. Philips, 4s6: on West's translations and poetry, 457, 458; the character of 
Collins, 459, 460; his works, 460; on Shenstone’s pocms, 464—406; reason for 
not writing the Life of Young, 466; his opinion of Dyer’s pocms, 461, 463; his 
opinion of Mallet’s Excursion,’ 490; of his verbal criticism, 491; ov Young’s 
poems, 488—490; on the character, personal appearance, and works of Mallet, 
492, 493; on the poems of Akenside, 494—~390; on the friendship of Walpole 
and Gray, 496; on Gray’s poctry, 499—s502; on Lyttleton’s ‘* Dialogues of the 
Dead,” 503, soq; onthe incidents of the publication of the various cditions of 
Lyttleton’s “ Henry the Second,” so4; on Lyttleton’s poetry, 505, 506; preface 
to Shakspeare, §07—s33 ; review of Soame Jennyns’ “ Free Inqtury into the Nature 
and Origin of vil,” §34—539. 


ENSINGTON Gardens, 299 
Kent, Countess of, 98; Butler admitted into her family, 48 
Killigrew, 120; begs Sedley and others off fines for a frolic in Covent Garden, 1203 
gets the fines alloted to himself, 120 
King, Sir John, 40; his position in Ireland, 40; fathcr of Mr. King commemorated 
by ** Lycidas,” 4o 
King, William, 40; son of Sir John King, 40; a favourite at Cambridge, 40; died, 
16 ° 
King William, his birth and parentage, 205 ; a scholar at Westminster, 205; elected 
to Christ Church, Oxford, 208 ; his activity in reading, 205 ; its extent, 20; ; tukes 
his degree as » grand compounder, 205 ; publishes, 1685, wu refutation of Varillas's 
account of Wickliffe, 205; studies the law, 205; is made, 1692, doctor, 205; ad- 
mitted advocate at Doctors’ Commons, 205; translates from the French, 205 ; 
publishes a refutation of Molesworth’s ‘“ Account of Denmark,” 205; mingles in 
the controversy between Boyle and Bentley, 205; publishes, 1697, “A Journey to 
London,” 205; publishes, 1700, ‘‘ The Transactioner,” 206; his defence of the 
Earl of Anglesea, 206 ; accepts a settlement in Ireland, 206; made, 1702, judge of 
the admiralty, commissioner of prizes, keeper of the records, and vicar-general 
to the primate, 206; his friendship with Upton, 206; writes ** Mully of Mount- 
town,” 206; returns, 1708, to London, 206; publishes some essays culled “ Useful 
Transactions,” 206; his “ Voyage to the Island of Cajamai,” 206; writes ‘‘The 
Art of Love,” 206," publishes, with letters to Dr. Lister, ‘The Art of Cookery,” 
206; supports Sacheverell, 206; supposed share in the projection of “The Ex- 
aminer,”’ 206; writes, 1711, ‘‘The History of the Heathen Gods,” 206; writes 
** Rufinus,” 206 ; also a poem on the Duke of Marlborough and his adherents, 206 ; 
ia made, 1711, Gazetter, 206; resigns this office after a brief tenure, 206; returns 
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to indigence and amusements, 206; one of his amusements, 206; in 1g1a health 
declines, 206; dies on Christmas Day, 207; his character and the nature of his 
works, 207 


Pane Mr. Samuel, 48; employs Butler, 78 
Langbaine, considered by Johnson the best authority on plays, vii.; charges 

Dryden with plagiarism, 134; on the reason of the withdrawal of Limberham, 
1 

Tawes: Mr., 40; music master to the Bridgewater family, 4o; requests Milton tr 
write the ** Masque of Comus,” go; takes part in its representation, 4o 

Lee, Lady Klizabeth, daughter of the Earl of Lichfield, 476; marries (1) Colonel Lee, 
(2) Edward Young, 476; dies, 4747 | 

Lee, Miss, 477; marrics Mr, Temple, 477; considered the ‘* Narcissa”’ of Young, 447; 
dies at Lyons, 478 

Lewis, 288; steward to the Earl of Oxford, 288 ; advises Gay to put his money in the 
funds, 288 

Lite of Waller,” 102; MSS, assertion of ** Waller’s Plot” being betrayed Ly his 
sister and her chaplain, 102 

Lintot, Bernard, 382; his terms with Pope respecting the “ Tliad,” 382; his proceed. 
ings, 382; the fraud by which he loses a large amount of profit, 383; his contract 
respecting the ‘‘ Odyssey,” 398 ; the sale not up to his expectations, 396; threatens 
Pope with an action in Chancery, 396 

Little Horsley, Essex, 33 

* Lives of the Poets,” v.; opinion of various writers on its merits, v.; its origin, v. ; 
the bargain between the “Trade” and Johnson, v.; his original opinion of the 
work, v. vi,; Malone’s opinion as to what the ‘* Trade” would have given, vi, ; their 
addition when the work enlarged, vi.; opinion of a great writer as to Johnson's 
qualifivations for the task, vi.; the date of its completion vi.; Johnson’s opinion 
of his performance, vi.; the way in which some portions’ were made up, Vi.; the 
poorness of the essay on Gray, vi.; Johnson’s original plan of operation, vii.; his 
plea for indulgence, vil.; and acknowledgement of help, vii. 

Lloyd, Mrs., 304; godmother of Savage, 304; leaves him a legacy out of which he 
is cheated, 304 

Long Parliament, tho, 99 

Longueville, Mr., 77; his opinion as to the condition of Butler’s father, 77, 78 

Ludlow Castle, 39; ‘‘ Masque of Comus’’ performed here, 39; the residence of the 
Earl of Bridgwater, 39 

Lyttleton George, 445; introduces Thomson to the Princeof Wales, 443; the friend of 
West, 487; parentage and birth, soz; educated at Eton and Christ Church, 502; 
writes the ‘Progress of Love” and *f Persian Letters,” soz; travels through France 
and Italy, 502; on his return elected to Parliament, 502; vehemently opposes Sir 
Robert Walpole, 503; made, 17347, Secretury to the Prince of Wales, 402; induees 
the Prince to patronize literature, s02 ; is praised by Pope and attacked by Fox, 
go2; marries, 1741, 503; loses his wife and writes a long p»em to ker memory, 
§02; marries a second time, 503; 1744 made # Lord of the Treasury, 503; is con- 
verted to Christianity, g03; publishes, 1747, ‘ Observations on the Conversion 
of St. Paul,” 503 ; succeeds, 1750, to the estutea and title of his father, 503 ; 1754, 
is Cofferer and Privy Councillor, 503 ; is, 1755, Chancellor of the Exchequer, 503 ; 
i into Wales, so3; his friendship for Archibald Boner, 503; publishes ‘* Dia- 
ogues of the Dead,” 503; is made a peer, so4; writes “ History of Henry IL,” 
so4 ; his death, 504; his burial at Mugley, 505; his epitaph, sos; his character, 
S04, 505; his poetry, 505, sob 

Lyttleton, Sir Thomas, the father of the poet, so2; his opinion on his son’s ** Obser- 
vations on the Conversion of St, Paul,” 503; his death, 503 


ACAULEY, Lord, xxiii.; opinion of ‘‘ Boswell’s Life of Johnson, ” xxiii.; on 

Johnson’s domestic life, xxiii.; ‘A Dictionary of the Language,” xxiii. ; 
statement in “ History of England” respocting Michael Johnson, xxiii, ; opinion 
of Lives, v.; opinion of Johnson, xxiii. 

Macclesfield, Anne, Countess of, 303; declares her unborn son to be illegitimate, 
303; is divorced by an Act of Parliament, 303; her fortune repaid her, 303; 
marries Colunel Brett, 304; disowns her child, 304; tells Karl Rivers he 
is dead to prevent him being left a legacy, 305; attempts to send him to the 
American plantations, 305; places bim with a shoemaker, 305; refuses to see her 
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son after he discovers his parentage, or to have anything to do with him, 306; tell 
the Queen that Savage has attempted to murder her, and induces her to refuse to 
intercede with the King on his behalf, 315; is obliged to leave Bath in consequence 
of the publication of “ The Bastard,” 326 

Macclesfield, Earl of, 303 ; obtains a divorce by Act of Parliament without appealing 
to the Eeclesiastical Courts, 303 . 

Malict David, 443; the first London friend of Thomson, 443; descent and name of 
father, 490; 18 janitor of the Edinburgh High School, 490; reecammended to the 
Duke of Montrose, 490; is tutor to his sons, 490; travels on the Continent, 490 ; 
publishes “ William and Margarct,’”’ y90; publishes, 1728, “ The Excursion,” 490; 
writes, 1733, & poem on verbal criliciam, ygo; produces, 1731, “ HNurydice,” gg; 
his opinion of Pope’s ‘ Issay on Man,” 491; writes the ‘ Lite of Bacon,” 491; is 
made Under-secretary to the Prince of Wales, 491; writes, with Thomson, the 
** Mask of Alfred,” 491; publishes “ Mustapha,’ 492; produces, 1747, ‘ Amin. 
tor” and *‘ Theodora,” 492; under Bolinbroke’s orders displays Pope’s conduct 
with reference to the ‘Patriot King,’ 492; produces, 1752, the “™ Mask of 
Britannia, 4g2; 1763, “ Elvira,” 492; writes against Byng in the “ Plain Man,” 
402; obtains a pension, 492; goes to France, 4g2; returas to Mngland and dies, 
1768, 492; his wives, 4g2; his personal appearance,character, and works, 492, 493 

Malone, )is opinion as to what the * Trade” would have given for the Lives, vi. 

Mason, Lady, 304; mother of the Ccuntess of Macclesfield, 304; shows greut kind- 
ness to Savave, 304 

Mason, Mr. his advice to Gray respecting “‘ Agrippina,” 496; his opinion of Gray, 

gs, 496 

a Macao Bt Comus,” the, 39; origin of the fiction, 39, 4o; Milton requested to 

write it by Mr. Lawes, yo; performed by the Bridgewater family and Mr, Lawes, 


° 

Manchester. Dowager Countess, 210; marries Halifax, 210 

Manso, Marquis of Villa, 41; the patron of Tasso, 41; honours Milton witha distich, 
41; Milton's acknowledgment, 41 

Marlborough, 248; the birthplace of Tughes, 248 

Marlborough, Henrictta, Duchess of, 290; erects a monument in Westminster Abbey 
to Congreve, 270; is left by lim 19,000/., 270 

aus @Este, Princess of Modena, 291 ; hears the! verses of Granville at Cambridgo 

niversity, 291 

May, Thomas, poems, 6 

Maynwaring, Mr., 206; his opinion of ** The Old Bachelor,” 268 

Medicinal Charity, the, 213; the edict of the Coileze of Physicians respecting gratui- 
tous advice and attendance on the poor, 213; the failure of the plan, 213; the op- 
position of the Apothccaries, 214; the conjunction of the city, 214; the fresh 
edict, 214; the charity flourishes and decays, 214 

Melcombe, Lord, sends his ode “ La Trappe” to Young, 404 

Mellefont, Baron, 32; bis daughter Eleanor mother of the poct Denham, 32 

Merchant, takes part with Savage and Gregory in the brawl at Robinson's Coffee 
House, 312; is couvicted of manslaughter, 314 

Metaphysical poets, the, 8; style copied from Marine by Donne, 10; also by Junson, 
10; their immediate successors, 10; specimens of the school, in extracts from 
Cowley, Donne, and Cleveland, 1o—14 

Milton, Anne, 37; sister of the poct, 3; marries Edward Philips, 37; has two sons 
who are educated by the poet, 37; Mr. Agar, her second Hushanl 63; has by 
him two daughters, 63 

Tilton, Caleb, 64; 30n of Deborah Milton (Mrs, Clark), 64; goes to Fort St, George, 
64; hus two sons, 64 

Milton, Christopher, 37; brother of the poct, 37; studies the law, 34; belongs to the 
King’s party, 37; 18 persecuted awhile, 34; gains protection through his brother's 
untluence, 37; maintains himself by chamber practice, 37; is made, by James IL, 
a Judge, 37; und is knighted, 37; soon afterwards retires, 37 

Milton, Elizabeth, 64; daughter of Deborah Milton (Mrs. Clark), 64; her marriage, 
64; her children, 64; her means of livelihood, 64; her recollection of her grande 
father, 64; basa theatrical benefit, 64; 1ts result, 64 

Milton, John, 37; grandfather of the poet, 37; keeper of Shotover Forest, 34; a 
violent Papist, 37; disinherits his son, 34 

Milton John, 37; disinherited by his father, 37; becomes a scrivener, 34; noted for 
his skill ag a musician, 37; becomes rich and retires, 37; marries a Miss Caston, 
37; his issue, 37; father of tho poet, 37 
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Milton, Jubn, his opinion as to the three great English poets, 28 ; his life overwntten, 
37; his descent, 37; his near relations, 37 ; his birth, 37; first privately educated, 37 ; 
then goes to St. Paul’s School, 37; and, 1624, enters Christ College, Cambridge, 
373 his early prodactions, 37; translates the 114th and 136th Psalms, 38; his 
elegies, 38; Mr. Hampton on these, 38; unfavourably regarded by his college, 38 ; 
obtains no fellowship, 38; and is subjected to corporeal correction, 38; is rusti- 
cated, 38; takes the usual degrees, 38; his scheme of education, 38, 39; declines 
to become a clergyman, 39; leaves the University, 39; lives for some time with 
his father, 39; applies himself to study, 39; writes the “‘ Masque of Comus,” 39; : 
where, and by whom acted, 39; origin of the fiction, 39, 40; reason of the masque 
being written, 40; publishes, 1637, ‘‘ Lycidas,” 40; proves in it his knowledge of 
Italian writers, and his malignity to the Church, 4o ; supposed to have now written 
the “ Arcades,” 40; proof of this, go; becomes tired of the country, 40; loses his 
mother, 40; determines to travel, 40 ; has his father’s consent, 40; and Sir Henry 
Wotton’s advice, 40; leaves England, 1638, 40; goes to Paris, go; introduced by 
Lord Scudamore to Grotius, 40; gocs into Italy, 40; stays two months at Fla 
rence, 40; his reception, 40; its personal effect, 40; is presented with an enco- 
miastic inscription by Carlo Dati, 40; and anode by Francini, 40; goes to Sicnna, 
41 ; thence to Rome, 41; his reception, 41; introduced by Iolstenius to Cardinal 

Barberini, 41; patronage of the latter, 41; is praised by Salvaggi, 41; and by 
Salsilli, 41; returns the encomiums of the latter, 41; his stay in Rome, 41; gocs to 
Naples, 41; introduced to Manso, Marquis of Vila, 41; his acknowledgment of 
Munso’s distich, 41; had intended to visit Sicily and Greece, but determines to 
return home, 41; his reason for this, 41; returns to Rome, 41; informed of 
Jesuitical plots against him, 41; does not, however, alter his conduct, 41; sup- 
posed to have given offence by visiting Galileo, 41; is told by Manso that his 
religious opinions have excluded him from certain distinctions, 41; is not, how- 
ever, molested, 41; his stay in Rome, 41; goes back to Florence, 41 ; thence to 
Lucca, 41; afterwards to Venico, 41; sends home a collection of music and books, 

13; goes to Geneva, 41; becomes acquainted with John Diodati and Frederick 
Spanier: 41; comes home through France, 41; length of his absence, 41; hears 
ef the death of Charles Diodati, 41; writes on him a poem entitled ‘* Mpitaphium 
Damonis,” 41; takes lodgings in St. Bride’s Churchyard, 41; undertakes the 
education of his sister’s sons, 41; removes to Aldersgate Street; opens a school, 
42; asserted universality of the boys’ classicalreading, 42; Milton’s ideas of educa- 
cation, 42; same views held by Cowley, 42; ougages in the controversies of the 
time, 43; In 1641, publishes his “Treatise of Reformation,” 43; history of the 
origin of ** Prelatical Episcopacy,” Xc., 43; publishes, 1642, **The Reason of 
Church Government urged ayainst Prelacy,” 43; his belief in his future great- 
ness and the way in which it was tu be obtained, 43 ; extracts from his controver- 
sial writings upon Ecclesiastical matters, 44; his father comes to reside with him, 

4; inerease of his school, 44; marrics, 44; his wife prefers the society of her 
family to her husband’s, 44; Milton visits occasionally Lady Margaret Leigh, 44 ; 
his letters to his wife, asking her to return, ignored, and his messenger treated 
with contempt, 44; determines to repudiate his wife, 44; publishes several 
treatises on the subject of Divorce and Marriage, 44, 45; is called before the 
Lords for the last, ut (he instance of the clergy, but soon dismissed, 45; turns 
Presbyterian, 45 ; reconciled to his wife, 45; publishes his “ Areopagitica,” 45; 
in 1645 appears a collection of his Latin and Inglish poems, 45; the ** Allegro” 
and * Penseroso” first made public, 45; removes to Barbican, 45; removes, 
1645, to Holborn, 46; defends the execution of Charles 1, 46; makes some 
remarks on the articles of peace between Ormond and the Irish rebels, 46; 
suspectea 01 2w8cing interpolated a prayertuken from Sidney’s ‘¢ Arcadia” into 
the “Icon Basilike,* 40; mid then to have strongly censured its use by the King 
in his “ Iconoclastes,”’ 46 ; his reply to Salmasius’s “ Defensio Regis,” 47; bis reward, 
47; remains in office under Cromwell, as Latin Secretary, 48; loses his first wife, 

8; marries again, 48; ina year again a widower, ge: the replies to the ‘‘ De. 
fensio Populii,”’ 48; his violent attacks on their pif haa daucrs, 48; his flattery 
of Cromwell, 48, 49; writes, 1653, a vindication of himself, 49; sepyosed to have 

written the * Declaration of the Reason for War with Spain,” 49; his aavceacy 
considered of importance, 49; the remark of the Swedish ambassador, 49 ; turns his 
attention to three great works, 49; reason for the incompleteness of the Latin Dic- 
tionary and the English History, 49, so; ‘* Paradise Lost,” s1; the original pro- 
tare 51; the two plans of carrying out the original proposition, 50, 51, §2; his 

tness, though blind, for the task, 52; sends, 1658, to the press “The Cabinet 
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Council,” 52; publishes a tract against the clergy, 3; himself and his cause in 
equal danger, 52; writes to those whum he thinks friendly to the New Common- 
wealth, §2; his views in the year of the Restoration, s2; writes “ A Ready and 
Easy Way to Establish a New Commonwealth,” §2; the answer to this, 52; alse 
writes ‘‘ Noteson the Fear of God and the hing,” 52; ceases to be Latin Secretary, 
2; hides himself at the Restoration, ¢3; his ** Defensio Populii”’ ordered to be 
urned, 533 prosecution instituted against him, 53; eorered by the Act of Ob- 
livion, 53 ; Richardson’s account of his escapo from punishment, 53; Cunning. 
ham’s version of the facts, 53, 54; is in custody of the sergeant, 54; declines to 
pay the fees, 54; is called, with the sergeant, before the House, 54 ; removes to 
ermyn Street, 54; marries for the third time, 54; said to have been offered and 
declined the Latin Secretaryslip under Charles 11, 54; devotes himself en- 
tirely to poetry and literature, ¢4; issues, 1661, ‘ Accidence commenced 
Grammar,” 54; is visited daily by Hlwood, who reads Latin to him, s4; his re- 
quirement of Elwood, 54; removes to Artillery Walk, ss ; busied with ** Paradise 
Lost,” 5§; pictures of his appearance at home, §5; has the pout, ss; a curious 
fact as to Milton’s powers of writing, ss, 50; the tale of his daughters’ acting as 
his amanuensis discredited, 67; the time at which he composed, 54; at the Plague 
flees to Chalfont, 58; Elwocd sees the complete eopy of * Paradise Lost,” 58; 
Elwood’s remarks on its perusal, 58; retarns to London, g8; applies for, an 
obtains a license to publish his poem, s8; sells it to Samuel Simmons, 58; the con- 
ditions ofsale, and the history of the payment, 58; his treatment of his daughters, 
89; publishes, 1678, his uncompleted ‘ History of Kngland,” 60°; publishes in 
the eame year “ Paradise Regained,” and “Sampson Agonistes,” 60; publishes, 
1672, a “ New Scheme of Logic,” &c., 60; alsow ‘Treatise of True Religion, 
Heresy, Schism, Toleration, and the best means to prevent the Growth of 
Popery,” 60; publishes ‘‘ Familar Epistles in Latin,’ 61; dies, 1644, of gout, 61; 
his funeral and place of interment, 61; the modern memorial, 61; his name on 
the monument of Philips excised by Dr. Sprat, 61 ; replaced by Atterbury, 61; a 
word portrait, 61; his domestic habits, 61,62; his means throughout lifo, 62; his 
literature, 62; his selection of the English poets, 62; his opinion of Dryden, 62 ; 
his theological opinions, 62; his religion, 63; his omission of domestic prayer, 63 ; 
his political notions, 63; his opinion of women, 63; his relations, 63, 64; his child- 
ren’s descendants, 64; the theatrical benefit and its result given to his grand- 
daughter Elizabeth, 64; general examination, review, and criticism of his produc- 
tions, 64— 
Milton, Bir o! see two daughters, 63 3 their longevity, 63; also a son, 64 
Milton, the Misses, 64; the deformity of Anne, 64; murries a master builder, 64; 
dies in childbirth, 64; Mary dies single, 64; Deborah marries a weaver, 64; her 
longevity, 64; her asserted familiarity with portions of the classics, 64; the pre- 
sents of Addison, and Queen Caroline, 64; her family, 64; her descendants, 64 
Milton, Thomas, 64; son of Sir Christopher, 164; succeeds Mr. Agar in tho Crown 
Office, 64; leaves a daughter, 64 
Miltons, the, of Thame, Oxfordshire, 37; one forfeits his estates in the Wars of the 
Roses, 37; Milton, the poet, a descendant of this family, 37 
Minshal, Elizabeth, 543 is Milton’s third wife, 54 
Molesworth, 205; his “Account of Denmark,” 205; displeasing to Prince George 
208; objected to by the Danish ambassador, 20s ; rophee to by King, 205 
Montague, Charles, 209; father of Charles, Earl of Halifax, 209 
Montague, Dr., 210 
Monice, 53 . 
More, or Morus, 48; a French minister, 48; conducts the publication of ** Régis 
Sanguinis clamor ad Colum,” 48; said to be the author, 48; attacked with great 
vehemence by Milton, 48; reveala the author in Peter de Moulin, 48 
Moulin, Peter de, 48; author of © Regii Sanguinis clamor ad Calum,’ 48; in great 
eas for this, 48; reason of his escape, 44; afterwards Prebeudary of Canter- 
ury, 48 
Mulgrave, Earl of, 251; futher of John Sheffield, Duke of Buckinghamshire, 251 
Munchin, Mrs. M. A., 212; marries Parneil, 212; has three children, 214 
Murray, Lady Sophia, 97; said to have been Waller's ‘‘ Amoret,” 97 


NAN Dr., 98; on the position of Butler’s parentage, 78 
Neale, Dr., 96; Bishop of Durham, 96; his conversation with James I, and 
Dr. Andrews respecting the right of the King to take his people's money, 96 
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Neale, Mr., 1943 futher of Edmund Smith, 199 | . 
Newburgh, Countess of, 293; adored by Granville, 293; cclebrates her as ‘* Mira,” 


293 

Newcastle, Duke of, 455 

Newcastle-on-Tyne, birthplace of Akenside, 493 

New Theatre, ale, 267; opened under the cirection of Betterton, 267; Congreve’s 
** Love for Love,’ the frst piece performed there, 267 

Newton, Dr., 41; a8 to Milton’s residence in Aldersgate Street, 41, 42 

Newton, Sir Isaac, 210; forms at college a friendship with Halifax, 210; receives 
from the latter a legacy, 210 

Northumberland, Duke of, 102; stated hy Waller to be partial to any chevk on the 
violence of Parliament that would reconcile them to the King, 102 

Northumberland, Marl of, 103, 104; his objection to Sheflield’s return to Purlia- 
ment, 251 


BLIVION, Act of, 53 
Ogle, Sir Thomas, 1203 takes part in a frolic in Covent Garden, 120 

Oldisworth, 372; takes part in Broome’s translation of the Lliad, 372 

Oldfield, Mrs., 309; gives Savage a pension, 309; Savage’s gratitude, 309 

eect 294; rejoins to Granville’s reply to Dr, Burnet’s accusations against 
Monk, 293 

Giisworthy so4 , his declamation on Smith, rg4—199 

Ormond, Duke of, go; makes Roscommon Captain of the Irish Guards, go; state- 
ment respecting his temporary abandonment of this post, 91 

Orrery, Lord, 360; his account of Swift’s reception in Ireland, 360 

Otway, Thomas, 93; place and dato of birth, 93; parentage, 93; educated at Win- 
chester and Christ Church, 93 ; comes to London, 93; tries, but without success, 
the stave, 93; produces, in 1675, * Alcibiades,” 94; publishes, 1647, ** Titus and 
Bernice,” 94; also the “ Cheats of Scapin,” 94; in 1678, publishes ** Friendship 
in Fashion,” 94; its fate in 1749, at Drury Lane, 94; becomes frieads with the dis- 
solute wits, 94; obtains a cornet’s commission, 94; goes to Flanders, 94; leaves 
the army, 94; comes back to London, 94; Rochester on his state in the “ Sessions 
of tho Poets,” 94; publishes ** Don Curlos,” 1675, 94; in 1680, appears ‘‘ The 
Orphan,” 94; inthe same year, “ The History und Fail of Caius Martius,’’ 94; 
in 1681, the first part, and 1084, the second part of “ The Soldier’s Fortune,” 95 3 
in 1082, “ Venice Preserved,” gs ; translates ‘“* History of the Triumvirate,” 95; 
his amount of work, 95; his early death, 95; the conflicting accounts of its 
cents gs; his ** Poet’s Complaint of his House,” 95; general criticism of his 
works, 

Oxford, Yl of, 212; his patronage of Parnell, 212 

Ozell, 372; takes part in Broome’s translation of the ** Iliad,” 3472 


ACK, Mr., 4 
Packe, 79; on Butler’s being secretary to Villiers, Duke of Buckingham, 479 

get re Justice, 313; his summing up against Savave, 313; his after opinion of 
that act, 316 

Paget, Dr., 54; recommends Milton to marry Miss Minshal, 54 

Parnell, Thomas, 212; father of the poet, 212; the descendant of a Cheshire family 
at Congleton, 212; goes to Tecan: and buys an estate, 212; leaves his property 
to his son, 213 

Parnell, Dr., 211; the life by Goldsmith, 211; his parentage, 312 ; his father leaves 
Cheshire and goes to Ireland, 212; the paternal inheritance of the poet, 212; his 
birth, 212; enters at an early age Dublin College, 212; takes his M.A., and is 
ordained a deacon, 213; three years after made a priest, 212; is, 170g, Arch- 
deacon of Clogher, 212; marries, 212; his children, 212; changes his party, 212; 
is the favourite of the Earl of Oxford, 212; is one of the London preachers, 2123 
asserted to be intemperate, 212; loses his wife, 212; obtains a eas ase 
stall, 212; also tho vicarage of Finglass, 212; dies at an early uge, 312; his works, 
212, 213; his general character, 213 ; criticism on his works, 313 

Passerat, a7 

Peerage Bill, the, 232; introduced by Sunderland, and assented to by the King and 
Lords, 232; opposed by the Commons; the speech of Walpole, 233 ; the controe 
versy between Steele and Addison, 233; its rejection of the Commons, 233 
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Pembroke, Earl of, 33 

Peters, Hugh, 32; attends Chaloner at his exccution, 104 

Petrarch and Laura, 3 

Petre, Lord, 3795 cuts off a lock of Miss Arabella Fermor's hair, 379, the inf*r- 
course of the families stopped, 379; at the request of Caryl, Pope, to effect a 
reconciliation, writes ‘‘ The Rape of the Lock,” 379; produces the desired etfect, 


380 
Philips, Ambrose, 24s; his statement as to the revision by a Club of Wits of Black- 
more’s * Creation,” 275; his academical education, 452; his first English verses 
ublished by the University of Cambridge, 462; nothing known of his life, 452; 
is Pastorals published bofore 1708, 482; Pope mentions his productions, 462: 
a zealous Whig, 453, reduced to translate, 453; epitomized Hacket’s “ Life of 
Archbishop Wiliams,” 453; the epitome free from affectation, 453 ; his friends 
try to promote his interests, 453; writes a play, 463; a Spectator devoted to its 
praise, 463; impression made on Sir Koger, 453; successful epilogue, 485; the 
propriety of epilogues questioned, 453; reputed author, ‘* Budgell,” 453; sup- 
posed author Addison, 453; he now ranks high in literature, 453; witty and 
pec 4833; his Six Pastorals too much commended, 453; he takes Spenser for 
is pattern, 4s4; endeavours to be natural, 454; favoured by Addison and his 
companions, who were willing to push him into reputation, 454; the ‘* Guardian” 
gives account of his Pastoral, 454; Popo not delighted, draws comparison be- 
tween Philips’s performance and his own, 454; Addison discovers Pope’s de- 
sign, 454; Stecle deceived, 454; reciprocation of malevolence between Pope and 
Philips, 4843 no proportion in poetical powers between the combatants, 45s; 
Philips hopes to prevail by charging Pope with disaffection to the Government, 
468; proceeds to grosser insults, 455; Pope calls him “ rascal,’”’ and charges him 
with appropriating money, 4ss ; Philips becomes ridiculous, 456; he obtains too 
little notice on the accession of the House of Hanover, 455 ; made commissioner 
of the lottery (1717), and made justice of the peace, 455 ; continues to write plays, 
4853; associated with Dr. Boulter, 455; writes his most successful paper, 455 ; is 
tulien to Ireland, is made secrctary to Dr. Boulter, and member of the Irish 
Parliament, 455 ; mado secretury to the Lord Chancellor, 455; becomes Judge of 
the Prerogative Court, 455; returns to London, 485; survives Pope, 455 ; dedi- 
cates his poems to the Duke of Newcastle, 455; purchases an annuity, 456; struck 
with palsy, and dies in his seventy-eighth year, 456; eminent for his bravery, 
456; solemn and pompous in conversation, 456; Lope calls his short picces 
‘* Namby Pamby,” 456 
er} Edward, 37; marries Anne Milton, 37; becomes Secondary in the Crown 
ice, 37 
Philips, John, 41; as to Milton’s residence in Aldersgute Street, 41, 42; his opinion 
of Milton’s third wife, 54; his statement as to Milton being incapable of work 
during certain parts of the year, 56; his statement as to Milton’s treatment of 
his daughters, §9 
Philips, John and Edward, 41; sons of Milton’s sister, 41; educated by Milton, 


I 

Philips, John, 123; his birth, 123; his parentage, 123; educated at home, and at 
Westminster, 123 ; his character and habits while at school, 123 ; his peculiarity, 
123; oes to Christ Church, 123; particularly distinguishes himself, 123 ; ia par- 
ticularly intimate with Mr. Smith, 123; publishes, 1403, ‘* The Splendid Shilling,” 
123 ; employed to deliver the acclamation of the Tories at the victory of Blenheim, 
123; publishes, in 1705, ‘* Blenheim,” 123; produces, in 1706, his poem on Cider, 
123; its reception, 123; commences a poem on the Last Day, 123; dies at an 
early age of asthma, 123; buried in Hereford Cathedral, 123; his monument in 
Westminster Abbey, 123; his epitaph at Hereford, 124; that at Westminster, 
124, 128; hischaracter and habits, 125; his love of smoking, 125; the merits of 
his works, 125 ; the manner of his composition, 12; the Latin Ode to St. John, 
126; his poem on Cider, 126; character of the suthor, and his works by Mr, 
Smith, 126—130 

Philips, Mra., 93; letters to Sir Charles Cotterell, 93; History of the Prologue of 
** Cesar and Pompey,” 93 

Philips, Dr. Btephen, 123 ; Vicar of Bampton, 123 ; father of Philips the poet, 133 

Pitt, Christopher, 441 ; bith and parentage, 441; a scholar at Winchester College, 
4413; on his removal to New College, presents the school with a complete 
version of Lucan’s poems, 441; after three years’ residence presented to Pimpera 
Rectory, 441; resigns his fellowship and becomes a M.A., 441; translates © Vania? 
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Art of Poetry,” 441; passes the remainder of his life in retirement, 441; pub 
lishes, 1727, his Miscellany, 441; publishes @ version of the First Book of the 
ss ‘Zneid” 441; dies at Blandford, 442; his a tieee 442 

Plymouth, Karl of, 94; @ natural son of Charles II., 94 ; obtains for Otway a cornet’s 
commission, 94 

Poland, 33; the prevalence of Scotch pedlars, 33 

Poland, the Embassy to, 33 

Pomfret, John, 1190; his parentage, 119; enters at Cambridge, 119; tukes orders, 
119; Rector of Malden, 119; applies to the Bishop of London for institution to 
another living, 119; ig objected to on account of some passages in his writings, 
119; bas to stay in London, 119; his early death, 119; his “ Choice,” 119, 
130 

Pope, Alexander, his opinion of Johnson's “ London,” xxiii. ; his definition of wit, 95 
his opinion of the morality of the poets of the Kestoration, g2; account of el Be 
death, 95; his acquaintance with Walsh, 130; his opinion of his friend, 131; his 
satire on Halifax as Bufo, 211; his testimony and censure of Rowe, 219; reply to 
Dennis's attack on Cato,” 229; Addison’s opinion of his service, 229; his opinion 
of Hughes's works, 250; his opinion of Blackmore's “ Prince Arthur,” 274; the 
friend of Fenton, 253 ; is assisted by him in the translation of the “ Odyssey,” 283 ; 
letter to Broome respecting the decense of Fenton, 28<, 286; advises Gay to buy 
an annuity, 288; his character of CGiny, 290; the reason for his coldness towards 
Addison, 298; becomes the friend of Savage, 319; his plan for enabling Savage 
to live at case, 3413; proposes a letter from Savage to Sir Wilham Lemon, 
asking for a reconciliation with Lord Tyrceonnel, 342; Sauvage refuses to use 
it, 342; agrees that it ought not to be used, 442; on the parentage and birth 
of Swilt, 353; his birth and parentage, 373; his early disposition, 373, 374; 
taught to read by an aunt, 374; an early lover of books, 3743 the system of his 
education, 374; reads Ogilby’s Homer and Sandys’ Ovid, 374; his after 
Opinion of the latter, 374 ; is sent to two other schools, 374; his youthful drama, 
3743 merit te on one master, 374; retires with his futher to Binfield, 344; his 
opinion of Dryden, 375; his ‘Ode on Solitude,” 37s ; makes a version of tho first 
book of the “ Thebais,” 3478 ; writes a poem on “Silence,” 375; comes to London 
and learns French and Italian, 375; his early works and self-belief, 375 ; at sixteen 
38 introduced to, and makes friends with statesmen, 376; writes bis ‘* Pastorals,”’ 
390; his acquaintance with Wycherley, 376; the reason of its termination, 376; 
us friendship with Mr. Cromwell, 370; the advice of Walsh, 376; frequents 
Will's Coffee House, 376; his account of his studies, 377; the Pastorals published 
in Tonson’s Miscellany, 377; the “ Essay on Criticism,’ 377; writes the 
** Messiah,” 379; ** Verses on an Unfortunate Lady,” 379; writes ** The Rape of 
the Lock,” 379; improves this piece, 380; publishes * The Temple of Fame,’ 
380; an “ Epistle from Eloisa to Abelard,” 380; in 1713, 6* Windsor Forest,” 381 ; 
writes a prologue to ‘ Cato,” 381; replies to the attack of Dennis by “ The 
Frenzy of Joln Dennis,” 381; writes a comparison of his own and Philips’ 
Pastorals, 381; attempts to learn painting under Jervas, 381; writes verses to 
him, 351; writes, in the name of Hetterton, a version of Chaucer’s Prologues 
and one of his Tales, 381, 352; proposes to publish by subscription a 
version of tho “ Iliad,’ 382; the history of the pubheation, 382—38s; is offered, 
but declines a pension, 38s; sinks the proceeds of the subscription in an- 
nuilies, 385; specimens of the diction in the original copy, and in the final 
print, 38s—300; rejects the offer of Halifax, 391; his quarrel with Addison, 
391—393; purchases a house at, and removes to, ‘Twickenham, 393; his grotto, 
394; collects his works and writes a preface, 394; loses his father, 394; ine 
vests in, but gets clear of the South Sea Stock, 394; publishes an edition of 
Dr. Parnell’s works, 394; also an edition of Shakspeare, 394; his proposals to 
trausiate the “ Odyssey,” 393; appears as a witness in defence of Atterbury, 395 ; 
is presented by Atterbury with u Bible, 39%; the way in which the ‘“‘ Odyssey’”’ 
is translated, 395 ; is threatened by Lintot with a suit in Chancery, 396; is nearly 
drowned, 396; loses the use of two fingers, 396; publishes with Swift three 
volumes of Miscellanies, 396; the preface to this, 396; ‘The Art of Sinking,” 
396; publishes, 1728, ‘‘ The Dunciad,”’ 396; the history of ‘‘The Dunciad,” 397, 
a98; publishes, 1731, “* The Taste,” 399; the outcry raised by this performance, 
gy; Pope’s apology, 399; complains of the treatment be had received, 399; 
oses by death the friendship of Gay, 399; loses, 1733, his mother, 399; gets 
turll cited before the House of Lords for pubiishing his correspondence, 400; 
the prosecution fails, 400; publishes, 1737, by subscription a collection of his 
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letters, yoo; hia assertion in the preface respecting Curll’s edition, goo; publishes 
the first part of ‘‘The Essay on Man,” gor; its reception, goa; the corrections 
in subsequent editions, 4o2 ; attacked by Crousav, 403; defended by Warburton, 
403; his letter to Warburton, 4o4; freed from the tutelage of Bolingbroke, go4; 
his lasting friendship for Warburton, 404 ; his fondness for “ The Essay on Man,” 
has it translated into Latin verse, go4; on the report Queen Caroline means to 
visit him leaves Lis house, 4yog3 his poem on the ** Use of Riches,” gos; the poem 
on ‘* The Characters of Men,” gos; and **The Characters of Women,” 4063 
publishes imitations of various pieces of Horace, gob; “Tho Epistle to Dr, 

e Arbuthnot,” 406; his paper war with Lord tlervey, 407; his two Dinlogues, 
“Seventeen Hundred and Thirty-eight,” go7; “The Memoirs of Seriblerus,’® 
4073 declining health prevents the completion of ‘*The Essay on Man,” gos 3 
adds another book to The Dunciad,” go8: his attack on Cibber, yoy; the reply, 
409; and the rejoinder, yoo; the attack on Osborne, gio; feels the weight of ad- 
vancing years and infirmities, gro; suffers from asthma, gre; his acquaintines 
with Martha Blount, qi; receives the last eacrament, gir; dies goth May, 1744, 
4t¢3 buried at Twickenham, gti; his monument, gir; makes Bolingbroke and 
Marehmnont the executors of his papers, giiy his posthumeus offence to Boling. 
broke, gir; Warburton's apology, 412; 0 his personal appearance, character, 
manners, religion, stvle of composition, and works, 413—440 

Porch House, Chertzey, 8 

Portsmouth, Duchess of, 147; combines with Rochester and others to have Dryden 
beaten as the supposed author of an “ Essay on Satire,” 147 

Portland, Far) of, 102; accused by Waller of participating in his plot, 102; come 
mitted to prison, 103; asked by Waller to make confession of bis knowledge of 

the plot, 103; declines, 103; his letter to the Lords, 1033 is contronted with 

Waller, 1033 his ussertion ag to Wailer’s proposed deferec, 103; admitted to 
bail, 104 

Powel, Marvy, 44; position of her father, 44; marries Millon, 44; prefers the com. 

any of her family to that of her husband, 443; ignores his letters requesting her 
o return home, 44; finds that her husband puts in practice his doctrines abont 
Divorce and Marriage, 45 ; determines to attempt a reconciliation, 4s; goes to 
the house of one Blackburough, 45; meets her husband and is reconciled, 45 ; 
dies in childbirth, 48 . 

Prior, Matthew, his opinion of Denham, 33; his doubtful parentage, 264; his birth, 
254; at his father’s death taken care of by his uncle, 254; eent to Westminster, 
354; discovered by Dorset reading Horace, 254; Dorset undertakes the cont of 
ar university curecr, 254; enters at St. Jolin’s College, Cambridge, 254; becomes 
a B.A., 254; writes two years afterwards the Poem on the Deity, 254; writes, in 
conjunction with Montague, The City Mouse and Country Mouse,”’ 255; sent, 
1691, us secretary to the Imbassy to the Congress atthe Hague, 2s§; 18 in re- 
ward for his services made a Gentleman of the Bedchamber, 255; bis ode on the 
Death of Queen Mary, 265; secretary to the Embassy at the Peuce of Ryswick, 
255; his present from the Lords Justiees, 253; is secretary to the Minbassy to the 
Court of Lewis, 25s; his answer to the question arising out of the pictures of 
Lewis's victories, by Le Brun, 258; is with William II. at Loo, 255; carries 
orders to England, 256; becomes Under-secretary of State to Lord Jersey, 256; 
Joses this on Lord Jersey leaving office, 256; is made a Commissioner of 
Trade, 256; publishes, 1700, ‘‘ Carmen Seculsre,” 256; sits, in the VPurliament 
of ry0r1, member for East Grinstead, 2:6; votes for the impeuchment of the 
Partition Treaty, 256 5 sends an epistle to Boileau on the occasion of Blenheim, 
256 ; publishes a collection of his small pieces, 256; commemorates the Battle of 

amillies, 256; his article in the ‘* Examiner” on Garth’s verses to Godolphin 
on the loss of his place, 257; sent, 1710, privately to Paris with propositions 
of peace, 257; returns with plenipotentiaries from France, 257; i8 one of the 
ol Se ahaa preliminary to the deciarution, 2£7; his answer to the Cummittee 
of Secrecy, 259; goes with Bolingbroke to Paria to adjust difficulties, 237; the 

Duke of Shrewsbury decl'nes to act with him in Paris, 257; on the Duke's return 

assumes the title of Ambassador, 258; sent by Lewis to Anne with a letter in 

favour of the Elector of Bavaria, 25%; his ambassadorship coeval with the power 
of the Tories, 258; ordered to return, 258; unable to do so on uccount of debta, 

for some time, 258; is, on returning, confined to his house as #& prisoner, 2583 

examined before » Committee of the Privy Council, 258; bis conduct, and that 

of his examiners, 258, 259; is committed to prison, 259 ; is impeached before the 

Commons by Walpole 259, committed to close custody, 259 excepted from en 
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act of grece, 2¢9; wriles in prison his “ Alma,” 259; soon afterwards released, 
289; hus only his fellowship to live on, 259; obtains an income through the sie of 
n collection Of hia poems, and the generosity of the son of the Earl] of Oxtord, 
2¢9; dies at Wimpole, 1721, 259; buried at Westminster, 259; leaves sool. for a 
mouument, 269; the epitaph thereon, 259, 260; his character aud hubits, 260, 
a1; criticism on his works, 261-205 — 

Pym, 101; his statement as to the ‘ Waller’s Plot,” sor; enquiry on the state of 
pe within and without the walls, 101 ; gues to the oily tu announce * Waller's 
Jot,” 103 


UEENSBERRY, Duke of, 289; takes Gay into his house, 289; locks after his 
Q money, 259 


R FADING taken by Essex, 44 

\ Resnel, translates the “ Mesay on Man,’’ 402 

Reynolds, Mr., the brothers, 148; convert each other, 148 

Reynolds, Sir Joshua, reason for his taking to painting, 1 

Ricearton, Mr., 442; provides James Thomson with his education, 442 

Rich, Miss, second wife of George Lyttelton, 603 ; 

Richardson, Mr,, his picture of Milton at home, ss; his remarks on Philips’ assertion 
that Milton was incapable of working at certain periods, s6; his account of the 
reason why Milton was included in the Aet of Oblivion, 53; teaches Dyer painting, 

O1 

Rivers, Earl, commits adultery with the Countess of Macclesfield, 303; Savage, 
the result of the crime, 303 ; stands godfather to the youth, who is entered on 
the register in his name, 304; leaves him to the care of his motber, 3043; pro- 
poses to leave Savage a legacy, 305; dies, 305 

Robertson, his remuneration for a single work, vi. 

Rochester, Kar] of, 94; (John Wilmot), &5; parentage, date, and place of birth, 
$s; educated at HKurford and Wadham College, 83; made at an early age, 
M.A., 85; travels in France and Italy, 8s; devotes himself to the Court, ts; 
goes to Bea, 8g; distinguishes himself on several occasions for his bravery, 85 ; 
is afterwards accused of cowardice, $53 asserted refusal to fight the Duke of 
Buckinghem, 8&5; his extremely loose habits and unprincipl-d ideas, 8s ; his 
confession as to his drunkenness, &§; harangues a multitude on Tower Hill, 
&>; practises physic, $5; in favour with Charles IL, 85; made a Gentleman 
of the Bedchamber, &5; comptroller of Woodstock Purk, 8; his love of 
literature, &>; his hbels, Ss; his favourite authors, &§ 3; becomes acquainted with 
Dr. Burnet, 86 ; is convinced of his errors, 86; his early death, So; his character, 
80; his pieces, $6; his songs, 86; his poem, ** Nothing,” 86, 87; his lampoon on 
Sir Car Scroop, $7; the Satire against Kian, Sa; his style, $7; verses on Passerut, 
87, 88; “Sessions of the Poets,” 94; opposes Dryden by employing Settle, 144; 
discards him, 144; has Dryden beaten, 444 

Roscommon, 3rd Earl of (James Dillon), Sg ; 18 converted to Protestantism, 89 ; father 
“a Wentworth Dillon the poet, $9; his death, 90; asserted vision of the same by 

i$ 80D, go 

Roscumnion, qth Earl of (Wentworth Dillon), 88; parentage and birth, 88; sent to 
Yorkshire, 8 ; goes, on advice of Usher, to Caen, 89; continues his studies under 
BRochart, & ; asserted reception of preternatural intelligence of bis father’s death, 
ég; travels into Italy, &; returns to England with the Restoration, 89; made 
captain of a band of pensioners, &9; becomes a gambler, 89; obliged to go to 
Treland, 89 ; made captain of the Guards, 89 ; his adventure in Dublin, go; returns 
to London, 90; made Master of the Horse to the Duchess of York, go; marries, 
go; his idea of a Society tor refining the language and tixing its standard, 90; pro- 

oses to go to Rome, go; delayed by the gout, go; his piety, 91; death and 
urial, 91; his poetical character, gt; his “‘ Essay on Translated Verse,” gt, 923 
* The Prospect of Death,” and “‘Vhe Prayer of Jeremy,” 91; the translation of 
the “Art of Poetry,” 92; “The Eclogues of Virgil,” 93; the “ Dies Ire,” 92: 
verses on the Lapdog, 92; his political verses,g2; general criticism on his works, y3 

Rowe, Nicholas, 215; his birth, descent, and parentage, 213; educated at Highgate 
und Westminster, 216; at an early age elected a King’s scholar, 216; is entered 
ut the Middle Temple, and studies in a broad manner the law, 216; at nineteen 
ses his futher, 16, at twenty-five produces The Ambitious Stepmother,”’ 216 
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{ita snccesa, 216; publishes, «02, “Tamerlane,” 216; in 1703, “Tho Fair Peni- 
tent,” 316; in 1706, “ Ulysses,” 216; and “The Biter,” 2143; in 14908, “The Royal 
Convent,” 207; In 1714, “Jane Shore,” 217; and in ryrs, ** Lady Jane Grey,” 217; 
undertakes, 1709. an edition of Shakspeare’s works, 217; Under-secretary of State, 
under Queensberry, for three yenrs, 2183 applies to Oxford for employment, 218 3 
his treatment by Oxford, 218; Poet Laureate to George 1., 218; is a surveyor of 
eustoms for the port of London, 218; clerk of the Prince of Wales's Council, 218 ; 
Secretary of the Presentations, 218; translates, but does not live to print  Lucan's 
Pharsalia,” 218; his character written by Dr. Welwood, 218, ata; Pope's testi- 
mony and censure, 218; criticisms on his tragedies and translations, 220; come 
ments on Granville’s “Jew of Venies,” 293 | 

Royal Socicty, the, 203; the first meeting held at the house of Dr. Wilkins, 208 ; 

Sprat a fellow, 205; its history written hy Sprat, 20¢ 
Rundle, Dr., 443; introduces Thomson to Lord Chancellor Talbot, 443 
tymer’s opinuicn of the * Davideis,” 27 


ACHTEVERELT, Dr., 298; the contemporary of Yalden at Oxford, ans; Intends 
La compliment by thinking Smalridge the author of The Tale of a Tub,” 388 
St. Albans, Earl of, 99; sun of Sir Thomas Jermyn, og; remarks on his father's con- 
duet in Parliament, 99 
Salmasius, 41; professor of polite literatura at Leyden, 47; employed by the after. 
wards Charles If, to defend his father from the attacks of Milton, 47; is paid one 
hundred Jacobuses, 47; undertakes the task and wrifes “ Defensio Regis,” 473 
deeply wounded by Milton’s reply, 47; is honourably dismissed from Sweden, 
47; prepares a rejoinder to Milton's reply to “ Defensio Regis,” 473 published, 
Ny his son, in the year of tho Restoration, 47; the personality of the contest, 473 
les, 1633, 4% 
Salsilli, 41; praises Milton ina tetrasich, 41; Milton's acknowledgment, 41 
Sandwich, Far} of, 8s ; is accompanied to sca by Wilmot, &s 
Bavage, Hichard, 303; the Hegitimate son of the Countess of Macelesfield, 3033 dis 
owned by his mother, 304; kindly treated by other relatives, 304; is put to 
echool at St. Albans, 304; death of his father, 305; the kindness of the latter 
prevented by his mother, 308; escapes herintention to send him to the American 
plantations, 305; is upprenticed, aud stays some time with a shoemaker, 305 ; dis- 
covers his parentage, 305 ; endeavours in every possible conceivable way to gain 
the friendship and support of bis mother, 306; fails and turns author, 306; takes 
part in the Bangoran Controversy, 300; writes a play which is refused, 306 ; 
ives it to a friend who brings it out as “ Woman's Riddle,” 306; writes “ Love 
n a Veil,” 306: becomes acquuinted with Steele and Wilks, 306; acts on an 
occasion as Steole’s amanuensis, 307; proposes to marry Steele's natural daughter, 
307; the friendship between him und Stecle broken, 308; is obliged to depend 
upon Mr. Wilks for support, 308; gets through this gentleman sol. from his 
mother, 308; frequents the theatres steadily, 308; obtains a pension from Mrs, 
Oldfield, 309; wears mourning at her death, 309; writes a drama on Sir Thomas 
Overbary, 310; after many difficulties geta it on the etage, 310; plays the part of 
Sir Thomas Overbury, 310; the profits of this play, 311; a Miscellany of 
Poems dled by subscription, 311; the result, 311; writes on the death 
of the King, 312; the history of the brawl in which Savage, Merchant, and 
Gregory engage in Robinson’s Coffee House, and in which a Mr. James 
Sinclair is killed, 312; urrested and committed to the Gate House, and then to 
Newgate, 312; the trial, 312, 313; the summing up of the judge, 313, 314; the 
verdict, 314 ; his speech in mitigation of sentence, 314; sentenced to death, 314; 
the Queen turned against him by an atrocious tale, 314, 315; the Countess of 
Hertford interposes, and turns the Queen in his favour, 3x§ ; 18s perdoned and set 
at liberty, 316; lives on chance charity and the kindness of friends, 317; changes 
his tone to his mother, 317; threatens to expose her, 317; obtains on condition 
of foregoing this threat admission into the house of Lord Tyrconnel and 
pension, 3133 the “‘ Author to be Let,” 318; the dedication, 318, 319; ia 
suspected of being an iuformer, 319 ; gains the friendship of Pope, 319; writes 
@ panegyric on Sir Robert Walpole, 319; gets for this twenty guineas, 3193 
laments having to live at other men’s tables, 320; writes, 1729, “* !he Wanderer,” 
zo; his poem to Lord Tyreonnel, 321; the quarrel between Savage and 
ord Tyrconnel, 322; the two sides of the question, 322, 323; writes ‘The 
Triumph of Health and Mirth,” 323; manner of lite during his stay at Lord 
PP2 
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Tyrconne!’s, 323 ; dismissed from Lord Tyrconnel’s, 324; the various treatments 
to which he is subjected, 324, 325; attacks Lord Tyrconnel, 325 ; Lord Tyrconnel 
attemps to horsewhip him, 3253 the quarrel continued for years, 326; writes 
“The Bastard,” 326; init attacks his mother, 326; its great success, 326, 324; 
works hurd for the Laureatehip, 328; ia publicly promised it by the King, 328; 
the Lord Chamberlain thinks differenti , and he fails to get it, 325 ; applies tothe 
Queen, 328; celebrates her under the title of “ Volunteer Laureat, ” 328; the 
Queen’s gracious and practical reception of the verses, 328, 329; assuines the title 
of “ Volunteer Laureat,” 329; the title cbjected to by Cibber, 329; writes 2 poem 
on the marriage of the Princess Anne, 330; accused of influencing elections 
against the Court, 330; successfully proves an alili, 330; demunds a retraction 
of the statement, 330; this refused, he commences, but drops proceedings in the 
Court of King’s Bench, 330; engages in the controversy between the Bishop of 
London and the Chancellor, 331; writes a poem, “ The Progress of a Divine,” 
3313 is censured for this in ** The Weekly Miscellany,” 331; is prosecuted in the 
Court of King’s Bench, 332; the defence successful, 332; omits, however, the 
poem in his collection, 332; unsuccessful attempts to injure him with the Queen, 
33; proposes to, but does not, write The Progress of a Free Thinker,” 332; 
is conduct with regard to his pension, 333; is promised a place by Sir Robert 
Walpole, 333; his MSS. Ipistle on Authors, 333; writes “ Ou Public Spirit with 
regard to Public Works,” 333; his caution not to offend the Queen, 335; the 
manner of attracting the Prince’s attention to the poem, 335; his self excuse for 
its poor reeeption, 336 ; proposes to publish his works by subscription, 338; its 
partial success, 338; loses his pension with the death of the Queen, 33g; is sup- 
ported by a triend, 339 ; entirely rewrites his play of “Sir Thomas Overbury,” 339 ; 
writes an elegy on the Queen on what would have been her birthday, 340; is dise 
missed by the friend supporting him, 340; by his conduct at Sir Robert Walpole’s 
levee loses all chances of his pension being renewed, 340; bis extreme poverty, 
340; the offer of support from his friends accepted, 341; his intentions in doing 
80, 341 ; lives in the liberties of the Fleet, 341; his means of subsistence, 341; 
begins tu feel his poverty, 341; i3 in the hands of “ little creatures,’ 342; his indig- 
nation on their sending for a tailor, 342; Pope's proposed letter to Sir William 
Lemon to ask for reconciliation with Lord Tyrconnel, 342; refuses to send the 
letter, 342; tho actual amount of the pension, 343; leaves London, 1739, 343; 
his parting from Johnson, 343 ; after fourteen days on the roud writes for a ree 
mittance, 343 ; receives one and gets to Bristol, 343; is obliged to stuy some time 
in Bristol, 343; his favourable reception by its iuhubitants, 343 ; irritates the sub- 
scribers to his pension, 343 ; the majority withdraw, 343 ; retires to Swansea, 343; 
lives there about a year, 343; his acquaintances, 343 ; completes his tragedy, 343 ; 
leaves Swansea for Loudon, 344; stops at Bristol, 344; bis reception there, 344, 
345; contemplates various works, 345; his increasing poverty, 345; 18 pursued 
for debt, 343; his habits of life, 345 ; receives, but dissipates a remittance, 345; is 
sheltered by a friend, 345; leaves the friend’s house for his lodgings, 346; soon 
after arrested for debt, 346; his description of this event, 346, 347; is removed to 
Newgate, 34 ; declines pecuniary help, 347; his view of his friends’ treatment of 
him, 347; aletter from Newgate to a iriend, 347; his treatment by his keeper, 
348; writes “* London and Bristol delineated,” 348 ; his defence of his title, 348, 
349; his manner of life in prison, 349; only corresponds with one of the sub- 
scribers to the pension fund, 349 ; complies with the furms of the Court, and 
obtains an allowance, 350; is charged by Pope with deep ingratitude, 350; 
solemnly repels the charge, pse ; Suffers for some time from a melancholy fever, 
0; dies, and is buried at the expense of the keeper, 350; the various phases of 
is character, 350, 351, 352; an apulogy for his lite, 352 ; stutement respecting the 
prologue to ‘“* Sophonisba,” 444 
SBvarborough, Sir Charles, 1045 i8 interview with Waller, 107 
Scai borough, Dr., stands bail for Cowley, 5 
Scotch Treaty, the, 3 
Scotland, Union of, 210 
Scott, Sir Walter, v.; opinion of the Lives, v.; opinion of Johnson, xix.; on 
Jobnson’s “ Vanity of Human Wishes,” xxiii, ; on ‘‘ Journey to the Hebrides,” 
XX. o 
Beton: Sir baat 87; his attack on Rochester, 87; Rochester’s lampoon, 87; the re 
joiuder, 
Scudamore, Lord, 40; introduces Milton to Grotius, 40 
Secresy, Committee of, 358; its principal members, 358; their behaviour to Prior, 
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358; commit him to custody for his share in tho preliminary negouations ro- 
specting the Treaty of Utrecht, 259 
Sedley, Sir Charles, 120; takes a prominent part ina frolic in Covent Garden, 120; 
is indicted and fined, 120; gets Killigrew to beg him off the fine, 120; has, how- 
ever, to pay it to Killigrew, 120 
Selden, 78; steward to Countess of Kent, 78 ; employs Butler in literary labours, 78 
Selvaggi, 41; praises Milton in n distich, 41 
Settle, Elkanah, 135; writes “The Empress of Morocco,” 138 ; its anccoss, 135; 
e Dryden's attack upon the author of the play, 138—137; his rejoinder, 1390—1413 
patronized by Rochester, 144; said to be the author of  Absolom Senior,” 148 ; 
writes “ Tho Medal Reversed" 148; guins great applause, 144%; is mado City poet, 
148; pancgyric on Judge Jeffreva, 1483 ends his days ly composing entertain- 
ments for fairs and shows, 148; dies in an hospital, 148 
Sewel, Dr., 123; his account of Philips’ school days, 123 
Sewell, Dr., 229; the defence of ** Cato,” 229 
Shadwell, 1<1; is made Poet Laureate by William IIT., 151; attacked by Dryden in 
© Mac Flecknoe,” 151 
Sharp, Archbishop, 355; prevents Swift obtaining « Bishopric by showing the 
Queen “ The Tale of a Tub,” 355 
Shelton, 282; birthplace of Fenton, 282 
Shenstone, William, 462; parentage and birth, 462; goca toa dame's school, 462; 
his early love of books, 462’; is sent to the grammar echool, Hales-Owen, and to a 
school at Solihul, 462 ; linen: 1724, his father, 4623 1720, his grandfather, 462 ; 
left to the care of his B aadinolticr 402; goes, 1732, to Pambroke College, Oxford, 
62; loses his grandmother, 462; his affairs entrusted to the care of the Rev, Mr. 
olman, 462; stays at Oxford four years, 462; publishes, 1737, a Miscellany, 462; 
lives at varioua places, 462; publishes, 1741, “The Judgment of Hercules,” 463; 
1442, © The Schoolmistress,” 463 ; loses, 1745, the Rev. Mr. Dolman, 463 ; hisskillas 
a landscape girdener, 463 ; reported contention with the Lytteltons, 463 ; hia estate 
hecomes impoverished, 463; dies of putrid fever, 1763, 464; is buried in Hales- 
Owen Churchyard, 464 
Shiels, Robert, 300; writes the Lives of the Poets, 300; dies in London of con- 
sumption, 300; his chnracter, 300; the reason why his work bore Cibber’s name, 
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Sidney, Lady Dorothy, 97; is beloved by Waller, 97; is praised by him in poetry as 
Sacharissa, g7; rejects him with disduin, 97 ; marries the Ear) of Sunderland, 97 5 
ber meeting with Waller in later days, 97 

Simmons, Samuel, 58; buys ** Paradise Lost,’’ 58; obtains a release from the con- 
ditions of purchase from Milton’s widow, 58; sells his interest to Brabazon 
Aylmer, 58 

Smalridge, 202; said by Ducket to have completed Clarendon’s Iistory, 202; his 
indignant denial of being the author of ‘* The Tale of a Tub,” 356 

Smart, Christopher, 39; author of the Grateful Fair,” 39 

Smith, Edmund, forms a friendship with Philips, 123; the author of ** Phaedra 
and Hippolytus,’’ 123; his treatise on his friend, and the character of hia 
works, 126—130; his birth and parentage, 194; loses his futher, 194; adopted 
by a near relation, 194; educated at Westminster and Christ Church, Oxford, 
1g4, loses his auut, 194; is sent for by hia mother, 194; the contention of the 
universities over having him as a student, 194; receives at Cambridge a public 
admonition for his licentiouaness, and is expelled, 200; goes to Oxford, 200; his 
ode on Dr. Pococke, 200 ; sentence of expulsion from Oxford passed upon him, 
200; its execution deferred, 200; applies for the censorship, 200; fails to obtain 
it, 200; lampoons the dean, 200; is endured at Oxford two years longer, 201; is 
then expelled, 201; comes {to London, 201; associates with the Whigs, aor ; the 
proposition for him to write a History of the Revolution, 201 ; his reception of it, 
a01; his nickname, 201 ; his play, 201; his fate, 201; the dedication, 201 ; loses a 
geod place, 201; his Elegy on Philips, 202; his intended works, 202; his indul- 
gence at Gartham, 202 ; practically commits suicide, 202 ; his reported staternent 
respecting Clarendon’s History, 202; general sketch of his habits of life and 
atudy, 202, 203; his autobiography, 20 

Bomerset, Duchess of, 355; prevents Swift obtaining a Bishopric by showing the 
Queen * The Tale of a Tub,” 386 

Somervile, Mr., 301; a native of Warwickshire, 301; educated at Winchester, 301 ; 
elected a fellow of New College, 301; his alleged distresses, 302; his death, 302 ; 
his estate, 303; criticism on his works and his metre, 302 
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Southcott, Mr., obtains through Pope an Abbey, 4o4 

Southern, 266; his remarks on Congreve's ignorance of his birthplace, 266 ; his 
opinion of ‘The Old Bachelor,” 206; his relation of a statement of Congreve’a, 
267; the friend of Fenton, 283 ; gives him hiuts while he is writing ‘* Mariamne,” 
253 

Bouthampton, 448; the birthplace of Watts, 444 

Southwell, Mr., 2313 a clerk in the House, 231; is employed in place of Addison to 
write to Hanover stating the death of Anne, 231 

Spragge, Sir Edward, &§; Wilmot’s commander, 83; his command at a critical 
moment only obeyed by Wilmot, 83 

Spanheim, Frederick, 41; & professor of Divinity at Geneva, 41 5 becomes acquainted 
with Milton during his stuy there, 41 

Spence, 396; his criticisin of the ‘ Odyssey,” 396; his friendship with Pope, 396 

Sprat, Dr., 1; erroneous assertion as to Cowley’s powers of learning, 1, 2; remarks 
on Cowley being made # physician, ¢; alsoas to the duration of his bail bond, 5 ; 
remarks on the retirement of Cowley, 7; his opinion of Cowley, 8; refusal to 
admit the name of Milton into Westminster Abbey, 61; his offer to Dryden's 
widow to give the grave aud the fees of the Abbey, 153; its acceptance, 133; the 
great preparations at the Abbey, 153; the surprise at the non-arrival of the body, 
153; his refusal to accept the explanation of the family, msg; his birth and 
parentage, 207; his education, 207; becomes commoner of Wadham College, 207; 
obtains a scholarship, 2075 is, 1037, a M.A, 207; Obtains a fellowship, 207; pub- 
lishes, 1689, his poem on the death of Oliver Cromwell, 207 ; his dedication to Dr, 
Wilkins, 207; publishes same year, a poem, “ Plague of Athens,” 207; also one 
ou Cowley’s death, 207 ; takes orders, 207; 18 made chaplain to the Dule of Buck- 
ingham, 207; said te have assisted Buckingham in his *¢ Rehearsal,” 207; made 
chaplain to the King, 207; the favourite of Wilkins, 207; is a fellow of the 
Royal Society, 207; writes, 1607, The History of the Royal Society,” 207; pub- 
lixhes, 1608, * Observations of Sorbiere’s Voyage into Enuyland,”’ 207; pablishes 
the Latin Poems of Cowley with a Life in Latin, 207; becomes, 1668, a prebendary 
of Westminster, 208; ulso of St. Margaret’s Church adjoining, 208 ; suade, 1080, 
Canon of Windsor, 205; in 1083, Dean of Westminster, and, 1684, Bishop of 
Rochester, 208 5 requested to write the history of the Kye Louse Plot, 208; pub- 
lishes this in 1085, 208; is Dean of the Closet, 208; Chaplain of the Chapel 
Royal, 208; made also one of the Commissioners for Ecclesiastical affairs, 208 ; 
at the day of the Declaration stands neuter, 205; allows it to be read in West- 
minster Abbey, 208; gives his vote in favour of the Bishop of London, 208 ; takes 

art in # conference whether the throne be vacant, 208; tukes the part of 

ee Ii., 208; complies with the new establishment, 208; charged with being 
party toa plot to subvert the authorities, 208; is arrested, 208; let out on bail, 
308; is examined and confronted with his accusers, 208 ; the Council convinced 
of his innocence, 308; publishes the character of his accusera, his examination, 
and deliverunce, 209; makes au anuual thauksgiving, 209; lives now in quiet, 
209; at the trial of Sacheverel, appears among the friends of the Church, 209 ; 
dies in his seventy-ninth year, 209; preaches betfure the House of Com- 
mons, 209; his reception of the applause contrasted with that of Burnet’s, 
309; always preached loyalty, 20g; his prose works, 209; the character of his 
poetry, 209 

Stecle, opinion of tho “ Freeholder,” 231; remarks on the Peerage Bill, 333; writes 
* The Plebeian,” 233; Addison’s reply, 233; writes a second Plebeian, 233; writes 
a Life of Hughes in the ‘* Theatre,” 250; his reception in the Tatler of ‘* Advice to 
a Weaver of Tapestry,” 37s; becomes the patron of Savage, 306; his way of 
raising money, 307; turns his bailiffs into footmen, 307; proposes to marry 
Savage to his natural daughter, 307; is infurined that Savage has ridiculed him, 307; 
breaks off his allowance, and never allows hin to enter his house, 308; expelled 
the House for writing ‘The Crisis,” 360; answered by Swift in ‘‘ The Public 
Spirit of the Whigs,” 360 

Stepney, George, 131 ; his descent, 121; his birth, 121; educated at Westminster and 
Garapridge, 131 ; becomes friends with Mr. Montague, afterwards Earl of Halifax, 
121; come to London together, rar ; invited into public life py the Duke of Dorset, 
131; sent, 16g2, envoy to the Elector of Brandenburg, 121; in 1693, to the Im- 
perial Court, 131; in 1694, to the Elector of Saxony, 131; in 1696, to the Electors 
of Mentz and Cologne, andalso to the Congress at Frankfort, 121 ; in 1696, to the 
Elector of Braudeuburg, 121; in 1699, to the King of Poland, 123; m 1701, to 
the Emperor, 122; in 1706, to the States General, 122; made a Commissioner of 
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Trade, 122; nis death, 123; buried in Westminster Abbey, 133; tho epitaph on 
his tomb, 122; his character and poems, 123 

Straflurd, Furl of, 89; Lord Lieutenant ot Treland, Sq; his sister's aon named after 
him, Sy; has him removed to Yorkshire on the outbreak iu lreland, Sy; enveloped 
by the storm, go 

Strahan, vo; goes, with Tom Davies and Cadell, to Jobnson about tho Lives, v.; 
unites with Cadell, in publishing Cool’s Voyages, vi. 

Strensham, 77; the birthplace of Butler, 5 

e Suckling, lines on © The Complaint,” 4 

Sunderland, Furl of, 97; marries Lady Dorothy Sidney, 97; dies at Newbury, 97 

Swift, Dr. Jonathan, his opinion of dlaldus, 200; his triendship for Parnell, 2123 
induces Hurley to give hima graciots reception, 2125 also obtains for him, from 
Dr. Wing, o prebend and tho viearage of Finglass, 212; bes opinion of Hughes's 
works, 250; supports Pope's advice to Gay with reference to bis money, ada; his 
Opinion of the “ Begyar’s Opera,” 289; lis reception of the letter announcing 
Gay's death, 290; the previous memoir, 3633 the various accouuls of his paren: 
tage and birth, 353; educated at Kilkenny and the University of Dublin, 3<33 
obtains his degree of BLA. by “special favour,” 353; hivafter application to study, 
463; remains three years in Dublin, 353; draws the sketch of “The Tale of a 
Tub,” 353 ; loses his uncle, 323 : goes ta Leicester to consult his mother as to his 
future, 353; solicits the patronage of Sir Wilbam Temple, 383; his reception, 
353; kept by Temple fur some years, 333; his assistance to King William in cut. 
ting asparagus, 353; made a captain ot the horse, 363; goes with Temple to Moor 
Park, 384; sent by him to persuade the King to approve tricnnint parliaments, 
3543 lus failure, 3543 coutracts a disease characterized by giddiness and deaf: 
ness, 354; goes to Treland for his health, 3545 returns to Moor Park, 3243 reads 
hard, 354; ie ideas on exercise, 3643 becomes an M.A, of Oxtord, 364; his yearly 
Visit to his mother, 3543 leaves Moor Park, 354; isimade Deputy Master of the 
Rolly in Ireland, 334; determines to enter the Church, 324: his first hopes, 4543 
obtains the prebend of Kilroot in Connor, 3545 at the request of Temple resigns 
this and returns to Moor Park, 3s4; probably now writes “The ‘Tale of a Tub,” 
and the “ Battle of the Books," 354, writes “ Pindaric Qdes,” 334 5 Temple's death 
favours, 383; attends the Court, 365; invited to go into Ireland, by (ie karl of 
Berkley, 352; displaced from bis post of Private Secretary on their arrival at 
Dublin, 355; hopes to get the deanery of Derry, 353; has to content. himself with 
two divings in the diocese of Meath, 355; adds to the services at Laracor, 355; 
invites 4 Stella” to Lreland, 3<5 3 his relations with her and Mrs. Dingiey, 355; 
publishes, rer, “ Dissensions in Athens and Rome,” 358; in joy, ‘* The Tale of 
a Tub,” 355; thisleses Dim a bishopric, 358; publishes “ Lhe Battle of the Books,” 
356; four years afterwards in one year publishes four books, 366; publishes 
“The Project for the Advancement of Rehgion,” 350; and ‘A Vindication of 
Bickerstatl,’ 356; emploved to request a remission of the First Fruits aud ‘wen- 
tieth Parts to the Irish Clergy, 350; goes to Harley, 357; is admitted into that 
mninister’s confidence, 357; becomes one of the Sixteen Lrothers, 357; writes 
thirty-three papers for the “ Examiner,” 357; writes, 1711, @ ‘* Letter to the 
Oetober Club,” 357; publishes a ‘Proposal for Correcting, Improving, and 
Ascertaining the English Tongue,” 355; publishes, 1712, ‘The Conduct of the 
Allies,” 358; and “* Reflections on the Barrier Treaty,” 395; “ Remarks on Burnet’s 
third volume of the History of the Reformation,” 358 ; is courted and flattered, 355; 
believes that his interposition continues many Whigs of merit in place, 3gg3 is 
made Dean of 5t. Patrick, 1713, 359; but for the Queen's deuth would have tool, 
from the Exchequer, 37 ; his journal, 359; goes to Ireland, 359; in a fortnight 
is recalied to reconcile Oxford and Bolingbroke, 359; concludes that the Tory 
cause 18 just, 360; publishes, in answer to “ The Crisis,” “The Public Spirit of the 
Whigs,” 360; its effect on the Scotch lords, 360; returns, June, 1714, into Berk- 
shire, and writes “ Free Thoughts on the Present State of Affuirs,” 360; the two 
accounts of his reception in Ireland, 360 ; opposed at first’ by the Archbishop of 
Dublin, 360; writes “ The Change of the Ministry,” and ‘*The Conduct of the 
Ministry,” 360; reputed author of a “ History of the Four Last Years of Queen 
Anne,” 360; his bubits of life in Dublin, 361; privately married, 1716, to Mrs. 
Johnson, 361; recommends, 1720, the use and improvement of Irish manufac- 
tures, 361 ; bis intimacy with ‘* Vanessa,” (Mrs. Van Homrigh), 361; the death 
of thiv lady, 361; effect upon Swift and his wife by the publication of the poem 
addreesed to ‘* Vanessa,”’ 362; ‘* The Drapier’s Letters of 1934," 302 ; their cause 
and their effect, 362 ; the Dean and his butler, 362, 363 ; known as “ ‘I'he Dean,” 363; 
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his power and popwarity, 363; his wife falls into a decline and wastes away, 363 ; 
returns, on her account, to Ireland, and declines to go to France, 363, his wife 
recovers somewhat, 363; goes again into England, 363; collects, in conjunction 
with Pope, three volumes of Miscellaneous Poems, 363 ; Pablishes; 1727, “ Gul- 
liver’s Travels,” 363; kisses hands with the new King and Queen, 363; his after 
opinion of the Queen, 363; has a fit of giddiness, 364; hears of “ Stellu’s” increas- 
ing illness, 364; leaves Pope's house, and does not write to him till he arrives at 
Chester, 364; the death of “ Stella,” 364; his ‘* Letter to a Lady on her Mar- 
riage,” 364; change in his manners after the death of “ Stella,” 365; his satirical’ 
attack on Bettesworth, 36s; his interview with Bettesworth, 365; Bettesworth’s 
threats prevented from execution by the populace, 365 ; his scheme for lending 
money to the poor, and its failure, 365 ; his increasing asperity, 365 ; increase of 
his fits of giddiness and deafness, 366; is seized while writing a poem, ‘* The Legion 
Club,” 366; his person and fortune committed, 1741, to the care of legal guardians, 
366; has, 1742, inflammation in the left eye, 366; with difficulty restrained from 
tearing out his eye, 366; has a brief interval of reason, 366; a year’s silence, 356; 
speaks on his birthday, 366; sinks into a perfect silence until October, 1744, an 
then dies, 367; his works, 369; the various phases of his manners, 367—370; his 
character, 370, 371 
Sydenham, Dr., 273; adviceto Blackmore onthe books he should read, 243 


hegre Lord Chancellor, 443 
Tallaton, 205; the birthplace of Sprat, 205 

Tangiere, 252; attacked by the Moors, 252; Sheffleld sent to its relief, 252; the 
story of the leaky ship, 252; the expedition successful, 353 

Temple, Mr., son of Lord Pulmerston, 477; marries (1) Miss Lee, (2) Miss Barnard, 
477; considered the ‘* Philander” of Young, 477 

Temple, Miss, 456; sister of Sir Richard Temple, 456; mother of West, 456 

Temple, Rev, Mr., proposes to write the life of Gray for Johnson, vi. 

Temple, Sir William, 353; bis connexion with Swift’s family, 353; keeps Swift for 
some time, 35 $5 takes him to Moor Park, 354; makes him Deputy-Master of the 
Rolls, Ireland, 354; leaves Swift a legacy and his manuscripts, and a promise 
— King William of the firat vacant prebend of Westminster, 355; leaves “ Stella” 

1000l., 385 

Tenison, Archbishop, 467; his patronage of Young, 467 

The General Fund, 310 

Theobald, 287 ; writes, in conjunction with Griffin, a Key of the “ What-d’ye-call-it,” 
287; his attack on Pope's ‘‘ Shakspeare,” 395 

Thinn, Mr., 163; usher to the House of Lords, 163; his statement of what Portland 
says as to Waller's proposed defence, 163 

Thompson, Mr., 442; the father of the poet, 443; is a Scotch minister, 442; has to 
support a large family, 442 

Thomson, James, 442; parentage and birth, 442; educated at Edinburgh, 443; loses 
his father, 442; Joined in Edinburgh by his mother, 442; goes to London, 443; 
becomes acquainted with Mallet, 443; loses his letters of recommendation, 443; 
publishes in parts ‘‘ The Seasons,” 443, 444; becomes acquainted with Dr. Run- 
dell, 443; is introduced to Lord Chancellor Talbot, 443; writes s poem on the 
death of Sir Isauc Newtcn, 443; writes “ Britannia,” 444; becomes acquainted 
with Lord Binning, 444; also with Lady Hertford, 444; publishes, 1734, “ So- 

honisba,” 444; travels on the Continent with Mr. Charles Talbot, 444; writes, in 
Fe arts, his poem “On Liberty,” 444, 445; receives a pension from the Prince 
of Wales, 4485 produces, 1738, the tragedy of'** Agamemnon,” 445 ; his play “ Ed- 
ward and Eleanor” prohibited from the stage, 445; writes, with Mallet, the 
** Masque of Alfred,” 445; publishes, 1745, ** Tancred and Sigismund,” 445; is 
made Surveyor-General of the Leeward Islands, 446; pubhshes the “Castle of 
Indolence,” 446 ; catches cold, which grows into a fever and kills him, 446; buried at 
Richmond, 446; his monument in Westminster Abbey, 446; his appearance, man- 
ners, and habits, 446—448; his poetry, 448 

Tickell, Rev. Richard, 297; father of the poet, 297 * 

Tickell, Thomas, 397; parentage and birth, 297; enters Queen’s College, Oxford, 
399; becomes M.A. and a fellow, 297 ; vacates the latter by marrying, 297; en- 
gaged in public affairs, under the patronage of Addison, 397; writes “ The Pros. 

ect of Peace,” 298; its favourable reception, 298; sings on the accession of Kin 
trecrge: ‘*The Royal Progress,” 298; publishes a translation of the first book 
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the “ Tliad,” 298; his " Letter to Avignon,” 299; is employed by Addison in Ire. 
land, 399; made Under-Secretary of State, 299 ; his funeral poem on Addison, 
399; made Secretary to the Lords Justices of Ireland, 299 ; dies at Bath, 1740, 299; 
his ** Kensington Gurdens,” 299 ; his position among poets, 300 
Tindall, 468 ; his opinion of Young, 468 
Toland, 42; publishes letters of Milton, £33 his opinion on Philip's statement respeot- 
ing Milton’s powers of working, §6; bis opinion of Broome’s and Pope's “ Dliads,” 
3 
Tom kyng, too; brother-in-law of Waller, 100 ; Clerk of the Queen’s Council, 100 ; 
e his influence in the City, 100; his meetings with Waller, roo, ror; their scheme 
1or; joined by Lord Conway, 101; is arrested with Waller, 103; gives notice of 
Crispe’s Commission of Array, 102 ; his fate, 103 ; his dying speech, 103 
Tonson, Jacob, 58; buys “* Paradise Lost” from Aylmer, 58 
Tonson’s Miscellany, 377 
Townshend, Lord, 456; employs West in the Civil Service, 456 
‘¢ Trade,” the, of London, v.; prescriptive right of, v.; their indignation at Edin. 
burgh enterprise, v. ; their action thereon, v.; the deputation to Johnson, and its 
result, v. 
Trottin, 93; birthplace of Otway, 93 
Trumbull, Lady, 384; selects, on the advice of Pope, Fenton as tutor for her son, 
284 i retains him as auditor of her accounts, 284; he dies at her seat at Berkhamp- 
stead, 28 
Tyrconnel, Lord, 314 3 on condition that Savage will not expose his mother admits 
him into his family and gives him a pension, 314; quarrels with Savage, 323; the 
two sides of the question, 332, 323; banishes Savage from his house, 324; attempts 
to horsewhip him, 335; the quarrel continued for years, 336 


PHAM, 466; birthplace of Young, 466 
Upton, 204; a judge, 304; the friend of King, 204; has a pleasure place at 
Mountown, Dublin, 204 ; 
Usher, Bishop, converts to Protestantism the 3rd Earl of Roscommon, 89; advises 
his son to be sent to Caen, go 


Bae ree 268; his reply to Collier's attack upon the stage, 268 

Renee Sir Henry, 98; bis speech on voting Charles I. a supply to pay off the 
rmy, 98 

Van Houirigh; Mrs., 361; known as “ Vanessa,” 361; her intimacy with Swift, 3613 
dies in 1723, 361; orders the publication of the poem addresved to her, 361 

Villiers, Lady Anne, 294; marries (:) Mr. Thynne, (3) Lord Lansdowne, 294; issue 
of the second marriage, 294 ; 

Virgilian Lots, the, 4; the experiment tested inthe Bodleian Library by Charles I. 
and Lord Falklan > 4; the result, 4 

Voltaire, 269; his interview with Congreve, 269; writes Pope a letter of consulation 
on his loss of two fingers, 396; the grossness of his conversation, 396; discovered 
by Pope to be 8 spy of the Court, 396 

Vossius, » 123; hie account of Philip’s boyish peculiaritics, 123 


Wane Benjamin, 109; is disinherited, and sent to New Jersey, 109 
Waller, Edmund, 33; his eulogy of Denham’s “ Sophy,” 2? ; place and date of 
birth 983 arentage, 95; is left money by his futher, 95; educated at Eton and 
King's ollege, Cambridge, 96; returned at an early age to Parliament, 96; fre- 
uente the Court, 96; overhearsa curious conversation, 96; writes “‘ The Prince's 
scape at St, Andero,”’ 96; his debt to Fairfax, 96; translation of “ Tasso,” 96; 
writes “ Address to the Queen,”’ 96; marries Mrs. Bunks, 97; after a short wedded | 
life she dies, 97; fixes his heart on ara f Dorothy Sidney, 97; gives her the name 
of “ Sacharissa,” 97; their meeting in later days, 97; his acquaintance with Cla. 
rendon, 97; the verses written at Penshurst, 97; writes “ Reduction of Salice,” 
97; on the Reparatfon of St. Paul’s, 97; to the King on his Navy, oi the Pane. 
yrio on the Queen’s mother, 97; the two poems on the Duke of Northumber- 
nd, 97 aertigh a Miss Bresse * aoe: g8; her sad 98 ; Beret in the Par. 
liament of 1640, 98; speaks ins granting supplies t ing, 98; rails 
inst the clergy, 98; is asked by the King to second # motion for analy lover 
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off the Army, 93; his speech on that occasion, 98; represents Agmondesham 
in the Long Parliament, 99: is manager of the trial of Judge Crawley, 99; his 
rage against the removal of Episcopacy, 99, 100; on the Parliament opposing 
the King he retires from the House, 100; sends the King a thousand brvad pieces, 
100; his continuous speaking in the House, 100; one of the Commissioners whe 
treat with the King, 100; his recoption by the King, 100; “‘ Waller’s plot,” 100-104 ; 
also the design of Sir Nicholas Crispo, 101 ; Waller ssentence, 104; goesto France, 
104; stays at Rouen, 104; birth of his daughtcr Margaret, rog; removes to Paris, 
104; lives well, and amuses himself with poctry, 104; is obliged to sell his wife's 
jewels, 104; is reduced to indigence, 104 ; solicits and obtains permission to return 
to England, 104 ; lives at Malibarn, 104 ; his mother and Cromwell, 104 ; received 
by Cromwell as his kinsman, 105 ; his statement as to Cromwell's style of conver- 
sation, 105 ; produces, 1654, his ‘‘ Panegyric of Cromwell,” 105 ; his poem on the 
War with Spain, 105 ; recommends royalty to Cromwell, 105; the poem on the 
death of the Protector, 105; the congratulation to Charles I1., 106; sits in 
Charles II.’s first Parliament for Hastings, 106; for other places in gach of his 
Parliaments, 106; his remarks as to the Duke of York’s influence, 106 ; still keeps 
up his reputation, 106; asks, 1665, and obtains from the King tho Provostship of 
Eton, 106; the grant refused by Clarendon, 106; his attack on Clarendon, 106 ; 
again asks for the Provostship, 107; the lawyers decide that Clarendon’s objec- 
tion is correct, 107 ; chosen, 1685, M.P. for Saltash, 107; writes ‘‘A Presage of the 
downfall of the Turkish Empire,” 107; is treated by James with kindness and 
fumiliarity, 107; anecdotes respecting them, 107 ; his opinion as to Jarmes’s fate, 
107; the side taken by his heir, 107 ; consecrates his poetry to devotion, 107 ; 
bnys 2 small house at Coleshill, 107; goes to Windsor, 107 ; suffers from stagna- 
tion of the blood, 107, 108; preparcs himself for death, 108 ; takes, with his 
children, the Sacrament, 108; his speech to the Duke of Buckingham, 108 ; his 
death and burial, 108; Rymer’s epitaph, 108; his children, 108; his cha- 
racter, 108—x10; his works, rr0o—117; the style and character of his verso, 
117—-119 
Waller, Edmund, 109; succeeds to his father’s estutos, 109; represents Agmondcs- 
ham, 109; turns Quaker, 109 
Waller, Margaret, 108; marries Dr. Birch, 108 
Waller, Miss Price, 102; said to have betrayed her biother’s plot, 102 
Waller, Robert, 95; father of the poct, 95; originally descended from the Kentish 
Wallers, 95; icaves his son a fortune, 95 
wallet, Stephen, 109; an eminent doctor of laws, 109; a Commissionor of the 
nion, x 
Waller, William, 109 ; a London merchant, 109 
Waller's mother, 105; lives at Beaconsfield, 102; her interviews with Cromwell, 
105; her political opinions, 105 
- Waller's Plot,” 100—105 
Walmsley, Gilbert, 203; his acquaintance with Smith and Ducket, 203 ; his opinion 
of the story put forward by Ducket respecting Clarendon’s History, 203; his 
house the rendezvous of celebrated people, 204 
Walpole, Horace, his brief friendship with Gray, 496 
Walpole, Sir Robert, Chairman of the Committee of Secresy, 258: moves the im- 
peachment by the Commons of Prior, 259; the panegyric by Savugo, 319; his re- 
ward, 319; promises but never gives, a place to Savage, 333; decides not to renew 
Savage's pension, 341 
Walsh, Joseph, 130; father of Walsh the critic, 130; admires Pope’s Pastorals, 376; 
his advice to Pope, 378 
Walsh, William, 130; his father, 130; his birth, 130; his early entry at Wadham 
College, 130; leaves without a degree, 130; studies in London and at home, 130; 
becomes a critic, 130; alsoa man of fashion, 130; dresses ostentatiously, 130; sits 
in several Parliaments, 130; is a gentleman of Queen Anne’s horse, 130; his dis- 
sertation on Virgil's Pastorals, 130; begins, 1785, to correspond with Mr, 
Pope, x30; their subject, 130; his death, 131; his works, in prose and poetry, 


13m 
Warburton, Dr., his apology for Pope's action with reference to ‘‘ The Patriot King,” 
12; his reply to Crousay’s criticism on ‘“‘ The Essay on Mah,” 403; quarrels with 
olingbroke, 404; obtains sevcral preferments through Pope, 
side for his belief in the efficacy of ridicule for the discovery 
od pee of Mallet’s ‘‘ Life of Bacon,’”’ 491 
Welwood, Dr., 218; his character of Rowe, 218, 219 


; attacks Aken- 
of truth, 493; his 


2 
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Wentworth, Elizabeth, 89; sister of Earl of Sirafford, 89; wife of the third Earl of 
Roscommon, 89; mother of Wentworth Dillon, the poet, 8 ; 
West, Gilbert, 456; parentage, 456; educated at Eton and Oxford, 456; joins the 
army, 456; engages in civil business under Lord Townshend, 456; goes with the 
King to Hanover, 456; made 1739, Clerk Extraordinary to the Privy Council, 
456; marries, 454; settles at Wieck am, 457; made, 1748, 8 D.C.L., 447 ; publishes 
‘Observations on the Resurrection,” 457; also ‘ Evidences of the Truth of the 
New Testament,” 457; his friends at Wickham, 457; offered the tutorship of a 
Prinve, 457; made one of the Clerks of the Frivy Council, 454; loses, 1755, his 
only son, 457; struck with palsy and dies, 1756, 457 
West, Rev. Dr., 456; publishes “ Pindar,” 456; father of the poet, 456 
White, Mr., of Nayland, Essex, 279; attends Blackmore on his death-bed, 249; 
publishes Blackmore, “ The Accomplished Preacher,” 249 
Whitebesad, Paul, 407; summoned before the Lords for his poem, “ Manners,” 40) ; 
the summons dismissed, 404 
Whitelock, 100; a fellow Commissioner with Waller for the Parliament to treat 
with the King, 100; his supposition for the King’s gracious reception of Waller, 
100; his statement as to the tribunal before which Waller was sent, 104; on 
Cromwell's desire for royalty, 106 ; his reception of the deputation that offers it, 106 
Wilkins, Dr., 205; friend of Sprat, 205; Sprat’s poem on, 205; helps to found the 
Royal Society, 205; the first meetings held at his house, 205 
Wilks, Mr., 306 ; becomes the patron of Savage, 306 
Witshed, Lord, Chief Justice of Ireland, 363; coerces the jury into convicting the 
rinter of Swift’s pamphlet encouraging the use and improvement of Irish manu- 
actures, 363; fuils to do so in respect of ‘‘The Drapier Letters,” 363 
Wood, 362; obtains a patent to coin copper money for Ireland, 362; increases the 
existing scarcity of the coin, 362; it is disecovercd that the coin is debased, 36a; 
attacked by Swift in ‘‘ The Drapier Letters,” 362 ; the coin universally refused, 362 
Wood, on Mrs. Cowley’s struggles for her son, 1; his remarks on Cowley’s becoming 
a physician, 5; his remarks on Cowley's failing to obtain the Mastership of the 
Savoy, 6; his remarks on Cowley’s retirement, 7; his remarks on the profitable. 
ness of Denham’'s pot of Surveyor of the King’s Buildings, 33 ; his opinion as 
to the condition of Butler’s father, 77; on Butler's university, 78; his asserted 
osition of Butler, 79; on Dorset’s, Bedley’s, and Ogle’s frolic in Covent 
arden, 120; his statements respecting Walsh's life, 130, 131 
Woodcock, Catherine, 48; the second wife of Milton, 48; dies about a year after the 
marriage, 48 
Woreday, James, 400; his assertion with reference to Caull’s edition of Pope's 
etters, 400 
Wotton, Sur Henry, advice to Milton how to travel, 40 
Wysherey; 376; his acquaintanceship with Pope, 376; the reason of its termivation, 
37 


ALDEN, Mr. John, of Sussex, 295; father of the poet, 295 

Yalden, Thomas, 295; parentage and birth, 295; educated at the Grammar 
School of Magdalen College, Oxford, and at that college, 295; his tutor Josiah 
Pullen, 395; how he gets his scholarship, 295; his college contemporaries, agg ; 
writes a note on the capture of Namur, 295: its humorous criticism, 296; 
writes a poem on the death of the Duke of Gloucester, 296; becomes, 1700, 
fellow of his college, 296; takes orders, and obtaine a living in Warwickshire, 
296; chosen lecturer of moral philosophy, 296; writes a poem on the acces. 
sion of Queen Anne, 396; asserted declaration of being «» High Churchman, 
296; received, 1406, into the aly of the Duke of Beaufort, 396; becomes, 1704, 
doctor of divinity, 296; gives up is fellowship and lectureship, 296; gives the 
college a picture of their founder, 296; made rector of Chalbon and Cleanville, 
396; holds three prebends in Devonshire, 296; is preacher at Bridewell Hospital, 
290; fulla under suspicion of sharing in Atterbury’s Plot, and is arrested, 296; 

arged with a dangerous correspondence with Kelly, Atterbury’s secretary, 296; 
his answer, 296 j hyp papers seized, 296; called upon, and satisfactorily explains 
the words “ thorough paced doctrine,” 296; is released, 296; dies, aged sixty-six, 


297; his poems, 397 : ; 
York, Duke of (James IT.), 33; conveyed into France by Sir John Denham, 33 
Yorke, Sir Philip, 332; President of the Court of King’s Bench, 332; dismisses the 
eharge of obseenity against Savage, 332 
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Young, Rev. Edward, father of the poet, fellow of Winchester College, and rector 
of Upham, 466; obtains the prebend of Gillingham Minor, 466; preaches, 1686, 
instead of Bishop Ward, 466; appointed chaplain to William and Mary, 466; 
and is made Dean of Sarum, 466; resigns his fellowship in favour of his son-in- 
law, 466; dies, 1705, at Sarum, 466 

Young Edward, 466; parentage and birth, 466; educated at Winchester College, 
and New College 464; removes to Corpus Colleges 467; nominated in 1708, to a 
fellowship at All Souls’, 467; takes, 1714, his B.C.L., 1719, his D.C.L., 467; 
aan the Latin oration on the laying of the foundation stone of the Codrington 

jbrary, 467; his after opinion of this performance, 467; publishes, 14712, an 
epistle to the Right Hon. George Lord Lansdowne, 468; writes recom+ 
mendatory verses to Addison’s ‘‘ Cato,” 469; publishes poem on ‘The Last 
Day,” 469; asserted to be a paid Court writer, 469; publishes the “ Force 
of Religion, or Vanquished Love,” 440; publishes verses on “The Death of 
Anne,” and ‘The Accession of George the First,” 470; his letter on original 
composition, 4793 publishes ‘* Busiris,” 1719, 471; 1721, “The Revenge,” 441; 
the annuities left by the Duke Wharton, 472; laments the death of Addiaon, 
472; publishes, 1719, ® Paraphrase on part of the Book of Job, 472; his satires, 
472-474 ; writes “ Ocean,” an Ode, 474; bis Essay on Lyric Poetry, 475; takes 
holy orders, 445; is made chaplain to George II., 475; withdraws “ ‘I'he 
Brothers” from the stage, 475; his thoological studies, 475 ; publishes, 1728, a 
true estimate of human life, 446; his sermon, *‘An Apology for Princes or 
Reverence for Government,” 476; publishes, 1730, “ Imperium Pelagi,” 476; 
obtains, 1730, the rectory of Welwyn, 476; marries, 1731, Lady Elizabeth Lee, 
476; publishes the * Sea Piece,” 476; publishes, 1734, the “ Foreign Addresa,” Xe, 
4773 loses, 1441, his wife, 478; tbe “ Night Thoughts,” 4 4—483 ; reproduces, 
EER “The Brothers,” 483; writes “The Centaur,” ‘ Fabulous,” &c., 483; 
‘Tbe Qld Man's Relapse,” 484; receives an ode from Lord Melcombe, 484; 
publishes, 1762, “ Resignation,” 484, dies, 1765, 486 

Young, Robert, 208; engages with Blackhead to ruin Sprat, 208; his part in the 
conspiracy, 208 ; its failure, 208 


THE END. 
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